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MoBE  thati  a  third  part  of  the  following  Bpeeimena  are  from 
playB  wliich  are  to  be  found  only  in  the  Bntish  Museum  and 
m  some  scarce  private  libraries.  The  rest  are  from  Dodsley' 
and  Hawkins's  collections,  and  the  works  of  Jonaon,  Beau- 
mont  and  Fletcher,  and  MasBinger. 

I  have  chosen  wherever  I  comd  to  give  entire  scenes,  and 
in  some  instances  BucceBsive  Bccnes,  rather  than  to  string 
together  single  passages  and  detached  beauties,  which  I  have 
always  found  wearisome  in  the  reading  in  select'cnc  of  this 
nature. 

To  every  extract  is  prefised  an  esplanatory  head,  BiifGcient 
to  make  it  intelligible  with  the  help  of  some  trifling  omis- 
Bions.  Where  a  line  or  more  was  obscure,  as  having  refer- 
ence to  aomething  that  had  gone  before,  which  would  have 
aaked  more  time  to  explain  than  its  consequence  in  the  scene 
seemed  to  deaerve,  I  have  had  no  hesitation,  in  leaving  the 
line  or  passage  out.  Sometimes  where  I  have  met  with  a 
superfluous  character,  which,  seemed  to  burthen  without 
throwing  any  light  upon  the  scene,  I  have  ventured  to  dis- 
miss it  ^together.  I  have  expunged,  without  ceremony,  aE 
that  which  the  writers  had  better  never  have  written,  that 
forms  the  objectioil  ao  often  repeated  to  the  promiscuous 
reading  of  Fletcher,  Maasinger,  and  some  others. 

The  kind  of  extracts  which  I  have  sought  after  have  been, 
not  so  much  passages  of  wit  and  humour,  though  the  old 
pbiyB  are  rich  in  such,  as  scenes  of  passion,  sometunes  of  the 
deepest  quality,  interesting  situations,  serious  descriptions, 
that  which  is  more  nearly  aJlied  to  poetrv  than  to  wit,  and 
to  tragic  rather  than  to  comic  poetry-  The  playa  -which  I 
have  made  choice  of  have  been,  with  few  exceptions,  those 
which  treat  of  human  life  and  manners,  rather  than  masques, 
and  Arcadian  pastorala,  with  their  train  of  abstractions,  un- 
impassioued  deities,  paseionate  mortals,  Claius,  aud  Medonia, 


and  Amintas,  and  AmarilliB.  My  leading  design  has  been, 
to  iUufitrate  what  may  be  called  the  moral  aenae  of  our  an- 
ccBtora.  To  show  in  what  manner  they  felt,  -when  they 
placed  theinHelvea  by  the  power  of  imagination  in  trying 
situations,  in  the  conflicts  of  duty  and  passion,  or  the  strife 
of  contending  duties;  what  sort  of  loves  and  enmitiea  theirs 
were ;  how  their  griefs  were  tempered,  and  their  full-awoln 
joys  abated :  how  much  of  Shakspeare  shines  in  the  great 
men  his  contemporarieB,  and  how  lar  in  his  divine  mind  and 
manners  he  surpassed  them  and  all  mankind. 

Another  object  which  I  had  in  making  the-se  selections 
was,  to  bring  together  the  moat  admired  scenes  in  Fletchei- 
and  Massinger,  m  the  estimation  of  the  world  the  onlv  dra- 
matic poets  of  that  age  who  are  entitled  to  be  considered 
after  Shakspeare,  and  to  eshibit  them  in  the  same  volume 
with  the  more  impressive  scenes  of  old  Marlowe,  Heywood, 
Tourneur,  "Webster,  Ford,  and  others.  To  show  what  wo 
have  slighted,  while  beyond  all  proportion  we  have  cried  up 
one  or  two  favourite  names. 

The  specimens  are  not  accompanied  with  imything  in  the 
shape  of  biographical  notices'.  1  bad  nothing  of  conEequence 
to  add  to  the  slight  sketches  in  Dodsley  and  the  Biographia 
Dramatica,  and  I  was  unwilling  to  swell  the  volume  with 
mere  transcription,  The  reader  will  not  fail  to  observe,  from 
the  frequent  instances  of  two  or  more  pereons  joining  in  the 
composition  of  the  same  play  (the  noble  practice  of  those 
times),  that  of  moat  of  the  writers  contained  in  these  selec- 
tions it  may  be  strictly  said,  that  they  were  contemporaries. 
The  whole  period,  from  the  middle  of  Elizabeth's  reign  to 
the  close  of  the  reign  of  Charles  I.,  comprises  a  apace  of  little 
more  than  half  a  century,  within  which  time  nearly  all  that 
we  have  of  escellence  in  serious  dramatic  composition  was 
produced,  if  we  except  the  Samson  Agonistes  of  Milton. 

Chables  Lamb. 
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&ORBODUC,  A  TEAaEDY:  BY  THOMAS  SACKVILLE, 
LORD  BUOKHTTBST,  AFTERWARDS  EARL  OP  DORSET ; 
AND  THOMAS  NORTON. 

Whilst  king  Gorhoduc  in  the  presence  of  Ms  eouneiUors  laments  the 
death  of  his  eldest  son,  FerreXy  whom  Porrex,  the  yownger  son^  has 
slain ;  Marcella^  a  court  lady,  enters  and  relates  the  miserable  end 
of  Porrex,  stabbed  by  his  mother  in  his  bed, 

GoEBODTTO,  Arostus,  Eubttltts,  and  others, 

Gorh.  What  cruel  destiny 

What  fpoward  fate  hath  sorted  us  this  chance  ? 
That  ev'n  in  those  where  we  should  comfort  find, 
Where  our  delight  now  in  our  aged  days 
Should  rest  and  be,  even  there  our  only  grief 
And  deepest  sorrows  to  abridge  our  life. 
Most  pining  cares  and  deadly  thoughts  do  grave. 

Arost.  Tour  grace  should  now,  in  these  grave  years  of  youra. 
Have  found  ere  this  the  price  of  mortal  joys, 
How  full  of  change,  how  brittle  our  estate, 
How  short  they  be,  how  fading  here  in  earth. 
Of  nothing  sute,  save  only  of  the  death. 
To  whom  both  man  and  ful  the  world  doth  owe 
Their  end  at  last ;  neither  should  nature's  power 
In  other  sort  against  your  heart  prevail, 
Than  as  the  naked  hand  whose  sfa-oke  assays 
The  armed  breast  where  force  doth  light  in  vain. 

Gorh,  Many  can  yield  right  grave  and  sage  advice 
Of  patient  sprite  to  others  wrapt  in  woe. 
And  can  in  speech  both  rule  and  conquer  kind\ 

^  Nature ;  natural  affection. 

B 


2  THOMAS  aAOKTILLE  AND  THOMAS  NOaTOS', 

Who,  if  ty  proof  ttey  might  feel  nature'a  force, 
Would  ahow  tkemselvea  men  as  they  are  indeed, 
Affhich  now  wiH  needs  be  gods  :  hut  what  doth  meaa 
The  Horry  cheer  of  her  that  here  doth  come  ? 

MiECEXiA  enters. 

Mare.  Oh  where  iajhith  p  or  where  is  pity  now  ? 
Whither  is  gentle  heart  and  mercy  Bed  ? 
Are  they  exiled  out  of  our  stony  hreasta, 
Never  to  make  return  ?  is  all  the  world 
Drowned  in  blood,  and  Bunk  in  cruelty  r* 
If  not  in  women  mercy  may  be  found, 
If  not,  alaa !  within  the  mother's  breast 
To  her  own  child,  to  her  own  flesh  and  blood ; 
I£  ruth  be  baniah'd  thence,  if  pity  there 
May  have  no  place,  if  there  no  gentle  heart 
Do  live  and  dwell,  where  ehould  we  seek  it  then  ? 

Qorh.  Madam,  alaa !  what  means  your  woful  tale  p 

Mare.  O  siUy  woman  I,  why  to  this  hour 

Have  kind  and  fortune  thus  deferr'd  my  breath, 
That  I  should  live  to  see  thia  doleful  day  ? 
Will  ever  wi^ht  believe  that  aueh  hard  heart 
Conld  rest  within  the  cruel  mother's  breast, 
With  her  own  hand  to  slay  her  only  son  ? 
But  out,  alas !  these  eyes  beheld  the  same, 
They  saw  the  dreary  sight,  and  are  become 
Most  ruthful  records  of  the  bloody  fact. 
Porrex,  alaa  !  is  by  his  mother  slain, 
And  with  her  hand,  a  woful  thing  to  tell, 
While  slumbering  on  his  careful  bed  he  rests, 
Hia  heart  stabb'd  in  with  knife  is  reft  of  life. 

Oorh.  0  Euhulua,  0  draw  this  sword  of  ours, 

And  pierce  this  heart  with  speed.     O  hateful  light, 
0  loathsome  life,  0  sweet  and  welcome  death. 
Dear  Eubulus,  work  thia  we  thee  beseech. 

Eith.  Patient,  your  grace,  perhaps  he  liveth  yet. 
With  wound  received  but  not  of  certain  death. 

Qorh.  0  let  ua  then  repair  unto  the  place. 

And  see  if  Porrex  live,  or  thus  be  slain.  \Exit. 

Mare.  Alaa !  he  liveth  not,  it  is  too  true, 

That  with  these  eyes,  of  him  a  peerless  pnnce, 
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Son  to  a  king,  and  in  the  flower  of  youtli, 
Even  with  a  twink^  a  senseless  stock  I  saw. 

Arost.  O  damned  deed ! 

Ma/rc,  But  hear  his  ruthfiil  end. 

The  noble  prince,  pierced  with  the  sudden  wounds, 
Out  of  his  wretched  slumber  hastily  start^, 
Whose  strength  now  failing,  straight  he  overthrew, 
When  in  the  fall  his  eyes  ev'n  now  unclosed, 
Beheld  the  queen,  and  cried  to  her  for  help ; 
We  then,  alas !  the  ladies  which  that  time 
Did  there  attend,  seeing  that  heinous  deed. 
And  hearing  him  oft  call  the  wretched  name 
Of  mother,  and  to  cry  to  her  for  aid, 
Whose  direful  hand  gave  him  the  mortal  wound. 
Pitying,  alas !  (for  nought  else  could  we  do) 
His  rueful  end,  ran  to  the  woful  bed, 
Despoiled  straight  his  breast,  and  all  we  might 
Wiped  in  vain  with  napkins  next  at  hand 
The  sudden  streams  of  blood,  that  flushed  fast 
Out  of  the  gaping  wound :  O  what  a  look, 
O  what  a  ruthfiil  stedfast  eye  methought 
He  fix'd  upon  my  face,  which  to  my  death 
Will  never  part  from  me, — ^wherewith  abraid' 
A  deep-fetch' d  sigh  he  gave,  and  therewithal 
Claspmg  his  hands,  to  heaven  he  cast  his  sight ; 
And  straight,  pale  death  pressing  within  his  fkce, 
The  flying  ghost  his  mortal  corpse  forsook. 

Arost.  Never  did  age  bring  forth  so  vile  a  fact. 

Marc,  O  hard  and  cruel  hap  that  thus  assigned 
Unto  so  worthy  wight  so  wretched  end : 
But  most  hard  cruel  heart  that  could  consent. 
To  lend  the  hateful  destinies  that  hand, 
By  which,  alas  !  so  heinous  crime  was  wrought ; — 
O  queen  of  adamant,  O  marble  breast, 
If  not  the  favour  of  his  comely  face, 
K  not  his  princely  cheer  and  countenance, 
His  valiant  active  arms,  his  manly  breast, 
If  not  his  fair  and  seemly  personage  ; 
His  noble  limbs,  in  such  proportion  cast. 

*  Twinkling  of  the  eye.  *  Started.  ■4-waked;  raiflfid>3^ 

^1 
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Aa  would  have  rapt  a  silly  woman's  thought ; 

It'  this  might  not  nave  moved  the  bloody  heart, 

And  that  moat  cruel  hand  the  wretched  weapon 

Ev'a  to  let  fall,  and  kisa'd  him  in  the  face. 

With  tears,  &r  ruth  to  reave  such  one  by  death ; 

Should  nature  yet  consent  to  slay  her  son  P 

O  mother,  thou  to  murder  thus  thy  child ! 

Ev'n  Jove  with  justice  must  with  lightning  flames 

Prom  heaven  send  down  some  strange  revenge  on  thee. 

Ah  noble  prince,  how  oft  have  I  beheld 

Thee  mounted  on  thy  fierce  and  trampling  steed. 

Shining  in  armour  bright  before  the  tdt. 

And  with  thy  mistreat  sleeve  tied  on  thy  helm. 

There  charee  thy  Bta,ff,  to  please  thy  lady's  eye, 

That  bow'd  the  head-piece  of  tby  friendly  foe  ! 

How  oft  in  arms  on  horse  to  bend  the  mace, 

How  oft  in  arms  on  foot  to  break  the  sword. 

Which  never  now  these  eyes  may  see  again  ! 

Aivat.  Madam,  alas  !  in  vain  these  plaints  are  shed. 
Rather  with  me  depart,  and  help  to  assuage 
The  thoughtful  griefs,  that  in  the  aged  king 
Must  needs  by  nature  grow,  by  death  of  tWs 
HIh  only  son,  whom  he  did  hold  bo  dear. 

Mm-c.  Wbat  wight  is  that  which  saw  that  I  did  see, 
And  could  refrain  to  wail  with  plaint  and  tears  ? 
Not  I,  alas  !  that  heart  is  not  in  me ; 
But  let  UB  go,  for  I  am  grieved  anew, 
To  call  to  mind  the  wretched  father's  woe.       \_Exeunl. 

Ohortis  of  aged  men.  When  greedy  lust  in  royal  seat  to  reigu 
Hath  reft  oU  care  of  gods  and  eke  of  men ; 
And  cruel  heart,  wrath,  treason,  and  disdain, 
Within  the  ambitious  breaat  are  lodged,  then 
Behold  how  mischief  wide  herself  difiplays. 
And  with  the  brother's  hand  the  brother  slays, 

Wlien  blood  thus  shed  doth  stain  thia  heaven's  face. 
Crying  to  Jove  lor  vengeance  of  the  deed. 
The  mighty  God  ev'n  moveth  from  his  place 
With  wratn  to  wreak  ;  then  sends  he  forth  with  speed 
The  dreadful  Furiea,  daughters  of  the  night, 
With  serpents  ^rt,  carrymg  the  whip  of  ire. 
With  buir  of  stinging  snakes,  and  shining  bright 
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With  flames  and  blood,  and  with  a  brand  of  fire : 
TThese,  for  revenge  of  wretched  murder  done, 
Doth  cause  the  mother  kill  her  only  son. 

Blood  asketh  blood,  and  death  must  death  requite  • 
Jove  by  his  just  and  everlasting  doom 
Justly  hath  ever  so  requited  it. 
This  times  before  record  and  times  to  come 
Shall  find  it  true,  and  so  doth  present  proof 
Present  before  our  eyes  for  our  behoof. 

O  happy  wight  that  suffers  not  the  snare 
Of  murderous  mind  to  tangle  him  in  blood : 
And  happy  he  that  can  in  time  beware 
By  others'  harms,  and  turn  it  to  his  good : 
But  woe  to  him  that  fearing  not  to  offend, 
Doth  serve  his  lust,  and  will  not  see  the  end. 

[The  style  of  this  old  play  is  stiff  and  cumbersome,  like  the  dresses  of 
its  times.  There  may  be  flesh  and  blood  underneath,  but  we  cannot  get 
at  it.  Sir  Philip  Sidney  has  praised  it  for  its  morality.  One  of  its 
authors  might  easily  tonish  that.  Norton  was  an  associate  to  Hopkins, 
Stemhold,  and  Robert  Wisdom,  in  the  Singing  Psalms.  I  am  wiUing 
to  beUere  that  Lord  Buckhurst  suppHed  the  more  vital  parts.  The  chief 
beauty  in  the  extract  is  of  a  secret  nature.  Marcella  obscurely  intimates 
that  the  murdered  prince  Porrez  and  she  had  been  lovers.] 


THE  SPANISH  TRAaEDY :  OR  HIERONIMO  IS  MAT)  AGAIN. 
A  TRAGEDY  BY  THOMAS  KYD. 

JSoratio  the  son  of  JBReronimo  is  murdered  while  he  is  sittvng  with  his 
mistress  BeUmferia  by  night  in  an  arbour  in  his  father^  s  ga/rden.  Tfte 
murderers  {Balthazar  his  rival,  and  Lorenzo  the  brother  of  Belim- 
peria)  hang  his  body  on  a  tree.  Hieronimo  is  awakened  by  the  cries 
of  Belimperia,  and  coming  out  into  his  garden,  discovers  by  the  light 
of  a  torch  thist  the  murdered  man  is  his  son.  Upon  this  he  goes 
distracted. 

HrEEONiMO  mad. 

Hier.  My  son !  and  what 's  a  son  ? 

A  thing  begot  within  a  pair  of  minutes,  there  about : 
A  lump  bred  up  in  darkness,  and  doth  serve 
To  balance  those  light  creatures  we  call  women ; 
And  at  the  nine  months'  end  creeps  forth  to  light. 


THOMA.B  EYD. 

What  IB  there  yet  in  a  son. 
To  make  a  lather  dote,  rave  or  nm  mad  P  • 

Being  bom,  it  pouts,  cries,  and  breeds  teeth. 
"What  18  there  vet  in  a  Kon  ? 
He  must  he  feci,  be  taught  to  go,  and  apeak. 
Ay,  or  yet  ?  why  miglit  not  a  man  love  a  calf  aa  well  P 
Or  melt  ia  pasaion  o'er  a  frisking  kid,  as  for  u  sou  ? 
Methinka  a  young  bacon. 
Or  a  fine  little  smooth  horse  colt. 
Should  move  a  man  as  much  as  doth  a  sou ; 
for  one  of  these,  in  veiy  little  time. 
Will  grow  to  some  good  use  ;  whereas  a  son. 
The  more  he  grows  in  stature  and  in  years, 
The  more  unaquared,  unlevell'd  he  appears  ; 
Beckons  his  parents  among  the  rank  of  foola. 
Strikes  cares  upon  their  heads  with  his  mad  riots. 
Makes  them  look  old  before  they  meet  with  age : 
This  ia  a  son;  and  what  a  loss  ia  this,  considered  Inalj! 
0,  hut  my  Horatio  grew  out  of  reach  of  those 
Insatiate  humours  :  he  loved  his  loving  parents ; 
He  was  my  comfort,  and  his  mother's  joy. 
The  very  arm  that  did  hold  up  our  house — 
Our  hopes  were  stored  up  in  him- — 
None  but  a  damned  murderer  could  hate  him. 
He  had  not  seen  the  hack  of  nineteen  years, 
When  hia  strong  arm  unhorsed  tte  proud  prince  Bal- 
thazar ; 
And  his  great  mind,  too  full  of  honour,  took 
To  mercy  that  vahant  but  ignoble  Portuguese. 
Well,  heaven  is  heaven  atill ! 
And  there  is  Nemesis,  and  furies. 
And  things  eall'd  whips. 
And  they  aoraetimea  oo  meet  with  murderers  ; 
They  do  not  always  'acape,  that  'a  some  comfort. 
Ay,  ay,  ay,  and  then  time  steals  on,  and  steals,  and 

steals. 
Till  violence  leaps  forth,  like  thunder 
Wrapp'd  in  a  ball  of  fire, 
And  so  doth  bring  confusion  to  them  all 
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jAQTTEa  and  Pedko,  gervanti, 
Jaq.  I  wonder,  Pedro,  why  our  master  thiJH 

At  midnight  sends  ua  with  our  torches  light. 
When  maa  and  bird  and  beaat  are  all  at  reat. 
Save  thoae  that  watch  for  rape  aad  bloody  murder. 
I'ed.  O  Jaquea,  know  thou  that  our  master's  mind 
Is  muen  distract  since  his  Horatio  died  : 
And,  now  his  a^d  veara  should  sleep  in  rest, 
Hia  heart  in  quiet,  like  a  desperate  man 
Grows  Innatic  and  chUdiah  for  his  son : 
Sometimes  as  he  doth  at  his  table  sit. 
He  speaks  aa  if  Horatio  stood  by  him. 
Then  starting  in  a  rage,  fiiHt  on  the  earth. 
Cries  out  Horatio,  where  is  my  Horatio  ? 
So  that  with  extreme  grief,  and  cutting  sorrow. 
There  is  not  left  in  him  one  inch  of  man : 
See  here  he  coiaes. 

HiBKOHiMO  enters. 

Hier.  I  pry  through  every  creyice  of  eouh  wall, 

Look  at  each  tree,  and  search  through  every  brake. 
Beat  on  the  bushes,  stamp  our  grandam  earth, 
Dive  in  the  water,  and  stare  up  to  heaven : 
Tet  cannot  I  behold  my  eon  Horatio. 
How  now,  who  's  there,  aprites,  sprites  ? 

Fed.  We  are  your  servants  that  attend  you,  sir. 

Sier.  What  make  you  with  your  torchea  in  the  dark  P 

Fed.  Tou  bid  ua  light  them,  and  attend  you  here. 

Sier.  Ko,  no,  you  Br&  deceived,  not  I,  you  are  decE 
Was  I  80  mad  to  bid  you  light  your  torches  nov 
Lk;ht  me  your  torches  at  the  mid  of  noon, 
Wlien  as  the  sun-god  ridea  in  all  hia  glory ; 
Light  me  your  torches  then. 
'  Fed,  Then  we  bum  daylight. 

Sier.  Let  it  be  burnt ;  night  is  a  mm-derous  slut, 
That  woidd  not  have  her  treasons  to  be  seen : 
And  yonder  pale-faced  Heeate  there,  the  moon. 
Doth  give  consent  to  that  is  done  in  darkness. 
And  lui  those  atars  that  ga^e  upon  her  face, 
Are  aglets'  on  her  sleeve,  pins  on  her  train; 
'  T^a  of  pomts. 


And  those  that  Hhould  be  powerful  and  divine, 
Do  sleep  in  darknesa  when  thej  most  should  shine. 

Fed.  Provoke  them  not,  iiur  sir,  with  tempting  words ; 
The  heavens  are  gracious ;  and  your  miBerieB 
And  sorrow  make  jou  gpeak  you  know  not  what. 

Siei;  Villain,  thou  Heat,  and  thou  doest  naught 

But  tell  me  I  am  mad ;  tliou  heat,  I  am  not  mad  : 
I  know  thee  to  be  Pedro  and  he  Jaiiues. 
I  'D  prove  it  to  thee ;  and  were  I  mad,  how  could  I  ? 
Where  was  she  the  same  night,  when  my  Homtio  was 

murder' d  ? 
She  should  have  shone  :  search  thou  the  book : 
Had  the  mooa  shone  in  my  boy's  fee,  there  waa  a  kind 

of  grace, 
That  I  know,  nay  I  do  know  had  the  murderer  seen  him, 
TTi"  weapon  would  have  feUen,  mid  cut  the  earth, 
Had  he  been  iramed  of  naught  but  blood  and  deatli ; 
Alack,  when  mischief  doth  it  knowa  not  what, 
What  ahall  we  say  to  mischief  P 

Isabella.  Am  wife  entert. 
Im.  Dear  Hieronimo,  come  in  a^doors ; 

0  seek  not  means  to  increase  thy  sorrow. 
Hier.  Indeed,  Isabella,  we  do  nothing  here ; 

1  do  not  cry— ask  Pedro  and  Jaques : 

Not  I  indeed  ;  we  are  very  merry,  very  merry. 
Iga.  How  ?  be  merry  here,  be  merry  here  ? 

Is  not  thia  the  place,  and  this  the  very  tree, 

Wbere  my  Horatio  died,  where  he  was  murder'd  ? 
Jlier.  Waa,  do  not  say  what ;  let  her  weep  it  out. 

This  wae  the  tree,  I  set  it  of  a  kernel ; 

And  when  our  hot  Spiun  could  not  let  it  grow, 

But  that  the  infant  and  the  human  sap 

Began  to  wither,  duly  twice  a  morning 

Would  I  be  aprinkling  it  with  fountain  waier  ; 

At  last  it  grew  and  grew,  and  bore  and  bore : 

Tni  at  length  it  grew  a  ^Uowh,  and  did  bear  our  son. 

It  bore  thy  fruit  and  mine.     O  wicked,  wicked  pknt ! 

See  who  knocks  there.     (Oiie  knock*  within  at  the  door.) 
Fed.  It  is  ajjainter,  sir, 
Sier.  Bid  him  come  in,  and  paint  some  comfort, 
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For  surely  there 's  none  lives  but  painted  comfort. 
Let  him  come  in,  one  knows  not  what  may  chance. 
G-od's  wiU  that  I  should  set  this  tree !  but  even  so 
Masters  ungratefiil  servants  rear  from  naught, 
And  then  they  hate  them  that  did  bring  them  up. 

The  JPamier  enters. 

Pain.  God  bless  you,  sir. 

Sier,  Wherefore  ?  why,  thou  scomfril  villain  ? 

How,  where,  or  by  what  means  should  I  be  blest  ? 
Isa,  What  wouldst  thou  have,  good  fellow  ? 
JPain,  Justice,  madam. 
Hier.  O  ambitious  beggar,  wouldst  thou  have  that 

That  lives  not  in  the  world  ? 

Why,  aU  the  undelved  miaes  cannot  buy 

An  ounce  of  justice,  'tis  a  jewel  so  iaestimable. 

I  tell  thee,  G-od  hath  engross' d  all  justice  in  his  hands, 

And  there  is  none  but  what  comes  from  him. 
Pain,  O  then  I  see  that  God  must  right  me  for  my  mur- 
der'd  son. 
Hier,  How,  was  thy  son  murder' d  ? 
Pain,  Ay,  sir,  no  man  did  hold  a  son  so  dear. 
Sier,  What,  not  as  thine  ?  that 's  a  lie. 

As  massy  as  the  earth :  I  had  a  son. 

Whose  least  unvalued  hair  did  weigh 

A  thousand  of  thy  sons,  and  he  was  murder' d. 
Pain,  Alas,  sir,  I  had  no  more  but  he. 
Mier,  Nor  I,  nor  I ;  but  this  same  one  of  mine 

Was  worth  a  legion.    But  all  is  one. 

Pedro,  Jaques,  go  in  a-doors ;  Isabella,  go. 

And  this  good  fellow  here,  and  I, 

Will  range  this  hideous  orchard  up  and  down. 

Like  two  she-lions  reaved  of  their  young. 

G-o  in  a-doors,  I  say.  [^Exeimt, 

{The  Painter  and  he  sit  dotvn,) 

Come  let 's  talk  wisely  now. 

Was  thy  son  murder' d  ? 
Pain,  Ay,  sir. 
Hier,  So  was  mine. 

How  dost  thou  take  it  ?  art  thou  not  sometime  mad  P 

Is  there  no  tricks  that  come  before  tlune  eyes  P 


10  THOM^B  KFD, 

Pain.  0  lord,  yeB,  eir. 

Mier.  Art  a  painter  ?  canat  paint  me  a  tear,  a  wound  ? 

A  groan  or  a  nigh  ?  canst  paint  me  Buch  a  tree  aa  ttis  ? 

Fain.  8ir,  I  am  sure  you  have  iieard  of  my  pointing  r 
My  name  'a  BaBardo, 

Hier.  Baaardo  !  'fore  G-od  an  excellent  fellow.  Look  you,  air. 
Do  you  Bee  ?  I  'd  have  you  paint  me  in  my  gallery,  in 
your  oil  colours  matted,  and  draw  me  five  years  younger 
than  I  am :  do  you  aee,  sir  P  let  five  years  go,  let  them 
go, — my  wife  Isabella  standing  by  me,  with  a  speaking 
look  to  my  son  Horatio,  which  should  intend  to  this,  or 
some  such  like  purpose  ;  God  bless  thee,  rnjf  sweet  son ; 
and  my  hand  leaning  upon  his  head  thus,  sir,  do  you 
see  ?  may  it  be  done  ? 

Pain.  Very  well,  sir. 

Sicr.  Nay,  I  pray  mark  me,  sir : 

Then,  sir,  would  I  have  you  paint  me  this  tree,  this  very 

Canst  paint  a  doleful  cry  P 


Hier.  Nay,  it  should  cry;  but  all  ia  one. 

Well,  sir,  paint  me  a  youth  run  through  and  through 

with  viUaina'  swords  hanging  upon  this  tree. 
Canst  thou  draw  a  murderer  ? 
Pain.  I  'U  warrant  you,  sir ;  I  have  the  pattern  of  the  most 

notorious  villains  that  ever  lived  in  all  Spain. 
Hier.  0,  let  them  be  worse,  worae :  atretch  thine  art. 
And  let  their  beards  be  of  Judns's  own  colour. 
And  let  their  eyebrows  jut  over :  in  any  case  observe 

that; 
Then,  sir,  after  some  violent  noise, 
Bringmeforthinmy  shirt  and  my  gown  under  my  arm, 
with  my  torch  in  my  hand,  and  my  aword  rear'd 
up  thus, — 
And  with  these  words ;  What  noise  is  this  ?  who  calh 

Sieronimo  ? 
May  it  he  done  P 
Paxn.  Tea,  air. 

Hier.  Well,  air,  then  bring  me  forth,  bring  me  through  alley 
and  alley,  still  with  a  distracted  countenance  going 
along,  and  let  my  hair  heave  up  my  night-cap.    Ijct  the 
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clouds  scowl,  make  the  moon  dark,  the  stars  extinct,  the 
winds  blowing,  the  bells  tolling,  the  owls  shrieking,  the 
toads  croaking,  the  minutes  jarring,  and  the  clock  stri- 
king twelve.  And  then  at  last,  sir,  starting,  behold  a 
man  hanging,  and  tottering,  and  tottering,  as  you  know 
the  wind  wifl  wave  a  man,  and  I  with  a  tnce  to  cut  him 
down.  And  looking  upon  him  by  the  advantage  of  my 
torch,  find  it  to  be  my  son  Horatio.  There  you  may 
show  a  passion,  there  you  may  show  a  passion.  Draw 
me  like  old  Pnam  of  Troy,  crying.  The  house  is  a-fire, 
the  house  is  a-fire ;  and  the  torch  over  my  head ;  make 
me  curse,  make  me  rave,  make  me  cry,  make  me  mad, 
make  me  well  again,  make  me  curse  heU,  invocate,  and 
in  the  end  leave  me  in  a  trance,  and  so  forth. 

Pain,  And  is  this  the  end  ? 

HJier,  O  no,  there  is  no  end :  the  end  is  death  and  madness ; 
And  I  am  never  better  than  when  I  am  mad ; 
Then  methinks  I  am  a  brave  fellow ; 
Then  I  do  wonders ;  but  reason  abuseth  me ; 
And  there 's  the  torment,  there 's  the  heU. 
At  last,  sir,  bring  me  to  one  of  the  murderers ; 
Were  he  as  strong  as  Hector, 
Thus  would  I  tear  and  drag  him  up  and  down. 

{He  heats  the  Painter  in,) 

[These  soenee,  which  are  the  very  salt  of  the  old  play  (which  without 
them  is  but  a  caput  mortuum,  such  another  piece  of  flatness  as  Locrine), 
Hawkins,  in  his  republication  of  this  tragedy,  has  thrust  out  of  the  text 
into  the  notes ;  as  omitted  in  the  Second  Edition,  "  printed  for  Ed.  Allde, 
amended  of  such  gross  blunders  as  passed  in  the  first : "  and  thinks  them 
to  have  been  fbisted  in  by  the  players, — ^A  late  discovery  at  Dulwich 
College  has  ascertained  that  two  sundry  payments  were  made  to  Ben 
Jonson  by  the  Theatre  for  Aimishing  additions  to  Hieronimo.  Sec  last 
edition  of  Shakspeare  by  Eeed.  There  is  nothing  in  the  undoubted 
plays  of  Jonson  which  would  authorize  us  to  suppose  that  he  could 
have  supplied  the  scenes  in  question.  I  should  suspect  the  agency  of 
some  "  more  potent  spirit."  Webster  might  have  furnished  them.  They 
are  foil  of  that  wild  solemn  preternatural  cast  of  grief  which  bewilders  us 
in  the  Duchess  of  Malfy.] 


OEOKQE  PEELE. 


Beihsabe,  m-th  her  maid,  hidiing.     She  lingi:  and  David  lUt  aiove, 
cieaiiag  her. 

The  song. 
Hot  Bun,  cool  fire,  temper'd  with  sweet  air, 
Black  shade,  fair  nurae,  shadow  my  white  hair : 
Shine  sun,  burn  fire,  breathe  air  and  enae  me ; 
Black  shade,  fair  nurse,  shroud  me  and  please  me  ; 
Shadow,  my  sweet  nurse,  keep  me  from  burning, 
Make  not  my  glad  cause,  cause  of  mourning. 
Let  not  my  beauty's  fire 
Infiame  unstaid  desire. 
Nor  pierce  any  bright  eye 
That  waadereth  lightly. 

Bethtabe.  Come,  gentle  Zephyr,  trick' d  with  those  perfumes 
That  eret  in  Bden  sweeten'd  Adam's  Iotc, 
And  stroke  my  bosom  with  the  silken  fan : 
This  shade  (sun-proof)  is  yet  no  proof  for  thee, 
Thy  body  smoother  than  this  wayeless  spring, 
And  purer  than  the  substance  of  the  same, 
Can  creep  through  that  his  lances'  cannot  pierce. 
Thou  and  thy  sister  soft  and  sacred  Air, 
Goddess  of  life,  and  goyemess  of  health, 
Keep  every  fotmtain  fresh  and  arbour  sweet ; 
No  brazen  gate  her  passage  can  repube, 
Nor  bushy  thicket  bar  thy  subtle  breath. 
Then  deck  thee  with  thy  loose  delightsome  robes. 
And  on  thy  wings  bring  delicate  perfumes, 
To  play  the  wantons  with  us  through  the  leaves. 

David.   wTiat  tunes,  what  words,  what  looks,  what  wonders 
pierce 
My  soul,  incensed  with  a  sudden  fire ! 
Wnat  tree,  what  shade,  what  spring,  what  paradise, 
Enioys  the  beauty  of  so  fair  a  dame ! 
Fair  Eva,  pkced  in  perfect  happiness. 
Lending  her  praise-notes  to  the  liberal  heavens. 
Struck  with  the  accents  of  Archangels'  tunes, 
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Wrought  not  more  pleasure  to  her  husband's  thoughts, 

Than  this  fair  woman's  words  and  notes  to  mine. 

May  that  sweet  plain  that  bears  her  pleasant  weight, 

Be  still  enamel'd  with  discolour'd  flowers ; 

That  precious  fount  bear  sand  of  purest  gold ; 

And  for  the  pebble,  let  the  silver  streams 

That  pierce  earth'^  bowels  to  maintain  the  source. 

Play  upon  rubies,  sapphires,  chrysolites  ; 

The  brim  let  be  embraced  with  golden  curls 

Of  moss  that  sleeps  with  sound  the  waters  make 

For  joy  to  feed  the  fount  with  their  recourse  ; 

Let  all  the  grass  that  beautifies  her  bower 

Bear  manna  every  mom  instead  of  dew ; 

Or  let  the  dew  be  sweeter  far  than  that 

That  hangs  like  chains  of  pearl  on  Hermon  lull, 

Or  balm  which  trickled  from  old  Aaron's  beard. 

Unter  Cusat. 

See,  Cusay,  see  the  flower  of  Israel, 
The  fairest  daughter  that  obeys  the  king 
In  all  the  land  the  Lord  subdued  to  me. 
Pau*er  than  Isaac's  lover  at  the  weU, 
Brighter  than  iuside  bark  of  new-hewn  cedar. 
Sweeter  than  flames  of  fine  perfumed  myrrh  ; 
And  comelier  than  the  silver  clouds  that  dance 
On  Zephyr's  wings  before  the  Bang  of  Heaven. 

Ousay.  Is  it  not  Bethsabe  the  Hethite's  wife 
Urias,  now  at  Eabath  siege  with  Joab  ? 

David,  Go  now  and  bring  her  quickly  to  the  King ; 
TeU  her,  her  graces  have  found  grace  with  hmi. 

Citsay.  I  will,  my  Lord.  [Exit, 

Damd,  Bright  Bethsabe  shall  wash  in  David's  bower 
In  water  mix'd  with  purest  ahnond  flower. 
And  bathe  her  beauty  in  the  milk  of  kids ; 
Bright  Bethsabe  gives  earth  to  my  desires. 
Verdure  to  earth,  and  to  that  verdure  flowers, 
To  flowers  sweet  odours,  and  to  odours  wings. 
That  carries  pleasures  to  the  hearts  of  kings. 
****** 
Now  comes  my  lover  tripping  like  the  roe, 
And  brings  my  longings  tangled  in  her  hmr. 


To  'joy  her  love  I  '11  build  a  kingly  bower, 
Seated  in  hearing  of  a  hundred  HtreamB, 
That,  for  their  homage  to  her  sovereign  joys, 
Shall,  as  the  aerpeats  fold  into  their  nesta, 
In  ohhquo  turnings  wind  the  nimble  wavee 
About  the  circles  of  her  curious  waits, 
And  with  their  murmur  summon  easeful  Bkeji 
To  lay  his  golden  sceptre  on  her  brows. 

[Thero  is  more  of  the  some  stufT,  but  I  suppo^  \he  reader  has  «  tor 
Hit  ;  especially  aa  this  Canticle  of  David  haa  nevsr  heeo  anspected  ti 
flontain  any  pioos  aoDse  couched  nndemeatli  il,  whatever  hia  boh'b  may 
—The  kingly  bower,  "  Bcoted  id  hearing  of  a  liimdred  fltreams,"  ia  tin 
best  of  it]. 


TAe  Qaeen  Mather  qf  5poin  lotei  an  inaolBol  Moor'. 

Qdeek. — Eleazab,  the  Moor, 

Queen.  Chime  out  your  aofteat  strains  of  harmony. 
And  on  delicious  Music's  silken  wings 
Send  ravishing  delight  to  my  love's  ears ; 
That  he  may  be  enamour'd  of  your  tunes, 

Eleax.  Away,  away. 

Queen.  No,  no,  says  ay ;  and  twice  away,  aaya  stay. 
Come,  come,  I  '11  have  a  kiss ;  but  if  you  'D  atrive. 
For  one  denial  you  shall  forfeit  five. 

F.leax.  Be  gone,  be  gone. 

Queen.  "What  means  my  love  ? 

Burst  all  those  wires  ;  bum  all  those  instruments ; 
For  they  displease  my  Moor.     Art  thou  now  pk-asct 
Or  wert  thou  now  diaturb'd  ?     I  '11  wage  a\i  Spain 
To  one  sweet  kiss,  this  is  some  new  device 
To  mate  me  fond  and  long.     0,  you  meu 
Have  tricks  to  make  poor  women  die  for  you, 

Eloax.  What,  die  for  me  F    away. 

Queen.  Ava.y,  what  way  ?  I  prithee,  speak  n 
''^  Y  doat  thou  frown  ?     at  wbom  ? 

TituB  AudronicuB. 
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Uleaz,  At  thee. 
Queen,  At  me  ? 

O,  why  at  me  ?    for  each  contracted  frown, 

A  crooked  wrinkle  interlines  my  brow : 

Spend  but  one  hour  in  frowns,  and  I  shall  look 

Like  to  a  beldam  of  one  hundred  years. 

I  prithee,  speak  to  me,  and  chide  me  not. 

I  prithee,  chide,  if  I  have  done  amiss ; 

But  let  my  punishment  be  this,  and  this. 

I  prithee,  smile  on  me,  if  but  a  while ; 

Then  frown  on  me,  I  'U  die :  I  prithee,  smile. 

Smile  on  me ;  and  these  two  wanton  boys, 

These  pretty  lads  that  do  attend  on  me. 

Shall  adl  thee  Jove,  shall  wait  upon  thy  cup 

And  fill  thee  nectar :  their  enticmg  eyes 

Shall  serve  as  crystal,  wherein  thou  mayst  see 

To  dress  thyself;  if  thou  wilt  smile  on  me. 

Snule  on  me  ;  and  with  coronets  of  pearl 

And  bells  of  gold,  circling  their  pretly  arms. 

In  a  round  ivory  fount  these  two  shall  swim. 

And  dive  to  make  thee  sport : 

Bestow  one  smile,  one  little  little  smile, 

And  in  a  net  of  twisted  sOk  and  gold 

In  my  all-naked  arms  thyself  shalt  lie. 

[Kit  Marlowe,  as  old  Isaac  Walton  assures  us,  made  that  gmooth 
§ong  which  begins  "  Gome  live  with  me  and  be  my  love."  The  same 
romantic  invitetions  "  in  foUj  ripe,  in  reason  rott^,"  are  given  by  the 
queen  in  the  play,  and  the  lover  in  the  ditty.  He  talks  of  '*  beds  of 
roses,  buckles  of  gold :" 

Thy  silver  dishes  for  thy  meat, 
As  precious  as  the  gods  do  eaty 
Shall  on  an  ivory  table  be 
Prepared  each  day  for  thee  and  me. 

The  lines  in  the  eiLtract  have  a  luscious  smoothness  in  them,  and  they 
were  the  most  temperate  which  I  could  pick  out  of  this  Play.  The  rest 
is  in  King  Cambyses'  vein ;  rape,  and  murder,  and  superlatives ;  **  huffing 
braggart  pu^"  lines*  such  as  the  play-writers  anterior  to  Shakspeare  are 
fuH  o^  and  Pistol  "  but  coldly  imitates." — Blood  is  made  as  light  of  in 
Bome  of  these  old  dramas  as  monetf  in  a  modem  sentimental  comedy  { 


•  Take  a  specimen  from  a  speech  of  the  Moor's  : — 
Now  Tragedy,  thou  nunion  of  the  night, 
Bhamnusia's  pue-fellow,  to  thee  I  '11  sing 
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and  at  tha  is  given  awaj  till  it  reminds  iia  tliat  it  ia  notlung 

BO  thai  ia  spilt  till  it  a^Bta  lu  no  more  than  its  representatiTc,  the 
of  the  propertj-nuui  in  the  theatre. 


When  thou  in  crimson  jollitj  shalt  bathe 
Thr  limba,  as  blank  as  mine,  in  springs  of  blood 
Still  gushiiig  from  the  conduit  hwH  of  Spiun. 
To  thee  thaC  never  blushest,  though  thj  cbe^ 
Are  fidl  of  blood,  O  Sunt  BevsEige,  t«  thee 
I  conBeurata  mj  murdara,  all  my  stabs. 
My  bloody  labonrB,  torturos,  stratagems, 
The  volairie  of  all  wounds  that  wound  from  me ; 
Mine  ia  the  Stage,  tluno  is  the  Tragedy. 


TAMEURLAIKE  TEE  GREAT ;  OR  THE  SCYTHIAH  SHEP- 
UERD.  IN  TWO  PARIS.  BY  CHRISTOPHER  MARLOWB. 
I'ART  THE  FIRST. 

Tainhirlmne's  pn-ron  d^teriicd. 
Of  stature  tall,  and  atraiglitly  fashioned ; 
Like  hJ8  desire,  lift'  upwHrds,  and  divine. 
So  large  of  limbs,  his  joiats  ao  strongly  knit, 
Such  breadth  of  ahouldera,  aa  might  mainly  hear 
Old  Atlaa'  bnrthen.     Twist  Mb  manly  pitch 
A  pearl  more  worth  than  all  the  world  is  placed ; 
Wherein,  by  curioua  aoverainty  of  art, 
Are  fix'd  hia  piercing  instnimenta  of  sight  j 
"Whose  fiery  circles  bear  encompaased 
A  heaven  of  heavenly  bodies  in  their  spheres : 
That  guides  his  steps  and  actions  to  the  throne 
Where  Honour  sits  invested  royally. 
Pale  of  complexion,  wrought  in  him  with  passion 
Thirsting  with  soverainty  and  love  of  arms. 
"Hia  lofty  brows  in  folds  do  figure  death  ; 
And  in  their  smoothness  amity  and  life. 
About  them  hangs  a  knot  of  amber  hair, 
Wrapped  in  curls,  as  fierce  Achilles'  was ; 
On  which  the  breath  of  heaven  delights  to  play, 
'  Lifted. 
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Making  it  dance  with  wanton  majesty. 
His  armes  long,  his  fingers  snowy-white, 
Betokening  vaSour  and  excess  of  strength ; 
In  every  part  proportioned  like  the  man 
Should  make  the  world  subdue  to  Tamburlaine. 

His  custom  in  war. 

The  first  day  when  he  pitcheth  down  his  tents, 

White  is  their  hue ;  and  on  his  silver  crest 

A  snowy  feather  spangled  white  he  bears ; 

To  signify  the  mildness  of  his  mind, 

That,  satiate  with  spoil,  refiiseth  blood : 

But  when  Aurora  mounts  the  second  time, 

As  red  as  scarlet  is  his  furniture ; 

Then  must  his  kiadled  wrath  be  quench' d  with  blood, 

Not  sparing  any  that  can  manage  arms : 

But  if  these  threats  move  not  submission. 

Black  are  his  colours,  black  pavilion. 

His  spear,  his  shield,  his  horse,  his  armour,  plumes, 

And  jetty  feathers,  menace  death  and  hell ; 

Without  respect  of  sex,  degree  or  age. 

He  raseth  all  his  foes  with  fire  and  sword. 

[I  had  the  sanie  difficulty  (or  rather  much  more)  in  culhng  a  few  sane 
lines  from  this  as  from  the  preceding  Play.  The  lunes  of  Tamburlaine 
are  perfect  ^'  midsummer  madness."  Nebuchadnezzar's  are  mere  modest 
pretensions  compared  vrith  the  thundering  vaunts  of  this  Scythian  Shep- 
herd. He  comes  in  (in  the  second  part)  drawn  by  conquered  kings,  and 
reproaches  these  pamper' (2  jades  of  Asia  that  they  can  dra/w  but  twenty 
miles  a  day,  TiU  I  saw  this  passage  with  my  own  ^cs,  I  never  beUeved 
that  it  was  anything  more  than  a  pleasant  burlesque  of  Mine  Andcmt's. 
But  I  assure  my  readers  that  it  is  soberly  set  down  in  a  Play  which  their 
ancestors  took  to  be  serious.  I  have  subjoined  the  genuine  speech  for 
their  amus^nont.  JEnter  Tamburlaine^  drawn  in  his  charioi  by  Trebizon 
and  Soria^  with  bits  in  their  mouths,  reins  in  his  left  hand^  in  his  right 
hand  a  whip,  with  which  he  scouryeth  them. 

Tamb.  Holla  ye  pamper'd  jades  of  Asia : 

What  can  ye  draw  but  twenty  miles  a  day, 
And  have  so  proud  a  chariot  at  your  heels, 
And  snch  a  coachman  as  great  Tamburlaine  ? 
But  from  Asphaltis,  where  I  conquer'd  you, 
To  Byron  here,  where  thus  I  honour  you  ? 
The  horse  that  guide  the  golden  eye  of  heaven, 
And  blow  the  morning  from  their  nostrils, 
Makhig  their  fiery  gate  above  the  clouds, 
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As  jon,  je  alayee,  in  ini^tj  Tamburliuno. 
The  headatrang  jedes  of  Thrace  Alcidee  tunf 
That  King  Egeuu  fed  xith  human  fli 


And  nmdu  so  nantan  that  thcj  knew  their  etrengthi. 

Were  not  Bubduod  with  yalour  more  dirine. 

Than  jDu  bj  this  unconquer'd  arm  of  mine. 

To  ciAe  Tou  Earee  and  6t  my  appetite, 

You  shall  be  fed  vifh  Boah  as  raw  as  btood, 

And  drini  in  paiJB  the  strongest  muspadel : 

If  jon  eon  live  with  it,  then  live  and  draw 

My  chariot  snifler  than  the  racking  etouds  : 

If  not,  then  die  liko  besate,  and  St  for  naught 

But  perches  for  the  blaoi  and  fatal  ravens. 

Thus  am  I  right  tJie  acoiirge  of  highest  Jove.    4c.] 


Oaveilon  ihovta  wiai  pleatarei  Sune  are  Khich  the  kiiig  chie/ly  delight*  in 
Gav.  I  must  have  wanton  poeta,  pleasant  wits, 
MuflicianB,  that  with  touchii^  of  a  string 
May  draw  the  pliant  king  which  way  I  pleaae. 
Music  and  poetry  are  his  delight ; 
Therefore  I 'E  have  Italian  mneka  hy  njght, 
Sweet  speeches,  comedicB,  and  pleasing  bSiowb; 
And  in  the  day,  when  he  shall  walk  ahroad, 
Like  sylvan  nyrapha  my  pages  shall  he  clad ; 
My  men,  like  sa^a  grazmg  on  the  lawns. 
Shall  with  their  goat-feet  dance  the  antic  hay. 
Sometimes  a  lovely  boy  in  Dian's  shape, 
"With  hair  that  gilda  the  water  as  it  glides, 
Crowneta  of  pearl  ahout  liis  naked  arms, 
And  in  his  sportful  hands  an  oliye  tree 
To  hide  those  parts  which  men  delight  to  see. 
Shall  bathe  him  in  a  spring,  and  there  hard  by, 
One  like  Action,  peepmg  through  the  grove. 
Shall  by  the  aogry  goddess  he  transforra'd, 
And  running  in  the  likeness  of  a  hart, 
By  yelping  hounds  pull'd  down,  shall  seem  to  die ; 
Such  tilings  as  these  beat  please  his  majeety. 
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The  yownger  Mortimer  repines  at  the  insolence  of  Gaveston, 

Mart,  sen.  Nephew,  I  must  to  Scotland,  thou  stay'st  here. 
Leave  now  to  oppose  thyself  against  the  king 
Thou  seest  by  nature  he  is  nuld  and  calm, 
And  seeing  ms  miud  so  doats  on  Graveston, 
Let  him  without  controhnent  have  his  wiU. 
The  mightiest  kings  have  had  their  minions : 
Great  Alexander  loved  Hephestion ; 
The  conquering  Hercules  for  his  Hylas  wept, 
And  for  Patroclus  stem  Achilles  droop'd. 
And  not  kings  only,  but  the  wisest  men ; 
The  Eoman  Tully  loved  Octavius ; 
Grave  Socrates  wild  Alcibiades. 
Then  let  his  grace,  whose  youth  is  flexible, 
And  promiseth  as  much  as  we  can  wish. 
Freely  enjoy  that  vain  light-headed  earl. 
For  nper  years  will  wean  him  from  such  toys. 

Mart,  jim,  U  ncle,  his  wanton  hiunour  grieves  not  me ; 
But  this  I  scorn,  that  one  so  basely  bom, 
Should  by  his  sovereign's  favour  grow  so  pert. 
And  riot  with  the  treasure  of  the  realm. 
While  soldiers  mutiny  for  want  of  pay. 
He  wears  a  lord's  revenue  on  his  back, 
And  Midas-like,  he  jets  it  in  the  court. 
With  base  outlandish  cullions  at  his  heels. 
Whose  proud  fantastic  liveries  make  such  show. 
As  if  that  Proteus,  god  of  shapes,  appear' d. 
I  have  not  seen  a  dapper  jack  so  brisk; 
He  wears  a  short  Italian  hooded  cloak. 
Larded  with  pearl,  and  in  his  Tuscan  cap 
A  jewel  of  more  value  than  the  crown. 
Wmle  others  walk  below,  the  king  and  he. 
From  out  of  window,  laugh  at  such  as  we. 
And  flout  our  train,  and  jest  at  our  attire. 
Uncle,  'tis  this  that  makes  me  impatient. 

Hie  barons  reproach  the  king  with  the  caltmUties  which  the  realm  endures 
from  the  ascendenct/  of  his  wicked  favourite,  Gaveston, 

Ktsq  Edwaed,  Lancastee,  Wabwick,  the  Moetimers, 

and  other  Lords. 

Mort.jtm,  Nay,  stay,  my  lord,  I  come  to  bring  you  news. 
Mine  uncle  is  taken  prisoner  by  the  Scots. 
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Edw.  Then  raoaom  Mm. 

Lan.  'Twiia  ia  your  wars  ;  you  should  ransom  him. 
Mart.  Jim.  And  you  shaU.  ransom  him,  or  else— 
A'cjii.  What,  Mortimer,  you  will  not  threaten  him  F 
£ilw.  Quiet  yotxrself,  you  shall  have  the  broad  seal, 

To  gather  for  him  throughout  the  reolm. 
Lan.  Tour  niinioii  Graveaton  hath  taught  you  this, 
Mort.jwt.  My  Jord,  the  family  of  the  Mortimers 

Are  rot  ao  poor,  but  TToiud  they  eell  their  land, 

Could  leyy  men  enough  to  anger  you. 

We  never  bey,  but  use  such  prayers  aa  these. 
Edto.  Shall  I  still  be  haunted  thus  ? 
Mort.Jvn.  Nay,  now  you.  are  here  alone,  I '11  speak  my  mind. 
ion.  And  ao  will  I,  and  then,  my  lord,  farewell. 
Mart.  The  idle  triumphs,  masks,  lascivious  showa. 

And  prodigal  gifts  beatow'cl  on  Gaveaton, 

Have  drawn  thy  treasure  dry,  and  made  thee  weak ; 

The  murmuring  commons,  overetretched,  break. 
Lan.  Look  for  rebellion,  look  to  be  depoaed; 

Thy  garrisons  are  beaten  out  of  France, 

And  Tame  and  poor  lie  groaning  at  the  gates. 

The  wild  Oneyle,  with  awarma  of  Irish  kerns, 

Live  uncontrol'd  within  the  English  pale. 

Unto  the  waUs  of  Tfork  the  Scots  make  road. 

And  unresisted  draw  away  rich  spoils. 
Mort.Jun.  The  haughty  Dane  commands  the  narrow  seas 

while  in  the  harbour  ride  thy  ships  imrigg'd. 
Lan.  What  foreign  prince  aends  thee  ambassadora  ? 
Mori:  Who  loves  thee  but  a  sort  of  flatterers  ? 
Lan.  Thy  gentle  queen,  sole  sister  to  Valoia, 

Compiaina,  that  tliou  host  left  her  aJl  forlorn. 
Mori    Thy  court  is  naked,  being  bereft  of  those 

That  make  a  king  seem  glorious  to  the  world : 

I  mean  the  peers,  whom  thou  shoiddst  dearly  love. 

Libels  are  caat  against  thee  in  the  atreet : 

Ballads  and  rhymes  made  of  thy  overthrow. 
Lan.  The  Northern  brothers,  seeing  their  houses  burnt. 

Their  wivea  and  children  slain,  run  up  and  down 

Cursing  the  name  of  thee  and  Gaveston. 
Mo]-l.  When  wert  thou  in  tho  field  with  banner  spread? 

But  once:  and  then  thy  soldiera  march'd  like  playeiB,. 

With  gariah  robes,  not  armour ;  and  thyself 
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Bedaub' d  with  gold,  rode  laughing  at  the  rest, 

Nodding  and  shaking  of  thy  spangled  crest, 

Where  women's  favours  hung  like  labels  down. 
Xan.  And  thereof  came  it,  that  the  fleering  Scots, 

To  England's  high  disgrace,  have  made  this  jig : — 

Maids  of  England,  sore  may  you  moom, 

For  your  lemmons  you  have  lost  at  Bewnock^s  horn, 

With  a  heave  and  a  ho. 

What  weened  the  king  ofEnghmd, 

So  soon  to  have  woon  Scotland, 

With  a  rombelow  ? 
Mbrt.  Wigmore*  shall  fly  to  set  my  uncle  free. 
JLan,  And  when  'tis  gone,  our  swords  shall  purchase  more. 

If  ye  be  moved,  revenge  it  as  you  can ; 

Look  next  to  see  us  with  our  ensigns  spread. 

[Exeunt  nobles. 

The  king  being  deposed,  surrenders  his  crovm  into  the  hands  of  the  bishop 
of  fVvnchester  and  the  earl  of  Leicester  at  Killifigworth  Castle. 

Leic.  Be  patient,  good  my  lord,  cease  to  lament, 
Imagme  Killingworth  castle  were  your  court, 
And  that  you  lay  for  pleasure  here  a  space. 
Not  of  compulsion  or  necessity. 

Ediv.  Leicesster,  if  gentle  words  might  comfort  me, 
Thy  speeches  long  ago  had  eased  my  sorrows ; 
For  kmd  and  loving  hast  thou  always  been. 
The  griefs  of  private  men  are  soon  aUay'd, 
But  not  of  kings.     The  forest  deer  being  struck, 
Euns  to  a  herb  that  closeth  up  the  wounds ; 
But  when  the  imperial  lion's  flesh  is  gored, 
He  rends  and  tears  it  with  his  wrathfrd  paw, 
And  highly  scorning  that  the  lowly  earth 
Should  drmk  his  blood,  mounts  up  to  the  air. 
And  so  it  fares  with  me,  whose  dauntless  mind 
The  ambitious  Mortimer  would  seek  to  curb, 
And  that  imnatural  queen,  false  Isabel, 
That  thus  hath  pent  and  mew'd  me  in  a  prison : 
Por  such  outrageous  passions  claw  my  soul. 
As  with  the  wings  of  rancour  and  disdain 
Full  offc  am  I  soaring  up  to  high  heaven, 

*■  A  principal  manor  belonging  to  the  Mortimen. 
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To  'plain  me  to  tke  gods  against  them  both. 
But  wben  1  call  to  mind  I  am  a  king, 
Methinks  1  should  revenge  me  of  the  wronge. 
That  Mortimer  and  Isahd  have  done. 
But  what  are  kings,  when  regiment  is  gone. 
But  perfect  shadowB  in  a  sunshine  dav  P 
My  nohlefl  rule,  I  bear  the  name  of  king ; 
I  wear  the  crown,  hut  am  control'd  by  them, 
By  Mortimer,  and  my  unconstant  queen, 
Who  spots  my  nuptial  bed  with  infamy ; 
Whilst  I  am  lodged  within  this  cave  of  care, 
Where  sorrow  at  my  elbow  still  attends, 
To  company  my  heaxt  with  sad  laments, 
Ihat  bleeda  within  me  for  this  strange  exchange. 
But  tell  me,  must  I  now  resign  my  crown. 
To  make  usurping  Mortimer  a  king  p 

Bisli.  Tour  grace  mistakes ;  it  is  for  England's  good, 
And  princely  Edward's  right,  we  crave  the  crown, 

£dtB.  No,  'tis  for  Mortimer,  not  Edward's  head; 
For  he 's  a  lamb,  encompassed  by  wolves, 
Which  in  a  moment  will  abridge  his  life. 
But  if  proud  Mortimer  do  wear  this  crown. 
Heavens  turn  it  to  a  blaze  of  quenchless  Are, 
Or  lite  the  snakv  wreath  of  Tiaiphon, 
Engirt  the  temples  of  his  hateful  head ; 
So  shall  not  Bnglaud'a  vines  be  perished. 
But  Edward's  name  survive,  though  Edward  dies. 

Lcic.  My  lord,  why  waste  you  thus  the  time  away  ? 
They  stay  your  answer :  will  you  yield  your  crown 

Edui.  Ah,  Leicester,  weigh  bow  hardly  1  can  brook 
To  lose  my  crown  and  kingdom  without  cause ; 
To  give  ambitious  Mortimer  my  right. 
That  like  a  mountain  overwhelma  my  bliss. 
In  which  extreme  my  mind  here  murder'd  is. 
But  what  the  Heavens  appoint,  I  must  obey. 
Here,  take  my  crown ;  the  life  of  Edward  too ; 
Two  kings  in  England  camiot  rei^  at  once — 
But  stay  awhile,  let  me  be  king  till  night. 
That  I  may  gaze  upon  this  glittering  crown; 
So  shall  my  eyes  receive  their  last  content, 
My  head  the  latest  honour  due  to  it, 


EDWJLBD  THE  SECOND.  23 

And  iointly  both  yield  up  their  wished  right. 

Continue  ever,  thou  celestial  sun ; 

Let  never  silent  night  possess  this  cHme ; 

Stand  still,  you  watches  of  the  element ; 

All  times  and  seasons,  rest  you  at  a  stay, 

That  Edward  may  be  stiU  fair  England's  king. 

But  day's  bright  beam  doth  vanish  fast  away, 

And  needs  I  must  resign  my  wished  crown. 

Tuhuman  creatures !  nursed  with  tigers'  milk ! 

"Why  gape  you  for  your  sovereign's  overthrow  ? 

My  diadem  I  mean,  and  guiltless  life. 

See,  monsters,  see,  I  '11  wear  my  crown  again. 

"What,  fear  you  not  the  fury  of  your  king  ? 

But,  hapless  Edward,  thou  art  fondly  led ; 

They  pass  not  for  thy  frowns  as  late  they  did. 

But  seek  to  make  a  new-elected  king ; 

Which  fills  my  mind  with  strange  despairing  thoughts. 

Which  thougnts  are  martyred  with  endless  torments, 

And  in  this  torment  comfort  find  I  none. 

But  that  I  feel  the  crown  upon  my  head ; 

And  therefore  let  me  wear  it  yet  awhile. 
Mess.  My  lord,  the  parliament  must  have  present  news, 

And  therefore  say,  will  you  resign  or  no  ? 
Sdw.  I  '11  not  resign !  but  whilst  I  live,  be  king. 

Traitors  be  gone,  and  join  with  Mortimer. 

Elect,  conspire,  install,  do  what  you  will ; 

Their  blood  and  yours  shall  seal  these  treacheries ! 
Bish.  This  answer  we  '11  return,  and  so  farewell. 
Leic.  Call  them  again,  my  lord,  and  speak  them  fair ; 

Eor  if  they  go,  the  prince  shall  lose  his  right. 
JSduo.  Call  thou  them  back ;  I  have  no  power  to  speak 
Leic,  My  lord,  the  king  is  willing  to  resign. 
Sish.  If  he  be  not,  let  him  choose. 
£Jdw.  O,  would  I  might !  but  heaven  and  earth  conspire 

To  make  me  miserable !  here,  receive  my  crown ; 

Beceive  it  ?  no,  these  innocent  hands  oi  mine 

Shall  not  be  guilty  of  so  foul  a  crime. 

He  of  you  aU  that  most  desires  my  blood. 

And  will  be  call'd  the  murderer  of  a  kiug, 

Take  it.    What,  are  you  moved  ?  pity  you  me  ? 
Then  send  for  unrelenting  Mortimer, 


24  CnKIBTOPHER  MAELOWE. 

And  Isabel,  whose  eyea,  being  turn'd  to  steel. 
Will  sooner  sparile  fire  than  shed  ft  tear, 
Tet  stay,  for  rather  than  I  will  look  on  them, 
Here,  here :  now  aweet  God  of  heaven. 
Make  me  deapiae  thia  transitoiy  pomp, 
Aod  Bit  for  ever  enthronized  in  heaven ! 
Come  death,  and  with  tby  fingers  close  my  eyes, 
Or  if  I  live,  let  me  forget  myaelf. 

Serkleg  Cattle.     The  king  it  left  alone  tnith  lAghtbom, 

Edw.  Who  's  there  ?  what  light  ia  that  P  wherefore  con 
thou  ? 

Light.  To  comfort  you,  and  bring  you  joyful  newa. 

Edw.  Small  comfort  finda  poor  Edward  m  thy  looks. 
ViUaia,  I  know  thou  comeat  to  murder  me. 

Light.  To  murder  you,  my  moat  graeioua  lord  f 
Far  is  it  from  ray  heart  to  do  you  harm. 
The  queen  sent  me  to  aee  how  you  were  used. 
For  she  relents  at  thia  your  miaeir : 
And  what  eyea  can  reirain  from  shedding  teara, 
To  see  a  king  in  thia  most  piteoua  atate  P 

Edw.  Weep'at  thou  already  P  list  awhile  to  me. 
And  then  thy  heart,  were  it  an  Gumey'a'  is, 
Or  as  Matrevis",  hewn  from  the  Caucasus, 
Tet  will  it  melt,  ere  I  have  done  mj  tale. 
This  dungeon  where  they  keep  me  is  a  sink 
Wherein  the  filth  of  all  the  castle  fiiUa. 

lAglit.  O  villaiuB ! 

Edw.  And  there,  in  mire  and  puddle  have  I  stood 

This  ten  daya'  apace ;  and  leat  that  I  should  sleep. 

One  plays  continually  upon  a  drum. 

They  give  me  bread  and  water,  beinig  a  king ; 

So  that,  for  want  of  sleep  and  sustenance. 

My  mind  'a  diatemper'd,  and  my  body  's  numb'd, 

And  whether  I  have  limba  or  no,  I  know  not. 

O,  would  my  blood  drop  out  from  every  vein, 

Aa  doth  this  water  from  my  tatter'd  robea ! 

TcD  Isabel  the  queen,  I  bok'd  not  thua, 

Wlien  for  her  s^e  I  ran  at  tilt  in  France, 

And  there  unhorsed  the  duke  of  Cleremont. 

'  His  k«n)erB.  _ 
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Light  O,  speak  no  more,  my  lord !  this  breaks  my  heart. 

Lie  on  this  bed,  and  rest  yourself  awhile. 
JEdw,  These  looks  of  thine  can  harbour  naught  but  death : 

I  see  my  tragedy  written  in  thy  brows. 

Yet  stay  awhile,  forbear  thy  bloody  hand, 

And  let  me  see  the  stroke  before  it  comes, 

That  even  then  when  I  shall  lose  my  life. 

My  mind  may  be  more  steadfast  on  my  Gk)d. 
lAght.  What  means  your  highness  to  mistrust  me  thus  ? 
Edw,  What  mean'st  thou  to  dissemble  with  me  thus  ? 
Light,  These  hands  were  never  stain' d  with  innocent  blood, 

Nor  shall  they  now  be  tainted  with  a  king's. 
Edw.  Forgive  my  thought,  for  having  such  a  thought. 

One  jewel  have  I  left,  receive  thou  this. 

Still  fear  I,  and  I  know  not  what 's  the  cause. 

But  every  joint  shakes  as  I  give  it  thee. 

O,  if  thou  harbour' st  murder  in  thy  heart, 

Let  this  gift  change  thy  mind,  and  save  thy  soul. 

Know  that  I  am  a  king :  O,  at  that  name 

I  feel  a  heU.  of  grief.    Where  is  my  crown  ? 

Grone,  gone,  and  do  I  still  remain  alive  ? 
Light.  Tou  're  overwatch'd,  my  lord ;  lie  down  and  rest. 
Edw.  But  that  grief  keeps  me  waking,  I  should  sleep ; 

For  not  these  ten  days  have  these  eyelids  closed. 

Now  as  I  speak  they  fall,  and  yet  with  fear 

Open  again.     O,  wherefore  sitt'st  thou  here  ? 
Light.  If  you  mistrust  me,  I  'U  be  gone,  my  lord. 
Edw.  No,  no,  for  if  thou  mean'st  to  murder  me, 

Thou  wilt  return  again ;  and  therefore  stay. 
Light.  He  sleeps. 

Edw.  O,  let  me  not  die ;  yet  stay,  O,  stay  awhile. 
Light.  How  now,  my  lord  ? 
Edw.  Something  still  buizeth  in  mine  ears, 

And  teUs  me  if  I  sleep  I  never  wake ; 

This  fear  is  that  which  makes  me  tremble  thus. 

And  therefore  tell  me,  wherefore  art  thou  come  ? 
Light.  To  rid  thee  of  thy  life ;  Matrevis,  come. 
Edw.  I  am  too  weak  and  feeble  to  resist : 

Assist  me,  sweet  Ghod,  and  receive  my  soul. 

[This  tragedy  is  in  a  very  different  style  fi^om  "npighty  Tamburlaine.*' 
The  reluctant  pangs  of  abdicating  royalty  in  Ediii&d  furnished  hinti 
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which  SfaakepFare  Sdarce  improved  in  hie  BicbsTd  the  Seoond ;  and  tlMi 
di^ath-PceoQ  of  Ttfartowe'e  kiiig  mofes  pilj  and  tt'iTor  b^jond  a 
ancient  Or  modem  with  whioh  1  am  luquBintnl.] 


Sarebat  the  rich  Jao  m  Mt  coantiag-JumaB,  with  heapi  of  gold  b^fbn 
Mm  1  i»  eonleti^latunt  of  Ms  teeallh. 

Bar.  So  that  of  ttraa  much  that  return  was  made  ; 
Aud  of  the  third  part  of  the  Persian  ships 
Therfi  was  a-Tenture  Bunun'd  and  eatisfied. 
As  for  those  Samnites,  aud  the  men  of  Uzb, 
That  hought  my  Spamsh  oik  and  winea  of  Gireece, 
Hers  have  I  purat  their  paltry  ailverhings. 
Ke,  what  a  trouble  'tis  to  count  this  trash ! 
"Well  fare  the  Arabians,  who  so  richly  pay 
The  thii^  they  traffic  for  with  wedge  of  gold, 
Whereof  a  man  may  easUy  in  a  day 
Tell  that,  which  may  maintain  him  all  his  life. 
The  needy  groom,  that  never  finger'd  groat, 
"Would  make  a  miracle  of  thus  much  coin; 
But  he  whose  Bteel-harr'd  coffers  are  crainm'd  full. 
And  all  his  life-time  hath  been  tired, 
"Wearying  his  fingers'  ends  with  telling  it, 
"Would  in  hia  age  he  loth  to  labour  so, 
Aud  for  a  pouud  to  sweat  himself  to  death. 
Give  me  the  merchants  of  the  ludian  mines, 
That  trade  in  metal  of  the  purest  mould ; 
The  wealthy  Moor,  that  in  the  eastern  rocka 
"Without  control  can  pick  his  "riches  up. 
And  in  his  house  heap  pearl  lite  pebble-Btones ; 
Beceive  them  free  and  sell  them  by  the  weight, 
Bags  of  fiery  opals,  sapphires,  amethysts. 
Jacinths,  hard  topaz,  grass-green  emeralds. 
Beauteous  rubies,  aparkltng  diamonds. 
And  seld-seen  costly  stones  of  so  great  price, 
As  one  of  them,  indifferentlj-  rated, 
And  of  a  caract  of  this  quality. 
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May  serve  in  peril  of  calamity 

To  ransom  great  kings  from  captivity. 

This  is  the  ware  wherein  consists  my  wealth : 

And  thus  methinks  should  men  of  judgment  frame 

Their  means  of  traffic  from  the  vulgar  trade, 

And,  as  their  wealth  increaseth,  so  enclose 

Infinite  riches  in  a  little  room. 

But  now  how  stands  the  wind  ? 

Into  what  comer  peers  my  Halcyon's  biU  ? 

Ha !  to  the  east  ?  yes :  see,  how  stand  the  vanes  ? 

East  and  by  south :  why  then,  I  hope  my  ships, 

I  sent  for  Egypt  and  the  bordering  isles. 

Are  gotten  up  by  Nilus'  winding  banks. 

Mine  argosies  from  Alexandria, 

Laden  with  spice  and  silks,  now  under  sail. 

Are  smoothly  gliding  down  by  Candy  shore 

To  Malta,  turough  our  Mediterranean  sea. 

Oertcm  merchawts  enter  and  infbrm  Barahaa^  that  his  ah^sfrom  various 
ports  are  safe  arrived^  and  riding  in  Malta  roads.  He  descants  on 
the  temporal  Qondition  of  the  JetoSy  how  they  thrive  and  attain  to  great 
toorldJj  prosperity y  in  spite  of  the  cwrse  denounced  against  them. 

Thus  trolls  our  fortune  in  by  land  and  sea, 
And  thus  are  we  on  every  side  enrich' d. 
These  are  the  blessings  promised  to  the  Jews, 
And  herein  was  old  Abram's  happiness. 
What  more  may  Heaven  do  for  earthly  man. 
Than  thus  to  pour  out  plenty  in  their  laps, 
Ripping  the  bowels  of  the  earth  for  them, 
Making  the  sea  their  servants,  and  the  winds 
To  drive  their  substance  with  successful  blasts  P 
Who  hateth  me  but  for  my  happiness  ? 
Or  who  is  honour' d  now  but  for  his  wealth  ? 
Eather  had  I,  a  Jew,  be  hated  thus. 
Than  pitied  in  a  Christian  poverty : 
For  I  can  see  no  fruits  in  all  their  faith. 
But  malice,  falsehood,  and  excessive  pride^ 
Which  methinks  fits  not  their  profession. 
Haply  some  hapless  man  hath  conscience, 
And  for  his  conscience  lives  in  beggary. 
They  say  we  are  a  scatter' d  nation : 
I  cannot  teU ;  but  we  have  scambled  up 
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More  wealth  by  far  than  those  that  brag  of  feith. 
There  'a  Kitriah  Juirim,  the  great  Jew  of  Greece, 
Obed  in  BairBeth,  Nones  in  Portugal, 
Myself  in  iWta,  some  in  Italy, 
Many  in  Trance,  and  wealthy  every  one: 
Ay,  wealthier  far  than  any  Christian. 
I  must  confess,  we  come  not  to  be  kings ; 
That  'a  not  our  iault ;  alaa,  our  number  '3  few ; 
And  crowns  come  either  by  succesaion, 
Or  urged  by  force ;  and  nothing  violent. 
Oft  have  I  heard  tell,  can  be  permanent. 
Give  u8  a  peaceful  rule ;  make  Chriatiane  king^, 
That  thirst  so  much  for  principahty. 
[Marlowe's  Jow  does  not  spproiicb  bo  near  to  Shakspenre's,  as  his 
Edward  11.  does  to  Bichard  II.      Shjloclc  m  the  midat  of  Ms  BaTsgo 

EurpOBC  is  a  man.  His  motisca,  foelrngs,  reBcntmentB,  hsTB  eomelhing 
uraon  in  theni.  "  If  jou  wrong  us,  ahall  we  not  rereDge  P"  Earaba» 
ia  a  mere  monster  brought  in  willi  a  large  painted  nose  to  please  t 
nibble.  He  feilla  in  aport,  poisons  whole  nunneries,  invents  iniemal  m 
chines.  He  is  just  aueh  an  eitibition  na  a  centray  or  two  earlier  niigiit 
have  been  pkjed  beforu  the  LondancTii,  by  iAe  Soyid  Caiiimand,  ■when  « 
general  pilloge  ond  roossacHi  of  the  Hobrowa  hnd  hcen  preyioualj  reaolTed 
on  in  the  eabinet.  It  is  eurioua  to  see  a  superstition  wearing  ouL  Tha 
idea  of  a.  Jew  (which  our  pious  ancestora  contemplated  with  eucli  horror) 
has  nothing  in  it  now  revolting.  We  have  tamol  tie  olaws  of  the  beast, 
and  pared  its  nails,  and  now  we  take  it  to  our  arma,  fondle  it,  write  play* 
to  tiatter  it :  it  is  visited  \ij  prineen,  alTeots  a  taato,  patronizes  tlie  nrta, 
Hnd  ifl  the  only  liberal  and  gentlemanlike  tiling  in  CluTstendom.] 


Soie  Faustntfell  to  the  liiidg  qfmasie. 

-  born  of  parents  base  of  stock 


In  Germany,  within  a  town  eall'd  Ehodea : 

At  riper  years  to  Wirtemberg  lie  went, 

"Whereaa  his  kinsmen  chiefly  brought  him  up. 

So  much  he  profits  in  divinity. 

That  shortly  he  was  graced  with  Doctor's  name, 

Eicelling  all,  and  sweetly  can  dispute 

In  the  heavenly  matters  of  theology : 
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Till  swoln  with  cunning  and  a  self-conceit, 
His  waxen  wings  did  mount  above  his  rea<;h, 
And  melting,  heavens  conspired  his  overthrow : 
For  falling  to  a  devilish  exercise, 
Aud  glutted  now  with  Learning's  goldem  gifts, 
He  surfeits  on  the  cursed  necromancy. 
Nothing  80  sweet  as  magic  is  to  him. 
Which  he  prefers  before  his  chiefest  bliss. 

Tcmsbua  in  his  study  runs  through  the  circle  of  the  sciences;  and  heinp 
satisfied  loith  none  of  them,  determines  to  addict  himself  to  magic* 

Faust,  Settle  thy  studies,  Paustus,  and  begin 

To  sound  the  depth  of  that  thou  wilt  profess ; 

Having  commenced,  be  a  divine  in  show, 

Yet  level  at  the  end  of  eveiy  art. 

And  live  and  die  in  Aristotle's  works. 

Sweet  Analytics,  'tis  thou  hast  ravish' d  me. 

Sene  disserere  est  finis  Logices, 

Is,  to  dispute  well.  Logic's  chiefest  end  ? 

Affords  tids  art  no  greater  miracle  ? 

Then  read  no  more ;  thou  hast  attain' d  that  end. 

A  greater  subject  fitteth  Eaustus'  wit. 

Bid  (Economy  farewell :  and  Galen  come. 

Be  a  physician,  Paustus,  heap  up  gold, 

And  be  eternized  for  some  wondrous  cure. 

^umrnvm  honvm  medicinm  sanitas : 

The  end  of  physic  is  our  bodies'  health. 

"Why,  Faustus ;  hast  thou  not  attain' d  that  endP 

Are  not  thy  bills  hung  up  as  monuments, 

Whereby  whole  cities  have  escaped  the  plague. 

And  divers  desperate  maladies  been  cured  ? 

Yet  art  thou  still  but  Faustus,  and  a  man. 

Couldst  thou  make  men  but  live  eternally, 

Or  being  dead  raise  men  to  life  again. 

Then  this  profession  were  to  be  esteem'd. 

Physic  farewell.     Where  is  Justinian  ? 

Si  una  eademque  res  legatv/r  duohus, 

Alter  rem,  alter  valorem  rei,  Sfc 

A  petty  case  of  paltry  legacies. 

Mxhereditarijilivm  non  potest  pater,  nisiy  ^e. 

Such  is  the  subject  of  the  Listitute, 
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And  universal  body  of  the  Law.  I 

This  study  fits  a  mercenary  drudge, 

"Wlo  aims  at  nothing  but  eitemuJ  trash, 

Too  servile  and  illiberal  for  me. 

When  all  is  done,  Divinity  ia  best. 

Jerome's  bible,  Faustua ;  view  it  well. 

SHpendimn  peceaii  more  est :  hal  Stipendium,  S[c. 

The  reward  of  sin  is  death :  that 's  mmL 

SipeeEOise  nega<ams,falUmur,  et  nulla  est  in  nvhU  veritaa. 

If  we  say  that  we  have  no  sin,  we  deceive  ourselves,  and 

there  is  no  truth  in  ua. 
Why  then  belike  we  must  sin,  and  so  consequently  die. 
Ay,  we  must  die  an  everlaating  death. 
What  doctrine  call  you  tbia  P    Glie,  sera,  tera : 
What  will  be  sball  bo.     Divinity  adieu. 
These  Metaphysics  of  Magicians, 
And  necromantic  books,  are  heavenly. 
Luaes,  Circles,  Letters,  Characters : 
Ay,  these  are  those  that  FaustuB  most  desires. 

0  what  a  world  of  profit  and  delight, 
Of  power,  of  honour,  and  omnipotence, 
Is  promised  to  the  studious  artisan! 

All  things  that  move  between  the  quiet  poles 
Shall  be  at  my  command.    Emperors  and  kings 
Are  but  obeyed  in  their  several  provinces ; 
But  his  dominion  that  eiceeda  in  this, 
Stretcheth  as  fmr  aa  doth  the  mind  of  pin" : 
A  sound  Magician  is  a  Demigod. 
Here  tire  my  brains  to  gain  a  deity. 

How  am  I  glutted  with  conceit  of  this ! 
Shall  I  make  Spirits  fetch  me  what  I  please  ? 
Resolve  me  of  all  ambiguities  ? 
Perform  what  desperate  enterprises  I  wiU  ? 

1  '11  have  them  fly  to  India  for  gold, 
Bansack  the  ocean  for  orient  pearl. 

And  search  all  comers  of  the  new-found  world 
For  pleasant  fruits  and  princely  delieates, 
I  '11  have  them  read  me  strange  philosophy ; 
And  tell  the  secrets  of  all  foreign  kings ; 
I  '11  have  them  wall  all  Germany  with  braas. 
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And  with  swifb  Ehine  circle  all  Wirtemberg : 
I  '11  have  them  fill  the  public  schools  with  skill. 
Wherewith  the  students  shaU.  be  bravely  clad : 
I  'U  levy  soldiers  with  the  coin  they  bring, 
And  chase  the  Prince  of  Parina  from  our  land ; 
And  reign  sole  king  of  all  the  provinces : 
Tea,  stranger  engines  for  the  brunt  of  war, 
Than  was  the  fiery  keel  at  Antwerp  bridge, 
I  'U  make  my  servile  Spirits  to  invent. 
Come,  German  Valdes,  and  Cornelius, 
And  make  me  wise  with  your  sage  conference. 

Unter  Valdes  and  Cobkelitis. 

Mmst.  Valdes,  sweet  Valdes,  and  Cornelius, 

Know  that  your  words  have  won  me  at  the  last 
To  practise  Magic  and  concealed  Arts. 
Philosophy  is  odious  and  obscure : 
Both  Law  and  Physic  are  for  petty  wits : 
'Tis  Magic,  Magic,  that  hath  ravish' d  me. 
Then,  gentle  friends,  aid  me  in  this  attempt ; 
And  I,  that  have  with  subtile  syllogisms 
Gravell'd  the  pastors  of  the  German  church, 
And  made  the  flowering  pride  of  Wirtemberg 
Swarm  to  mj  problems,  as  the  infernal  Spirits 
On  sweet  Musaeus  when  he  came  to  heU, 
Will  be  as  cunning  as  Agrippa  was. 
Whose  shadow  made  all  Europe  honour  him. 

Vald,  Faustus,  these  books,  thy  wit,  and  our  experience, 
Shall  make  all  nations  canonize  us. 
As  Indian  Moors  obey  their  Spanish  lords. 
So  shall  the  .Spirits  of  every  element 
Be  always  serviceable  to  us  three : 
Like  Lions  shall  they  guard  us  when  we  please ; 
Like  Almain  Butters  with  their  horsemen's  staves. 
Or  Lapland  giants  trotting  by  our  sides : 
Sometimes  like  woihen,  or  unwedded  maids. 
Shadowing  more  beauty  in  their  airy  brows 
Than  have  the  white  breasts  of  the  Queen  of  Love. 

Com,  The  miracles  that  magic  will  perform, 
WlQ  make  thee  vow  to  study  nothing  else. 
He  that  is  grounded  in  astrology, 
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Enrieh'd  with  tongueB,  well  Been  in  minerals, 
Hath  all  the  principles  magic  doth  requiie. 

Faust.  Come  show  me  aome  demonstrations  magical. 
That  I  may  conjure  in  some  hushy  grove. 
And  haye  these  joys  in  fuU  possession. 

Void.  Then  haste  thee  to  some  soHtary  grove. 
And  bear  wise  Bacon's  and  Albanus'  works, 
The  Hebrew  Psalter,  and  New  Testament ; 
And  whatsoeyer  else  is  requisite 
We  will  inform  thee,  ere  our  conference  ceaae. 

IFauilitt  beiiig  inttrvcted  in  the  elements  of  magie  Ig  his  fiiende  VaJdtd 
and  Comelivs,  sells  his  soul  to  the  def^l,  to  hace  a»  Evil  Spirit  at  Xt 
cvimaaad  for  tvietdy-Jovr  yewrs. —  When  the  years  are  eajpired^  £bf^ 
devilt  cZottn  M»  imu. 

FArsTTiB,  the  nigM  ofhig  death.     Waokeb,  Tiis  servant. 
Famt.  Say,  Wagner,  thou  hast  perused  my  will, 

How  doat  thou  Hke  it  ? 
Wag.  Sir,  so  wondrous  well, 


Am  in  all  humble  duty  I  do  yield 

My  life  and  lasting  service  lor  your  love. 

Three  Scholars  enter. 


[.£^ 


Taiuf.  Gramercy,  Wagner. 

Welcome,  gentlemen 
First  Sch.  Now,  worthy  Faustua,  methinka  your  looks 

changed. 
Faust.  O,  gentlemen. 
Sec.  Sch.  What  ails  Faustns  ? 
Faust.  Ah,  my  eweet  chamber-fellow,  had  I  lived  with  theci 

then  had  I  lived  still,  but  now  must  die  eternally.   I<ool^ 

airs,  comes  he  not  ?  comes  he  not  ?  ^ 

First  Sch.  O  my  dear  Faustus,  what  imports  this  fearP 
Sec.  Sch.  la  all  our  pleasure  turu'd  to  melancholy? 
Tliird  Sch.  He  is  not  well  with  being  over-solitary. 
Sec.  Sch.  I£  it  be  bo,  we  will  have  physicians,  and  Faustu* 

shall  be  cured. 
I   Third  Sch.  'Tisbut  a  surfeit,  sir;  fear  nothing, 

Ihutt.  A  surfeit  of  a  deadly  sin  that  hath  damn'd  both  body 

and  soul. 
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See.  8ch.  Yet,  Faustus,  look  up  to  heaven,  and  remember, 
mercy  is  infinite. 

Ihust  But  Faustus'  offence  can  ne'er  be  pardonecL  The 
serpent  that  tempted  Eve  may  be  saved,  but  not  Paustus. 
O,  gentlemen,  hear  me  with  patience,  and  tremble  not 
at  my  speeches ;  though  my  heart  pant  and  quiver  to 
remember  that  I  have  been  a  student  here  these  thirty 
years.  O  would  I  had  ne'er  seen  "Wirtemberg,  never 
read  book !  and  what  wonders  I  have  done,  all  Q-ermany 
can  witness,  yea  all  the  world :  for  which,  Faustus  hath 
lost  both  Germany  and  the  world,  yea  heaven  itself, 
heaven  the  seat  of  Q-od,  the  throne  of  the  blessed,  the 
kingdom  of  joy,  and  must  remain  in  heU  for  ever.  Hell, 
O  heU,  for  ever.  Sweet  friends,  what  shall  become  of 
Faustus  being  in  hell  for  ever  ? 

Sec,  Sch.  Yet,  Faustus,  call  on  Q-od. 

Faust,  On  Q-od  whom  Faustus  hath  abjured  ?  on  God  whom 
Faustus  hath  blasphemed  ?  O  my  God,  I  would  weep, 
but  the  devil  draws  in  my  tears.  Gush  forth  blood  instead 
of  tears,  yea  life  and  soul.  O,  he  stays  my  tongue :  I 
would  lilb  up  my  hands,  but  see,  they  hold  'em,  they 
hold  'em. 

Scholars.  Who,  Faustus  P 

Fatist.  "Why,  LjiciferTtnd  Mephostophilis.  O,  gentlemen,  I 
4fi^m  my  soul  for  my  cunnmg. 
O  God  forbid. 
God  forbid  it  indeed,  but  Faustus  hath  done  it :  for 
the  vain  pleasure  of  four  and  twenty  years  hath  Faustus 
lost  eternal  joy  and  felicity.  I  writ  them  a  bill  with 
mine  own  blood,  the  date  is  expired :  this  is  the  time, 
and  he  will  fetch  me. 

First  Sch,  "Why  did  not  Faustus  tell  us  of  this  before,  that 
divLQes  might  have  prayed  for  thee  ? 

Fatist.  Oft  have  I  thought  to  have  done  so ;  but  the  devil 
threatened  to  tear  me  in  pieces  if  I  named  God ;  to  fetch 
me  body  and  soul  if  I  once  gave  ear  to  divinity :  and  now 
it  is  too  late.  Q^ntlemen,  away,  lest  you  perish  with 
me. 

Sec,  Sch,  O  what  may  we  do  to  save  Faustus  ? 

Faust.  Talk  not  of  me,  but  save  yourselves  and  depart. 

Thvrd  Sch,  God  will  strengthen  me ;  1  ^^1  stay  with  Faustus. 
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First  Seh.  Tempt  not  God,  sweet  friend,  but  let  ub  into  the 

neit  room  and  pray  for  biin. 
MwM.  Af,  pray  for  me,  pray  for  me ;  and  what  noise  soever 

you  hear,  come  not  unto  me,  for  nothing  can  rescue  me. 
See.  Sch.  Pray  thou,  and  we  will  pray,  that  God  may  have 

mercy  upon  thee. 
Fauet.  Gfentlemen,  farewell ;  if  I  live  till  morning,  I  '11  viait 

you ;  if  not,  FauatuB  is  gone  to  hell. 
Scholars.  FaustuB,  fiirewell. 

Fausttts  alone.     Tfte  clock  strikes  eleven. 
Faitit.  0  FaustuH, 

Now  haat  thou  but  one  bare  hour  to  live. 

And  then  thou  must  be  damn'd  perpetually. 

Stand  still,  you  ever-moving  spheres  of  heaven. 

That  time  may  cease  and  midnight  never  come. 

Fair  nature's  Eye,  rise,  rise  again,  and  make 

Perpetual  day  -.  or  let  this  hour  be  but 

A  jean,  B,  month,  a  week,  a  natural  day. 

That  Fauatua  may  repent  and  save  Ida  soul. 

O  lente  lente  eurrite  noctig  equi. 

The  stars  move  still,  time  runs,  the  clock  will  strike, 

The  devil  wiU  come,  and  Faustus  must  be  damn'd, 

0, 1  will  letK)  to  heaven :  who  pulls  me  down  p 

See  where  Christ's  blood  streams  in  the  firmament: 

One  drop  of  blood  will  save  me:  0,  my  Christ, 

Bend  not  my  heart  for  naming  of  my  Christ. 

Tet  will  I  call  on  him :  O  spare  me,  Lucifer. 

"Where  is  it  now  ?  'tia  gone ; 

And  see,  a  threatening  arm,  and  angry  brow. 

Mountains  and  hills,  come,  come,  and  fall  on  me, 

And  hide  me  from  the  heavy  wrath  of  heaven. 

No  ?  then  will  I  headlong  run  into  the  earth : 

Gape  earth.     0  no,  it  will  not  harbour  me. 

Ton  stars  that  rcign'd  at  my  nativity, 

"Whose  influence  have  allotted  death  Mid  heU, 

Now  draw  up  Fanatns  like  a  foggy  mist 

Into  the  entrails  of  you  labouring  cloud ; 

That  when  you  vomit  forth  into  the  air. 

My  limbs  may  issue  from  your  smoky  raoutha, 

But  let  my  soul  mount  and  ascend  to  heaven. 
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The  watch  strikes, 

O  half  the  hour  is  past :  'twill  all  be  past  anon. 

O  if  my  BOTil  must  sujQfer  for  my  sin, 

Impose  some  end  to  my  incessant  pain. 

Let  Eaustus  live  in  heU  a  thousand  years, 

A  hundred  thousand^  and  at  the  last  be  saved : 

No  end  is  limited  to  damned  souls. 

'Why'wert  thou  not  a  creature  wanting  soul  ? 

Or  why  is  this  immortal  that  thou  hast  ? 

O  Pythagoras'  Metempsychosis !  were  that  true, 

This  soul  should  fly  from  me,  and  I  be  changed 

Into  some  brutish  beast. 

All  beasts  are  happy,  for  when  they  die, 

Their  soids  are  soon  dissolved  in  elements : 

But  mine  must  live  still  to  be  plagued  in  hell. 

Curst  be  the  parents  that  engender' d  me : 

No,  Faustus,  curse  thyself,  curse  Lucifer, 

That  hath  deprived  thee  of  the  joys  of  heaven. 

The  clocJc  strikes  twehe. 

It  strikes,  it  strikes ;  now,  body,  turn  to  air, 
Or  Lucifer  will  bear  thee  quick  to  heU. 
O  soul,  be  changed  into  small  water  drops, 
And  fall  into  the  ocean ;  ne'er  be  found. 

Thtrnder,  and  enter  the  devils, 

0  mercy,  Heaven !  look  not  so  fierce  on  me. 
Adders  and  serpents,  let  me  breathe  awhile : 
Ugly  hell  gape  not ;  come  not,  Lucifer : 

1  'U  bum  my  books :  O,  Mepho8tophiLi& ! 

Enter  Scholars, 

First  Sch,  Come,  gentlemen,  let  us  go  visit  Faustus, 
For  such  a  dreadful  night  was  never  seen 
Since  first  the  world's  creation  did  begin ! 
Such  fearfiil  shrieks  and  cries  were  never  heard. 
Pray  heaven  the  Doctor  have  escaped  the  danger ! 

Sec,  Sch.  O  help  us  heavens,  see  here  are  Faustus'  limbs 
All  torn  asunder  by  the  hand  of  death. 

d2 
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Third  iSeS.  The  devil  whom  FnuBtus  served  hath  torn  hi] 

For  twiit  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one,  mettought, 
I  heard  him  shriek  and  call  aloud  for  help ; 
At  which  wane  time  the  house  seem'd  all  oq  fire 
With  dreadful  horror  of  these  damned  fiends. 

Sec.  Seh.  Well,  gentlemen,  though  Faustus'  end  be  such 
Am  every  cEristian  heart  laments  to  think  on ; 
Yet,  for  he  was  a  scholar  once  admired 
For  wondrous  knowledge  in  our  German  schools. 
We  'n  give  hia  mangled  limba  due  burial; 
And  all  the  HcbolarB,  clothed  in  mourning  black, 
Shall  wait  upon  his  heavy  funeral, 

Chorvt.  Cut  is  the  branch  that  might  have  grown  full  Btraight, 
And  bumed  la  Apollo's  laurel  bough 
That  sometime  grew  within  this  learned  man ; 
Faustua  is  gone.     Eegard  his  hellish  Ml, 
Whose  fiendful  fortune  may  exhort  the  wise 
Only  to  wonder  at  unlawful  things : 
Whose  deepness  doth  entice  such  forward  wits 
To  practise  more  than  heavenly  power  permits. 

[Tlie  growing  liDrrorB  of  FaiiBtas  are  awMly  marked  bj  the  hours  and 
half-hours  SB  they  eipire  and  bring  him  nearer  and  nearer  U>  the  cxs  ' 
mont  o!  his  dira  wmpact.     It  ie  indeed  on  ngon;  and  bloodj  awenC. 

Marlowe  ia  said  to  hovo  Ijocn  tuntod  with  atheiatical  poaitions,  to  havs 
denied  Qod  and  tie  Trinity.  To  euch  n  cenius  the  History  of  Fanatua 
must  hasp  heen  debctable  food:  to  wander  in  fields  wharo  curioait; 
forbidden  to  go,  to  approach  fho  dark  golf  near  oDough  to  look  in,  tt 
buaiwi  in  speoulatioiis  which  are  tho  rottenost  part  of  tbe  core  of  the  fruit 
that  full  &om  the  Tree  of  Euouledge.  Barabae  tbe  Jew,  and  Fauatiu 
the  Conjurer,  are  oStipringB  of  a  mind  whioh  at  least  delighted  to  dally  ■ 
frith  interdicted  auhjtcfs.  Thej  both  talk  a  language  which  a  believer 
would  have  been  tender  of  putting  into  tho  mouth  of  a  character  thoogh 
but  in  fiction.  But  the  holiest  minds  have  sometimes  not  thought  it 
blaineabla  to  oounlorfeit  impiety  in  tho  pLTson  of  another,  to  briiig  Vine 
in  upon  the  atage  epealdng  lier  own  dialect,  and,  theraBelves  being  aimed  ; 
with  an  unction  of  aelf-eunitdent  impunity,  have  not  scrupled  to  handle  i 
and  touch  that  iamiliarly,  whiph  would  bo  dcoth  to  oth^,  Milljm  in 
the  person  of  Satan  has  started  speculations  hardier  tlian  any  which  the  - 
feeble  armoury  of  the  atheist  ever  furnished ;  and  the  precise  atrait-laoe  ' 
RichardBon  baa  strengthened  Vice,  from  tho  mouth  of  Lovelace,  with  or 
tangling  sophistrifs  and  obBlniBB  pleas  against  her  adversary  Virtue,  which 
Se^cy,  V"il]ier»,  and  Eocheatpr,  wanted  depth  of  iibortiii"  '"  '    '  "" 

b«Te  mveatod.] 
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THE  HOa  HATH  LOST  HIS  PEARL  j  A  COMEDY,  BY 

ROBERT  TAILOR. 

Corroctw  appomts  his  friend  Albert  to  meet  Mm  hefore  the  break  of  day 

at  the  house  of  the  old  Lord  Wealthy y  whose  daughter  Maria  has  con- 

sewted  to  a  stolen  match  toith  Ca/rra^ms,    Albert,  arriving  before  his 

firiendy  is  mistaken  by  Ma/riafor  Carractts,  and  takes  adDOwtaye  of  the 

night  to  wrong  his  friend. 

Enter  Albeet,  solus. 

Alb,  This  is  the  green,  and  this  the  chamber-window ; 
And  see,  the  appointed  light  stands  in  the  casement. 
The  ladder  of  ropes  set  orderly, 
Yet  he  that  shonld  ascend,  slow  in  his  haste, 
Is  not  as  yet  come  hither. 
Were  it  any  firiend  that  lives  but  Carracus, 
I  'd  try  the  bliss  which  this  fine  time  presents. 
Appoint  to  carry  hence  so  rare  an  heir, 
And  be  so  slack !  'sfoot,  it  doth  move  my  patience. 
"Would  any  man  that  is  not  void  of  sense 
Not  have  watch' d  night  by  night  for  such  a  prize  ? 
Her  beauty 's  so  attractive,  that  by  Heaven 
My  heart  half  grants  to  do  my  friend  a  wrong. 
Porego  these  thoughts,  Albert,  be  not  a  slave 
To  thy  affection ;  do  not  falsify 
Thy  faith  to  him  whose  only  friendship 's  worth 
A  world  of  women.    He  is  such  a  one, 
Thou  canst  not  live  without  his  good, 
He  is  and  was  ever  as  thine  own  heart's  blood. 

[Maria  beckons  kimfrom  the  mndow, 
'Sfoot,  see,  she  beckons  me  for  Carracus. 
Shall  my  base  purity  cause  me  neglect 
This  present  happiness  ?  I  wiU  obtain  it, 
Spite  of  my  timorous  conscience.    I  am  in  person, 
Habit  and  all,  so  like  to  Carracus, 
It  may  be  acted  and  ne'er  call'd  in  question. 

JUSmt,  (calls)  Hist !  Carracus,  ascend : 

All  is  as  clear  as  in  our  hearts  we  wish'd. 

[Albert  ascends,  and  being  on  the  top  of  the  ladder,  puts  out  the  candle, 
Mar,  O  love,  why  do  you  so  ? 
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Alb.  I  heard  the  steps  of  sonio  coming  this  way. 

Did  you  not  hear  Albert  paas  by  as  yet  ? 
iJf.Tr,  Not  any  creature  pass  this  way  this  hour. 
Alb.  Then  he  intends  just  at  the  break  of  day 
To  lend  his  truaty  help  to  our  departure. 
Mar.  Come  then,  dear  Carracua,  thou  now  ehalt  rest 
Upon  that  bed  where  fancy  oft  hath  thought  thee; 
^  "Which  kindness  until  now  I  ne'er  did  graiit  thee, 
Nop  would  I  now  but  that  tby  loyal  iaith 
%  have  BO  often  tried ;  even  now, 

g  thee  come  to  that  moat  honour'd  end, 
3ugh  ail  the  dangers  which  black  night  presents, 
QPor  to  convey  me  hence  and  marry  me.       [2%ey  go  i 

Ent^  Cabkacus,  to  his  appointme^it. 
T  pleasing  are  the  steps  we  lovers  make, 
When  in  the  paths  of  our  content  we  pace. 
To  meet  our  longings  !  what  happiness  it  ia 
For  man  to  love !  but,  O,  what  greater  blias" 
To  love  and  be  beloved !    0  wbat  one  virtue 
E'er  reien'd  in  me,  that  I  should  be  enrich'd 
With  all  earth's  good  at  once  ?   I  have  a  friend. 
Selected  by  the  heavens  as  a  gift 
To  make  me  happy  whilst  I  hve  on  earth ; 
A  man  so  rare  ot  goodness,  finn  of  faith, 
That  earth's  content  must  vanish  in  his  death. 
,  Then  for  my  love  and  mistress  of  my  soul, 
aid  of  rich  endowments,  beautified 
h  all  the  Yirtues  nature  could  bestow 
n  mortality,  who  this  happy  night 
I  make  me  gainer  of  her  neayenly  self, 
see,  how  suddenly  I  have  attain'd 
o  the  abode  of  my  desired  wishes  1 
his  is  the  green ;  how  dark  the  night  appears ! 
I  cannot  hear  the  tread  of  my  true  friend. 
Albert !  hist,  Albert !— he 's  not  come  as  yet, 
Nor  is  the  appointed  light  set  in  the  window. 
What  if  I  call  Maria  P  it  may  be 
'  e  fear'd  to  set  a  light,  and  only  hearkeneth 
'o  hear  my  steps ;  and  yet  I  dare  not  call, 
jest  I  betray  myself,  and  that  my  voice, 
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Thinking  to  enter  in  the  ears  of  her, 

Be  of  some  other  heard :  no,  I  will  stay 

Until  the  coming  of  my  dear  friend  Albert. 

But  now  think,  Carracus,  what  the  end  will  be 

Of  this  thou  dost  determine :  thou  art  come 

Hither  to  rob  a  father  of  that  wealth 

That  solely  lengthens  his  now  drooping  years, 

His  virtuous  daughter,  and  all  (of  Hiat  sex)  left 

To  make  him  happy  in  his  aged  days. 

The  loss  of  her  may  cause  him  to  despair, 

Transport  his  near-decaying  sense  to  frenzy, 

Or  to  some  such  abhorred  inconveniency 

"Whereto  frail  age  is  subject.    I  do  too  iU  in  this, 

And  must  not  think  but  that  a  father's  plaint 

Will  move  the  heavens  to  pour  forth  misery 

Upon  the  head  of  disobediency. 

Yet  reason  teUs  us,  parents  are  o'erseen, 

When  with  too  strict  a  rein  they  do  hold  in 

Their  child's  affections,  and  control  that  love 

Which  the  high  powers  divine  inspire  them  with ; 

When  in  their  shallowest  judgments  they  may  know. 

Affection  cross'd  brings  misery  and  woe. 

But  whilst  I  run  contemplating  on  this, 

I  softly  pace  to  my  desired  bliss. 

I  'U  go  into  the  next  field,  where  my  friend 

Told  me  the  horses  were  in  readiness.  [Ua:it, 

Alsebt  descending  from  Mabia. 

Mar.  But  do  not  stay.    What  if  you  find  not  Albert  ? 
Alb,  I  'U  then  return  alone  to  fetch  you  hence. 
Mm',  If  you  should  now  deceive  me,  having  gain'd 

What  you  men  seek  for — 
Alb.  Sooner  I  '11  deceive 

Mv  soul — ^and  so  I  fear  I  have.  [aside. 

Mar.  At  your  first  caU.  I  wiU  descend. 
Alb.  Tin  when,  this  touch  of  lips  be  the  true  pledge 

Of  Carracus'  constant  true  devoted  love. 
Mar.  Be  sure  you  stay  not  long ;  farewell. 

I  cannot  lend  an  ear  to  hear  you  part.    [Maria  goes  in. 
Alb,  But  you  did  lend  a  hand  unto  my  entrance. 

[He  descends 
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Alb.  (lolui)  How  have  I  wrong'd  iny  friend,  my  iaithfiil 

Hobb'd  him  of  what  'h  more  precioua  than  hia  blood, 

Hia  earthly  heaven,  the  unapotted  honour 

Of  hia  8oul-joying  miBtresa!  the  fruition  of  whose  bed 

I  yet  am  warm  of;  whilst  dear  Oarra<iU8 

Wanders  this  cold  night  through  the  unahelteruig  field 

Seeking  me  trtachepous  man,  yet  no  man  neither. 

Though  in  an  outward  show  of  euch  appearance. 

But  am  a  devil  indeed,  for  ao  thia  deed 

Of  wronged  love  and  fiiendahip  rightly  makea  me. 

I  may  compare  my  friend  to  one  that  a  sick. 

Who,  lying  on  hia  death-bed,  caUs  to  him 

Hia  deareat-thought  friend,  and  bids  him  go 

To  some  rare-gifted  man  that  can  restore 

Hia  former  health ;  this  hia  friend  aadly  hears. 

And  vows  with  protestations  to  fulfil 

Hia  wiah'd  deairea  with  hia  beat  performance ; 

But  then  no  aooner  seeing  that  the  death 

Of  hia  aiek  friend  would  add  to  him  some  gain. 

Goes  not  to  seek  a  remedy  to  save. 

Bat  like  a  wretch  hides  hun  to  dig  hia  grave ; 

As  I  have  done  for  virtuous  Carracna. 

Tet,  Albert,  be  not  reaaonlesa  to  endanger 

What  thou  mayst  jet  secure.     Who  can  detect 

The  crime  of  thy  bcontious  appetite  ? 

I  hear  one's  pace ;  'tis  surely  Carracus. 

l^nler  CABEACua. 

Oar.  Not  find  my  friend !  aure  aome  malignant  planet 
Eules  o'er  this  night,  and  envying  the  content 
Which  I  in  thought  poaaeaa,  debars  me  thus 
From  what  ia  more  than  happy,  the  loved  presence 
Of  a  dear  friend  and  love. 

Alb.  'Tis  wronged  Carracus  by  Albert's  baseness : 
I  have  no  power  now  to  reveal  myself. 

Car.  The  horaea  stand  at  the  appointed  place, 

And  night's  dark  coverture  makes  firm  our  aafetj. 
My  friend  is  surely  fallen  into  a  alnmber 
On  aome  bank  hereabouta  j  I  will  call  him, 
IViend,  Albert,  Albert. 


1 
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Alb.  "Whate'er  you  are  that  call,  you  kuow  my  name. 

Car,  Ay,  and  thy  heart,  dear  friend.    {Maria  appears  above. 

Mar,  My  Carracus,  are  you  so  soon  retum'd  ? 
I  see,  you  '11  keep  your  promise. 

Car,  "Who  would  not  do  so,  having  pass'd  it  thee, 
Cannot  be  framed  of  aught  but  treachery. 
Fairest,  descend,  that  by  our  hence  departing 
We  may  make  firm  the  bliss  of  our  content. 

Mar,  Is  your  friend  Albert  with  you  ? 

Alb,  Tes,  and  your  servant,  honour' d  lady. 

Mar,  Hold  me  from  falling,  Carracus.  {She  descends. 

Gar,  Come,  fair  Maria,  the  troubles  of  this  night 
Are  as  fore-runners  to  ensuing  pleasures. 
And,  noble  friend,  although  now  Carracus 
Seems,  in  the  gaining  of  this  beauteous  prize, 
To  keep  from  you  so  much  of  his  loved  treasure, 
Which  ought  not  to  be  mixed ;  yet  his  heart 
Shall  so  far  strive  in  your  wish'd  happiness. 
That  if  the  loss  and  ruin  of  itself 
Can  but  avail  your  good — 

AJb.  0  friend,  no  more ;  come,  you  are  slow  in  haste. 
Friendship  ought  never  be  discuss' d  in  words, 
Till  all  her  deeds  be  finished.    Who,  looking  in  a  book, 
And  reads  but  some  part  of  it  only,  cannot  judge 
What  praise  the  whole  deserves,  because  his  knowledge 
Is  grounded  but  on  part — as  thine,  friend,  is. 
Ignorant  of  that  black  mischief  I  have  done  thee,  [aside. 

[Exeimt. 

Albert,  after  the  marriage  of  Carracus,  strucJc  with  remorse  for  the  in- 
jwry  he  ha>s  done  to  his  friend,  knocks  at  Carracus^s  door,  but  cannot 
summon  resolution  to  see  him,  or  to  do  more  than  inquire  after  his 
voelfa/re. 

Alb,  Conscience,  thou  horror  unto  wicked  men. 
When  wilt  thou  cease  thy  all-afficting  wrath. 
And  set  my  soul  free  from  the  labyrinth 
Of  thy  tormenting  terror  ?   0,  but  it  fits  not ! 
Should  I  desire  redress,  or  wish  for  comfort, 
That  have  committed  an  act  so  inhuman. 
Able  to  fill  Shame's  spacious  chronicle  ? 
Who  but  a  damn'd  one  could  have  done  like  me  P 


42  BOBEBT  TAJLOB. 

Sobb'd  my  dear  ftiend  in  a  short  moment'fl  time 

Of  his  love's  high-prized  gem  of  chastity  ; 

That  which  so  many  years  himself  hath  staid  for. 

How  often  hath  he,  as  he  lay  in  bed, 

Sweetly  discoursed  to  me  of  his  Maria ! 

And  with  what  pleasini;  passions  did  he  suffer 

Love's  gentle  war-siege  !  then  he  would  relate 

How  he  first  came  unto  her  fair  eyes'  view ; 

How  long  it  was  ere  she  could  brook  affection ; 

And  then  how  constant  she  did  still  abide, 

I  then  at  this  would  joy,  as  if  my  breast 

Had  sympathized  in  equal  hnppinesa 

With  my  true  friend.     But  now,  when  joy  should  be, 

Who  but  a  danm'd  one  would  have  done  like  me  ? 

He  hath  been  married  now  at  least  a  mouth ; 

In  all  which  time  I  have  not  once  beheld  him. 

This  is  his  house. 

I  '11  call  to  know  his  health,  but  ^"iU  not  see  him  : 

My  looks  would  then  betray  me,  for,  should  he  ask 

My  cause  of  seeming  sadness  or  the  like, 

1  could  not  hut  reveal,  and  so  pour  on 

Worse  unto  iU,  which  breeds  confusion.      \_Ife  knocks. 
A  Servant  opens. 
Alb.  Is  the  master  of  the  house  within  P 
Serv.  Yes,  marry,  is  he,  sii :  would  you  apeak  with  him  ? 
Alb.  My  huaiaess  is  not  bo  troublesome : 

Is  he  in  health  with  his  late  espoused  wife  ? 
Srrv.  Both  are  exceeding  well,  sir. 
Alb.  I  am  truly  glad  on 't :  farewell,  good  friend. 
Sere.  I  pray  you,  let  'a  crave  your  name,  sir ;  I  may  else  have 

Alb.  You  may  say,  one  Albert,  riding  by  this  way,  only  in- 
quired their  health. 

Serv.  I  will  acquaint  so  much,  [Hxit  sen. 

Alb.  How  like  a  poisonous  doctor  have  I  come 
To  inquire  their  welfare,  knowing  that  myself 
Have  given  the  potion  of  their  ne'er-recovery ; 
For  which  I  will  afflict  myself  with  torture  ever. 
And  since  the  earth  yields  not  a  remedy 
Able  to  salve  the  sores  my  lust  hath  made. 
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I  '11  now  take  farewell  of  society, 

And  the  abode  of  men,  to  entertain  a  life 

Fitting  my  fellowship  in  desert  woods, 

"Where  beasts  like  me  consort ;  there  may  I  Uve, 

Par  off  from  wronging  virtuous  Carracus. 

There  's  no  Maria,  that  shall  satisfy 

M-j  hateful  lust :  the  trees  shall  shelter 

This  wretched  trunk  of  mine,  upon  whose  barks 

I  will  engrave  the  story  of  my  sm. 

And  there  this  short  breath  of  mortality 

I  '11  finish  up  in  that  repentant  state. 

Where  not  the  allurements  of  earth's  vanities 

Can  e'er  o'ertake  me :  there 's  no  baits  for  lust, 

No  friend  to  ruin ;  I  shall  then  be  free 

From  practising  the  art  of  treachery. 

Thither  then,  steps,  where  such  content  abides, 

Where  penitency  not  disturb' d  may  grieve. 

Where  on  each  tree  and  springing  plant  I  'U  carve 

This  heavy  motto  of  my  misery, 

WTio  hut  a  dam/rCd  one  could  ha/oe  done  like  me  ? 


LINaUA;  A  COMEDY,  BY  ANTHONY  BREWER. 

Lcmguciges, 

The  ancient  Hebrew,  clad  with  mysteries ; 

The  learned  Greek,  rich  in  fit  epithets, 

Blest  in  the  lovely  marriage  of  pure  words ; 

The  Chaldee  wise,  the  Arabian  physical, 

The  Roman  eloquent,  and  Tuscan  grave, 

The  braving  Spanish,  and  the  smooSi-tongued  French- 

Tragedy  a/nd  Comedy, 

—  fellows  both,  both  twins,  but  so  unlike 

As  birth  to  death,  wedding  to  funeral : 

For  this  that  rears  himseli'  in  buskins  quaint, 

Is  pleasant  at  the  first,  proud  in  the  midst, 

Stately  in  all,  and  bitter  death  at  end. 

That  m  the  pumps  doth  frown  at  first  acquaintance, 
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Trouble  the  midat,  but  in  the  end  coocludea 

CloaiDg  up  all  with  a,  sweet  catastrophe. 

This  grave  and  sad,  distajn'd  with  brinish  tears; 

That  light  and  quick,  with  wrinkled  laughter  painted : 

This  dealfl  with  noblea,  kings,  and  emperors, 

!Full  of  great  fears,  great  hopes,  great  enterprises ; 

Thia  other  trades  with  men  of  mean  condition, 

His  projects  small,  small  hones,  and  dangers  Httle : 

This  gorgeous,  hroider'd  with  rich  sentences ; 

That  fair,  and  purfled  round  with  merriments. 

Both  vice  detect,  and  virtue  beautify. 

By  being  death's  mirror,  and  life's  looking-giaflB. 


E  TEAQEDY  OB  HERO.    AUTHOE  UNCEKTAES. 
Saenical  Fersonatitm. 


I  Be  Agamemnon,  than  himself  ii 
I  How  oft,  with  danger  of  the  field  beset, 
"  Or  with  home-mutinies,  would  he  im-be 
Himself;  or,  over  cruel  altars  weeping, 
Wish,  that  with  putting  off  a  vizard  he 
Might  his  true  inward  sorrow  lay  aside ! 
The  shows  of  things  ore  better  than  themselves. 
How  doth  it  stir  this  airy  part  of  us 
To  hear  our  poets  tell  imagined  fights 
And  the  strange  blows  that  feigned  courage  gives ! 
When  I  AehDles  hear  upon  the  stage 
Speak  honour  and  the  greatness  of  his  soul, 
Methinks  1  too  could  on  a  Phrygian  spear 
Eun  boldly,  and  make  tales  for  itfter  tunes : 
But  when  we  come  to  act  it  in  the  deed, 
Death  mars  this  bravery,  and  the  ugly  fears 
I  Of  the  other  world  sit  on  the  proudest  brow ; 
\  And  boasting  valour  loseth  his  red  cheek. 
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THE  MERRY  DEVIL  OF  EDMONTON. 
AUTHOR  UNCERTAIN^. 

MUlUeni  the  fair  daughter  of  Clare  was  hetrothedy  with  the  consent  of 
her  parents,  to  Maymond,  son  of  Mounchensey ;  hut  the  elder  Mown- 
chensey  hemg  since  fallen  in  Ms  fortwneSy  Clare  revokes  his  consent, 
and  plots  a  marriage  for  his  daughter  with  the  rich  heir  ofJemingham. 
Peter  Fabel,  a  good  magician,  who  had  been  tutor  to  young  Baymond 
Mounchensey  <d  college,  determines  by  the  aid  of  his  art  to  assist  his 
pupil  in  obtaining  fair  Millisent, 

Petee  Fabel,  solus, 

-Fo5.  Good  old  Mounchensey,  is  thy  hap  so  ill, 
That  for  thy  bounty,  and  thy  royal  parts, 
Thy  kind  alliance  should  be  held  in  scorn ; 
And  after  all  these  promises  by  Clare, 
Eefiise  to  give  his  daughter  to  thy  son. 
Only  because  thy  revenues  cannot  reach 
To  make  her  dowage  of  so  rich  a  jointure, 
As  can  the  heir  of  wealthy  Jemingham  ? 
And  therefore.is  the  false  fox  now  in  hand 
To  strike  a  match  betwixt  her  and  the  other. 
And  the  old  grey-beards  now  are  close  together. 
Plotting  in  the  garden.    Is  it  even  so  ? 
Eaymond  Mounchensey,  boy,  have  thou  and  I 
Thus  long  at  Cambridge  read  the  Hberal  arts. 
The  metaphysics,  magic,  and  those  parts 
Of  the  most  secret  deep  philosophy  ? 
Have  I  so  many  melancholy  nights 
Watch' d  on  the  top  of  Peter  House  highest  tower  ? 
And  come  we  back  unto  our  native  home, 
Por  want  of  skill  to  lose  the  wench  thou  lovest  P 
We  'U  first  hang  Envil'  in  such  rings  of  mist. 
As  never  rose  from  any  dampish  fen ; 
I  'U  make  the  brinish  sea  to  rise  at  Ware, 
And  drown  the  marshes  unto  Stratford  bridge ; 
I  '11  drive  the  deer  from  Waltham  in  their  walks 
And  scatter  them  like  sheep  in  every  field : 
We  may  perhaps  be  cross'd ;  but  if  we  be, 

1  It  has  been  ascribed  -without  much  proof  to  Shakspeai«,  and  to 
^lichael  Drayton.  >  "Rn^jilft. 
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He  ehflll  cross  tlie  devil  that  but  croaaea  me. 
But  here  cornea  Saymond  diaconsolate  and  sad; 
And  here  comes  the  gaUiuit  must  have  hia  wench. 

Enter  Baymond  Mockchekbet,  young  JEESnfflHiM,  aiu 
young  Cu.be. 

Jern.  I  jrithee,  Enjmond,  leaye  these  solemn  dumps ; 
Eevive  thy  spipita ;  thou  that  before  haat  been 
More  watchml  than  the  day-proeluimmg  cock, 
As  sportive  aa  a  kid,  as  traiik  and  merry 
Ab  mirth  heraelf. — 

If  aught  in  me  may  thy  content  procure, 
It  is  thy  own,  thou  majst  thyself  assure. 

Raym.  Ha!  Jemingham,  if  any  hut  thyself 

Had  spoke  that  word,  it  would  have  come  eh  cold 
As  the  bleak  northern  winds  upon  the  face  of  winter. 
From  thee,  they  have  some  power  on  ray  blood ; 
Yet  being  from  thee,  had  but  that  hollow  sound 
Come  from  the  lips  of  any  Hving  man. 
It  might  have  won  the  credit  of  mine  ear : 
Prom  thee  it  cannot. 

Jem.  If  I  understand  thee,  I  am  a  villain : 

What !  dost  thou  speak  in  parables  to  thy  friend  ? 

Fab.  {to  Jem.')  Tou  are  the  man,  air,  must  hare  Mill  i sent. 
The  match  is  making  in  the  garden  now ; 
Her  jointure  is  agreed  on,  and  the  old  men 
Tour  fathers  mean  to  launch  their  pursy  bags. 
But  in  mean  time  to  thruat  Mounchenaey  off. 
For  colour  of  this  new  intended  match. 
Fair  Milliaent  to  Cheaton'  must  be  sent, 
To  take  the  approbation  of  a  nun. 
Ne'er  look  upon  me,  lad;  the  match  is  done. 

Jern.  Raymond  Mounchensev,  now  I  touch  thy  grief 
With  the  true  feehng  of  a  zealous  friend. 
And  aa  for  thy  fair  beauteous  Millisent, 
With  my  vain  breath  I  will  not  seek  to  slubber 
Her  angel-like  perfections.     But  thou  know'at 
That  Esses  hath  the  saint  that  I  adore. 
Where'er  didst  meet  me,  that  we  two  were  Jovial, 
But  like  a  wag  thou  hast  not  laugh'd  at  me, 
'  Chesliunt. 
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And  with  regardless  jesting  mock'd  my  love  ? 
How  many  a  sad  and  weary  summer's  night 
My  sighs  have  drunk  the  dew  from  off  the  earth. 
And  I  have  taught  the  nightingale  to  wake, 
And  from  the  meadows  sprung  the  early  lark 
An  hour  before  she  should  have  list  to  sing ! 
I  have  loaded  the  poor  minutes  with  my  moans, 
That  I  have  made  the  heavy  slow-paced  hours 
To  hang  like  heavy  clogs  upon  the  day. 
But,  dear  Mounchensey,  had  not  my  affection 
Seized  on  the  beauty  of  another  dame, 
Before  I  'd  wrong  the  chase,  and  leave  the  love 
Of  one  so  worthy,  and  so  true  a  friend, 
I  will  abjure  both  beauty  and  her  sight, 
And  will  in  love  become  a  counterfeit. 

Sa^m.  Dear  Jemingham,  thou  hast  begot  my  life. 
And  from  the  mouth  of  hell,  where  now  I  sat, 
I  feel  my  spirit  rebound  against  the  stars ; 
Thou  hast  conquer'd  me,  dear  friend,  and  my  free  soiJ 
Nor  time  nor  death  can  by  their  power  conta'ol. 

Mib,  Erank  Jemingham,  thou  art  a  gallant  boy ; 
And  were  he  not  my  pupil,  I  would  say. 
He  were  as  fine  a  metal' d  gentleman. 
Of  as  free  a  spirit,  and  as  fine  a  temper. 
As  any  in  Enghmd;  and  he  is  a  man, 
That  very  richly  may  deserve  thy  love. 
But,  noble  Clare,  this  while  of  our  discourse, 
What  may  Mounchensey' s  honour  to  thyself 
Exact  upon  the  measure  of  thy  grace  ? 

Cfla,  Eaymond  Mounchensey,  I  would  have  thee  know. 
He  does  not  breathe  tins  air. 
Whose  love  I  cherish,  and  whose  soul  I  love, 
More  than  Mounchensey' s : 
Nor  ever  in  my  life  did  see  the  man. 
Whom  for  his  wit,  and  many  virtuous  parts, 
I  think  more  worthy  of  my  sister's  love. 
But  since  the  matter  grows  into  this  pass, 
I  must  not  seem  to  cross  my  father's  will ; 
But  when  thou  list  to  visit  her  by  night. 
My  horse  is  saddled,  and  the  stable  door 
Stands  ready  for  thee ;  use  them  at  thy  pleasure. 
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In  honost  marriage  wed  her  franilj',  boy. 
And  if  thou  get'et  her.  Ind,  Qoi  give  thee  joy. 

Eai/m.  Then  care  away  I  let  fate  my  fall  pretend, 
Back'd  with  the  lavoura  of  so  true  a  friend. 

Fah.  Let  us  alone  to  bnstle  for  the  Bet ; 

Por  age  and  craft  with  wit  and  art  hath  met. 
I  'il  make  my  Spirits  dance  such  nightly  jigs 
Along  the  way  'twiit  this  and  Totimn  Crose, 
The  camera'  jades  shall  cast  their  heavy  packs, 
And  the  Btrong  hedges  scarce  shall  keep  them  in. 
The  mUk-maida'  cuts  shall  tnm  the  wenches  off, 
And  lay  their  dossers  tumbling  in  the  dnat ; 
The  franlt  and  merry  London  prentices. 
That  come  for  cream  and  luaty  country  cheer, 
Bhall  lose  their  way,  and  scrambling  in  the  ditches 
AH  night,  shall  whoop  and  hoUow,  ciy,  and  call. 
And  none  to  other  find  the  way  at  all. 

Baym.  Pursue  the  project,  scholar ;  what  we  can  do 
To  help  endeavour,  join  our  lives  thereto'. 

The  Prioress  of  Cheston's  charge  to  fair  MHUient. 
Jesns'  daughter,  Mary's  child, 

Holy  matron,  woman  mild,  

!For  thee  a  mass  shall  still  bo  said, 
Every  sister  drop  a  bead ; 
And  those  again,  succeeding  them, 
Por  you  shall  sing  a  requiem. 

To  her  Father.  May  your  soul  be  blithe. 
That  so  truly  pay  your  tithe  ; 

>  This  BCeno  !iaB  mucli  of  Slmlisprara's  miumcr  in  the  etreetnesB  and  | 
goodiaturedneaa  of  it.  It  seema  written  to  make  the  reader  happy, 
of  our  dmnifltiataornoypliatBhayo  attended  enough  tothii.  Thojtoi 
and  wound  oi  abiuiduntlj.  They  are  economleta  onl;  in  delight.  Hot 
can  be  finer,  more  gimtlemaoMke,  and  doIiIe,  thsji  thD  conveniation 
compliments  of  theae  young  man.  How  delicious  ie  Baymond  Mi 
ohei^irf's  forgetting,  in  his  feara,  that  Jemingham  has  a  "  eamt  in  Eb» 
and  how  Bwnitly  ha  friend  reminds  him  I  — I  wish  it  could  be  u 
that  Michael  Drajton  was  the  author  of  this  piece :  it  wonld  add  a  worthy  • 
appendage  to  the  renown  of  that  Ponegyrist  of  ray  native  EMth ;  whttS 
hae  gone  over  her  soil  (in  his  Polyolbion)  with  the  fidehty  of  Bi  bernlcl,  W 
and  the  painfol  love  of  n  son  ;  who  has  not  left  a  rivulet  (eo  narrow  that.V 
it  may  be  stcpt  over)  without  honourable  mention  ;  and  has  animated  hilts  | 
Hsd  Btreama  ttith  lifij  and  puaioD  above  the  dreams  of  old  mythology. 
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He,  that  many  children  gave, 
'Tis  fit  that  he  one  child  should  have. 
Tv  MillUent.  Then,  fair  virgin,  hear  my  spell, 
Por  I  must  your  duty  tell. 
Jirst  a.mor4igs  taki  jour  book, 
The  glass  wherein  yourself  must  look ; 
Tour  young  thoughts  so  proud  and  jolly 
Must  DC  turn'd  to  motions  holy ; 
Por  your  busk,  attires,  and  toys, 
Have  your  thoughts  on  heavenly  joys : 
And  for  aU  your  follies  past, 
You  must  do  penance,  pray,  and  fast. 
You  shall  ring  the  sacrmg  bell, 
Keep  your  hours,  and  tell  your  knell, 
Eise  at  midnight  to  your  matins. 
Bead  your  psalter,  smg  your  Latins ; 
And  when  your  blood  shall  kindle  pleasure. 
Scourge  yourself  in  plenteous  measure. 
You  must  read  the  morning  mass. 
You  must  creep  unto  the  cross, 
Put  cold  ashes  on  your  head, 
Have  a  hair  cloth  for  your  bed. 
Bind  your  beads,  and  teU  your  needs, 
Your  holy  Aves  and  your  Creeds ; 
Holy  maid,  this  must  be  done. 
If  you  mean  to  live  a  Nun. 


GREEN'S  TU  QUOQUE :  OR,  THE  CITY  GALLANT. 
A  COMEDY,  BY  JOSEPH  COOKE. 

Men  more  mggwrdhf  of  their  love  than  women. 

Thrice  happy  days  they  were,  and  too  soon  gone, 
When  as  the  heart  was  coupled  with  the  tongue ; 
And  no  deceitful  flattery,  or  guile. 
Hung  on  the  lover's  tear-commixed  smile. 
Could  women  learn  but  that  imperiousness, 
By  which  men  use  to  stint  our  happiness 
(When  they  have  purchased  us  for  to  be  theirs 
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By  cGstomaiy  eigha  and  forced  tearg), 

Tb  give  118  bits  of  kindneas,  lest  we  fuint, 

But  no  abundance ;  that  we  oyer  want, 

And  still  are  begging :  which  too  well  they  know 

Dndears  aflection,  and  doth  make  it  grow. 

Had  we  those  aleightB,  how  happy  were  we  then 

That  we  might  glory  over  love-aick  men ! 

But  arts  we  know  not,  nor  have  any  skill 

To  feign  a  bout  look  to  a  pleasing  will ; 

Nor  couch  a  secret  love  in  ebow  of  bate : 

But,  if  we  like,  must  he  coiapuaHionate'. 

Aduereitg. 

How  ruthless  men  are  to  adveraity ! 
My  acquaintance  acaree  will  know  me ;  when  we  mi 
They  cannot  stay  to  talk,  they  must  be  gone ; 
And  ahake  me  by  the  hand  aa  if  I  burnt  them. 

That  which  gilded  over  his  imperfectiona, 
la  waeted  and  consumed,  even  like  ice, 
"Which  by  the  vehemence  of  heat  dissolves, 
And  ghdes  to  many  rivers ;  so  hia  wealth, 
That  felt  a  prodigal  himd,  hot  in  eipenae, 
Melted  within  his  gripe,  and  from  hia  codera 
Ban  like  a  violent  stream  to  other  men'a. 


THE  COMEDY  OF  OLD  FORTUNATtTS. 
BY  TSOMAa  DECKER. 


m  the  eioioe  q) 


FoETDIIfE.      EOETITNATUS. 

Fortune.  Before  thy  aoul  at  this  deep  lottery 
Draw  forth  her  prize,  ordaiu'd  by  destiny, 
Know  that  here 's  no  recanting  a  first  choice. 
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Choose  then  discreetly:  for  tlie  laws  of  fate, 
Being  graven  in  steel,  muet  stand  inviolate. 

Fortiinai.  Daughters  of  Jove  and  the  unhlemish'd  Night, 
Most  righteous  Prtmb,  guide  my  geniua  right : 
Wis  dom ,  Strength,  Health,  Beauty ,  Long  Lile,  and  Ei  ehe  a . 

Fortime.  Stay,  Fortunatua ;  once  more  hear  me  speak. 
If  thou  kisB  Wisdom's  cheek  and  make  her  tnine, 
She  'U  breathe  into  thy  hps  divinity, 
And  thou  (like  Phcebus)  shait  speak  oracle ; 
Thy  heavea-inapired  soul  on  Wisdom's  winga 
Shall  fly  up  to  the  Parliament  of  Jove, 
And  read  the  Statutes  of  Eternity, 
And  see  what 's  past  and  learn  what  is  to  come. 
If  thou  lay  claim  to  Strength,  armiea  shall  quake 
To  see  thee  frown :  as  fedngs  at  mice  do  lie. 
So  shall  thy  feet  trample  on  empery. 
Make  Health  thine  object,  thou  shalt  be  strong  prouf 
'Gainst  the  deep  searching  darts  of  surleiting, 
Be  ever  merry,  ever  revelling. 
Wish  but  for  Beauty,  and  within  thine  eyes 
Two  naked  Cupids  amorously  shall  swim. 
And  on  thy  cheeks  I  '11  mis  such  white  and  red. 
That  Jove  shall  turn  away  young  Ganymede, 
And  with  immortal  arms  shall  circle  thee. 
Are  thy  desires  Long  Life  ?  thy  vital  thread 
Shall  be  stretch'd  out ;  thou  shalt  behold  the  change 
Of  monarchies,  and  see  those  children  die 
Whose  great  groat  grandsires  now  in  cradlea  lie. 
If  through  Gold's  sacred  hunger  thou  doat  pine ; 
ThoBB  gilded  wantons  which  in  swarms  do  run 
To  worm  their  slender  bodies  in  the  sun. 
Shall  stand  for  number  of  those  golden  pOes 
Which  in  rich  pride  shall  swell  before  thy  feet ; 
As  those  are,  so  shall  these  be  infinite. 

Wffeivmat.  0,  whither  am  I  rapt  beyond  myself  p 
More  violent  conflicts  fight  in  every  thought 
Than  his  whose  fatal  choice  Troy's  downfuD  wrought. 
ah^U  I  contract  myself  to  Wisdom's  love  ? 
Then  I  lose  Riches ;  and  a  wise  man  poor 
Is  like  a  sacred  book  that  'a  never  read ; 
To  himself  he  fives  and  to  all  ebe  seems  dead. 
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This  age  thinks  better  of  a  gilded  fool, 
Than  of  a  threadbare  saint  m  Wisdom's  achool. 
I  will  he  Strong ;  then  I  reftiae  Long  Life  j 
And  though  mine  arm  should  conquer  twenty  wori 
There  's  a  lean  fellow  beats  all  conquerors : 
The  greatest  strength  espirea  with  loss  of  breath, 
The  mightiest  in  one  minute  stoop  to  death. 
Then  take  Long  Life,  or  Health ;  should  I  do  so, 
I  might  grow  ugly,  and  that  tedious  scroll 
Of  months  and  years  much  misery  may  enroll : 
Therefore  I  'U  beg  for  Beauty ;  yet  I  will  not : 
The  fairest  cheek  hath  oftentimes  a  soul 
licprous  as  sin  itself,  than  hell  more  foul. 
The  Wisdom  of  this  world  is  idiotism ; 
Strength  a  weak  reed ;  Health  Sickness'  enemy, 
And  it  at  length  will  have  the  victory. 

.  Beauty  is  but  a  painting ;  and  Long  Life 

'Is  a  long  journey  in  December  gone. 
Tedious  and  full  of  tribulation. 
Therefore,  dread  sacred  empress,  make  me  rich ; 
My  choice  is  Store  of  Gold ;  the  rich  are  wise : 
He  that  upon  his  back  rich  garments  wears 
Is  wise,  though  on  his  head  grow  Midas'  ears. 
Gkild  is  the  strength,  the  ainewa  of  the  world. 
The  health,  the  soul,  the  beauty  most  divine  j 
A  mask  of  gold  hides  all  deformities  ; 
Gold  is  heaven's  physic,  life's  restorative  ; 
O,  therefore  make  me  rich ! 

Fortune  gires  to  SbiiuaatiD  a  jmne  that  U  infxitaiMbU.  With  tAa  Ac 
puis  on  eoHly  attire,  and  viiih  all  thji  jitiart  Couria,  tehere  he  ii  carenei. 
and  made  mvcA  of  for  hia  mjhute  leeaUh.  At  Sa/ylon  he  it  Aotm  2|t 
Ike  Soldan  a  vxmdirmt  hat,  vhieh  t»  a  teish  iramportt  the  marat 
leUlheTioetmr  he  •pUasee,  overland  and  tea.  Warhmdue  ptdi  it  o% 
tMiet  tiimeelf  at  home  in  Cgpntt ;  tehere  he  arrivet  in  a  minute,  of  Ht 
tontAs^ie^  and  A«deloL-ia  are  iaUing  of  him;  and  iellt  hit  irovelt, 

FoBTDUATtrs.    Ampedo.    Andelocia. 
Fort.  Touch  me  not,  boys,  I  am  nothing  but  air ;  let  none 

speak  to  me  till  you  have  marked  me  well. — Am  I  as 

you  are,  or  am  I  tranaforroed  ? 
And.  Methinka,  father,  you  look  as  you  did,  only  your  face 

is  more  withered. 
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'  Shrt.  Boys,  be  proud ;  your  father  hath  the  whole  world  m 
thia  coinpasH.  I  am  ^  felicity,  up  to  the  brims.  In  a 
minute  am  I  come  from  Bubylon ;  1  have  been  thia  half 
hour  in  Famagosta. 

And.  How !  in  a  minute,  father  ?   I  see  travellers  must  lie. 

Fort.  I  have  cut  through  the  air  like  a  Mcon.  I  would  have 
it  BCom  strange  to  you.  But  'tis  true.  I  would  not 
have  you  believe  it  neither.  But  'tin  miraculoua  and 
true.  Desire  to  see  you  brought  me  to  Cyprus,  i  '11 
leave  you  more  gold,  and  go  to  visit  more  countries. 

Amp.  The  frosty  hand  of  age  now  nips  your  blood, 
And  strews  her  snowy  flowers  upon  your  head. 
And  gives  TOU  warning  that  within  few  years 
Deathneedsmuat  marry  you:  those  short  hnes,  minutes. 
That  dribble  out  your  life,  must  needs  be  spent 
In  pea«e,  not  travel ;  rest  in  Cyprus  then. 
Could  you  survey  ten  worlds,  yet  you.  must  die ; 
And  bitter  is  the  sweet  that 's  reap'd  thereby. 

And.  Faith,  father,  what  pleasure  have  you  met  by  walking 
your  stations  ? 

Fort.  What  pleasure,  boy?  I  have  revelled  with  kings,  danced 
with  queens,  daUied  with  ladies  ;  worn  strange  attires  ; 
seen  fantasticoes ;  conversed  with  humourists ;  been 
ravished  with  divine  raptures  of  Doric,  Lydian  and  Phry- 
gian harmonies ;  1  have  spent  the  day  in  triumphs  and 
the  night  in  banqueting. 

And.  O,  rare  1  this  was  heavenly. — He  that  would  not  be  an 
Arabian  phceniit  to  bum  in  these  sweet  fires,  let  him  live 
like  an  owl  for  the  world  to  wonder  at. 

Ainp.  Why,  bitther,  are  not  all  these  vanities  ? 
'    Fort.  Tamties!  Ampedo,  thy  soul  is  made  of  lead,  too  dull, 
too  ponderous,  to  mount  up  to  tlie  incomprehensible 
glory  that  Travel  lifts  men  to. 

And.  Sweeten  mine  ears,  good  father,  with  some  more. 

Fori.  When  in  the  warmth  of  mine  own  countiyl»*rm8 
We  yawn'd  like  sluggards,  when  this  small  horizon 
Impriaon'd  up  my  body,  then  mine  eyea 
Worahip'd  these  clouds  as  brightest :  but,  my  hoys. 
The  glistering  beams  which  do  abroad  appear 
In  other  heavens,  fire  is  not  half  so  clear. 
For  still  in  all  the  regions  I  have  seen, 
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I  aeom'd  to  crowd  among  the  muddy  throng 

Of  the  rfloi  multitude,  whoae  thicken'd  breath 

(Like  to  condcDsed  toss)  do  choke  that  beauty, 

Which  else  would  dwell  in  every  kingdom's  cheek. 

Wo ;  I  atill  boldly  etepp'd  into  their  courta : 

For  there  to  live  'tis  rare,  0,  "tia  diTine, 

There  ahall  you  see  feces  angehcal ; 

There  ehaJl  you  see  troops  of  chaste  goddessea,  ^^ 

Whose  atar-like  eyes  have  power  (might  they  stiU  shino] 

To  make  night  day,  and  day  more  cryataUine. 

Near  these  you  sMl  behold  great  heroea. 

White-headed  counaellora,  and  jovid  apirita, 

Standing  like  fiery  cherubina  to  guard 

The  monarch,  who  in  godlike  glory  aita 

In  midst  of  these,  as  if  this  deity 

Had  with  a  look  created  a  new  world. 

The  stajidera  by  being  the  fair  workraanBhip. 

And.  O,  how  my  soul  ia  rapt  to  a  third  heaven ! 
I  'II  travel  aure,  and  live  with  none  but  kings. 

Amp.  But  tell  me,  father,  have  you  iu  all  courta 
Beheld  such  elory,  ao  majeatical. 
In  all  perfection,  no  way  blemished  ? 

Fai-l.  In  aome  courts  shall  you  aee  Ambitioi: 
Sit,  piecing  Dedalua'  old  waxen  winga ; 
But  being  clapt  on,  and  they  about  to  fly, 
Ev'n  when  their  hopes  are  busied  in  the  clouda, 
They  melt  against  the  sun  of  majeaty. 
And  down  they  tumble  to  destruction. 
By  travel,  boys,  I  have  seen  all  these  thinga. 
Fantastic  Compliment  ataJks  up  and  dDwn, 
Trick'd  in  outlandish  feathers ;  all  his  words. 
His  looks,  his  oaths,  are  all  ridiculous. 
All  apish,  chndiah,  and  Italianate.     *     •     • 

Orleans  to  hitjriend  Gallonjay  defends  ike  passion  fi/h  which  C 
priaaner  in  the  EnglUh  Kiug'a  Couri)  Ae  is  enaiaoKi-ed  to  fr 
Ihc  Kin^t  davgiter  Agripgna. 

OsLEAifa.    Galloway. 
Orl.  Thia  music  maiea  me  but  more  out  of  tune, 
0  Agripjna! 
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Gfentle  friend,  no  more. 
Thou  eayst  Love  is  a  modneas :  bate  it  then, 
Ev'n  for  the  name's  sake. 

Orl,  0, 1  love  that  madness, 
Ev'a  for  the  name's  sake. 

Gall.  Let  me  tame  this  frenzy, 

By  telling  thee  thou  art  a  prisoner  here, 
By  telling  thee  she  'b  dangntei-  to  a  ting. 
By  telling  thee  the  ting  of  Cyprus'  son 
Shines  like  a  sun  between  her  looks  and  thine, 
Whilst  thou  seem'st  but  a  star  to  Agripyne. 
He  iovea  her. 

Orl.  K  he  do,  why  so  do  I. 

Gall.  Love  is  ambitious  and  loves  majesty. 

Orl.  Dear  friend,  thou  art  deceived;  Love's  voice  doth  einfl; 
As  sweetly  in  a  beggar  as  a  king. 

Gall.  Dear  friend,  thon  art  deceived :  0  bid  thy  soul 
Lift  up  her  intellectual  eyea  to  heaven. 
And  in  this  ample  book  of  wonders  read. 
Of  what  celestial  mould,  what  saered  essence. 
Her  aelf  is  form'd :  the  aeareh  whereof  will  drive 
Sounds  muaical  among  the  jarring  spirits. 
And  in  sweet  tune  set  that  which  none  inherits. 

Orl.  I  '11  gaae  on  heaven  if  Agripyne  be  there. 
If  not :  fa,  la,  la,  sol,  la,  &c. 

Qall.  O  call  this  madneaa  in :  aee,  from  the  windows 
Of  every  eye  Derision  thrusts  out  cheeks 
Wrinkled  with  idiot  laughter ;  every  finger 
Is  like  a  dart  shot  from  the  hand  of  Scorn, 
By  which  thy  name  is  hurt,  thy  honour  torn. 

Orl.  Laugh  they  at  me,  sweet  Galloway  P 

Gall.  Even  at  thee. 

Orl.  Ha,  ha,  I  laugh  at  them ;  are  they  not  road. 
That  let  my  true  true  sorrow  make  them  glad  ? 
I  dance  and  sing  only  to  anger  Grief, 
That  in  his  anger  he  might  smite  life  down 
With  hia  iron  fist :  good  heart !  it  seemeth  then, 
They  laugh  to  see  grief  kill  me :  O  fond  men. 
You  laugh  at  others'  tears  ;  when  others  smile, 
Tou  tear  yourselves  in  pieces ;  vile,  vile,  vile. 
Ha,  ha,  when  I  behold  a  swarm  of  fools 
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Crowding  together  to  be  counted  wise, 

I  laugh  because  sweet  Agripyne  's  not  there. 

But  weep  because  she  is  not  anywhere ; 

And  weep  because  (whether  she  be  or  not) 

Mj  love  was  ever  and  is  still  forgot :  forgot,  forgot,  forgot. 

Gall.  JDraw  back  this  stream:    why  should  mj  OrleanB 
mourn? 

Orl,  Look  yonder/ Qulloway,  dost  thou  see  that  sun  P 
Nay,  good  Mend,  stare  upon  it,  mark  it  well : 
Ere  he  be  two  hours  elder,  aU  that  glory 
Is  banish' d  heaven,  and  then,  for  gnef,  this  sky 
(That 's  now  so  jocund)  will  mourn  all  in  black. 
And  shaU.  not  Orleans  mourn  P  alack,  alack !    . 
O  what  a  savage  tyranny  it  were 
To  enforce  Care  laugh,  and  Woe  not  shed  a  tear ! 
Dead  is  my  Love ;  I  am  buried  in  her  scorn : 
That  is  my  sunset ;  and  shall  I  not  moimi  p 
Yes,  by  my  troth  I  wiU. 

Oall.  Dear  Mend,  forbear ; 

Beauty  (like  sorrow)  dwelleth  everywhere. 
Base  out  this  strong  idea  of  her  face : 
As  fau*  as  her's  shineth  in  any  place. 

Orl,  Thou  art  a  traitor  to  that  white  and  red, 

"Which  sitting  on  her  cheeks  (being  Cupid's  throne) 

Is  my  heart's  soveraine :  O,  when  she  is  dead, 

This  wonder  (beauty)  shaU.  be  found  in  none. 

Now  Agripyne  's  not  mine,  I  vow  to  be 

In  love  with  nothing  but  deformity. 

O  fair  Deformity,  I  muse  all  eyes 

Are  not  enamour' d  of  thee :  thou  didst  never 

Murder  men's  hearts,  or  let  them  pine  like  wax 

Melting  against  the  sun  of  thy  destiny ; 

Thou  art  a  faithful  nurse  to  chastity ; 

Thy  beauty  is  not  like  to  Agripyne' s. 

For  cares,  and  age,  and  sickness  her's  deface. 

But  thine 's  eternal :  O  Deformity, 

Thy  fairness  is  not  like  to  Agripyne's, 

For  (dead)  her  beauty  will  no  beauty  have, 

But  thy  face  looks  most  lovely  in  the  grave. 

[The  humour  of  a  frantic  lover  is  here  done  to  the  life.    Qilem  it 
as  passionate  aa  Inamorato  as  any  which  Shakspeare  ever  drew.  ■  Ha  ip 
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juBt  such  aaotbfr  adept  in  Lovo'a  nssons.      The  aobac  people  of  tlia 
world,  are  with  him 

a  ewarm  of  fools 

Crowding  together  to  be  counted  wise. 

Hb  1^9  "pure  Biron  and  Somoo,"  he  ia  almost  Ha  poetical  an  thsj, 

quite  es  philosophical,  only  a  little  madder.     After  all,  Jjore's  sectaries 

are  a  "  reason  unto  themBelves,"     We  hare  gone  retrograde  in  the  noble 

herea;  aince  the  d^je  when  Sidne;  proaelyted  our  nation  to  this  mixed 


health  and  diaesae ;  ihe  kindlioat  sj^nptom  jet  the  moat  gjarmine  ci 
'■      ■  ■  '  "'flh  state  of  youth ;  the  nourisher  ani  the  destroyer  of  he 
le  mother  of  twin-births,  wisdom  and  foUy,  valour  and  wi 


THE  H0SK8T  WHOEE :  A  COMEDY,  BY  THOMAS  DECKBB. 
ITotpHalJbr  iMoafici, 
There  are  of  mad  men,  as  there  are  of  tame, 
All  huinour'd  not  alike.     We  have  here  some 
So  apish  and  fantaatiek,  play  with  a  feather ; 
And,  though  'twould  grieve  a  bouI  to  see  God's  image 
So  blemish'd  aad  delaced,  yet  do  they  act 
Stieh  antick  and  Buch  pretty  lunaciea. 
That,  apite  of  sorrow,  they  wiH  make  you  smile. 
Others  again  we  have,  like  hungry  lions, 
Fierce  as  wild  bulls,  untameable  as  flies. — 

Patience  I  why,  'tis  the  soul  of  peace : 
Of  all  the  virtues,  'tis  nearest  kin  to  heaven ; 
It  makes  men  look  like  gods. — The  best  of  men 
That  e'er  wore  earth  about  him  was  a  SuHerer, 
A  soft,  meek,  patient,  bumble,  tranq^ud  spirit  j 
The  first  true  gentleman  that  ever  breathed. 


SeUc^tmt,  a  reclaimed  harlot,  recounU  toma  ^  Itte  ■» 
profeaio». 

Like  im  ill  husband,  though  I  knew  the  ^ 
To  be  my  undoing,  follow'd  I  that  g  " " 
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0,  when  the  work  of  lust  had  eara'd  my  bread. 


To  laate  it  how  I  ti 
Ere  it  went  down  a 


chewing  it. 


My  hed  Beem'd  like  a  cabin  hnng  in  hell. 

The  bawd  hell's  porter,  and  the  Eckorish  wine 

The  pander  fetch'd  was  like  an  easy  fine 

Tor  which  methought  I  leased  away  my  eonl ; 

-And  otten  times  even  in  my  quaffing-howl 

Thus  said  I  to  myaell':  I  am  a  whore. 

And  have  drunk  down  thun  much  con&aion  more. 

when  in  the  street 

A  feir  young  modest  damsel'  I  did  meet, 
She  seem'd  to  idl  a  dove,  when  I  paaa'd  by. 
And  I  to  all  a  raven :  every  eye 
That  foUow'd  her,  went  with  a  bashful  glance ; 
At  me  each  bold  and  jeering  countenance 
Darted  forth  scorn ;  to  her  as  if  she  had  been 
Some  tower  unvauquished  would  they  vail; 
'Gainst  me  awoln  rumour  hoisted  every  sail: 
She  crown'd  with  reverend  praises  pass'd  by  them, 
I  though  with  face  mask'd  could  not  scape  the  hem; 
I'or,  as  if  Heaven  had  set  strange  marks  on  whores, 
Because  they  should  be  pointing  stocks  to  man, 


*  TbiB  Bunple  picture  of  Imnour  sod  bIib 
knee,  uid  expressed  without  iKuaodeatj,  ii 
Bgninet  the  hiLrlot's  prDtuBBJon,  with  wlueh 
oflenfliTcLj  crowded.  A  Hatinet  is  alwajB  to 
vice  odious,  dweUa  upon  all  its  bcIb  and  nr 
sort  of  relish  and  retrospecdve  gust.  But  e 
psnegjiic  and  invective,  that  a  worn-out  ai: 
mnlce  the  lH»t  declaimer  HgBJnat  sin.  The 
tions  which  in  his  uDn^<mcratc  stAto  si^rroc 
hia  new  province  of  a  moralist  will  aerve  hir 
the  cuormit;  of  those  appetites  in  other  me 
reads  Maratoti's  Satires,  that  the  author  in  so 
been  aomethiug  more  than  a  Uieoriat  in  vici 
old  preacher  in  the  pulpit  displuy  such  oa 
ungodlioBSB,  as  made  us  wonder  with  reasoi 
it  ?  When  CervanlM  with  auoh  proficienc; 
Doll's  Hbrary,  who  sees  not  that  he  has  ' 
Imight  orrantty  9  perhaps  wiui  at  eome  ti 
ing  into  those  veiy  oitravagaoccs  which  he 
heroF 


jne,  contrasted  without  vi 
I  worth  aE  the  ilfotig  Utitt 
both  Parts  of  thia  pU;  nro 

be  BUBpeded,  who,  to  make 
inutest  circiimstancaB  with  9* 
10  near  are  the  boundariea  et 
oner  is  sotnetimee  found  ti 
■aine  high-eeoBoned  descrip- 
1  to  inBame  his  appcttt^  mx 
n  (a  little  turned)  to  uipoBe 
n.  No  one  will  doubt,  who 
mo  part  of  hia  life  must  hava 
f-  Have  we  never  heard  K 
inaight  into  the  mystery  of 
a  how  a  good  man  came  bj 
of  fbndnesa  dweUs  upon  toil 
Q  a  great  reader  of  books  of 
of  hiB  life  in  danger  of  fall' 

ridicules  so  happil;  in  ' ' 


Drest  up  in  civOest  ahape  a  courtezan, 

Let  her  walk  aaint-Uke  noteless  and  unknown. 

Yet  she  'b  betray'd  by  aome  trick  of  her  own. 

7^  Sajijjy  man. 
He  that  makes  gold  hia  wife,  but  not  his  whore,  / 

He  that  at  noonday  walks  by  a  prison  door. 
He  that  in  the  aun  ia  neither  beam  nor  moat, 
He  that  'a  not  mad  after  a  petticoat. 
He  for  whom  poor  men's  curses  dig  no  grave, 
He  that  ia  neither  lord's  nor  lawyer's  alaye. 
He  that  mokea  Thla  his  sea  and  That  hia  shore, 
He  that  in  'a  coffin  is  richer  than  before. 
He  that  counts  Youth  hia  Bword  aai  Age  his  ataff. 
He  whose  right  hand  carvea  his  own  epitaph. 
He  that  upon  hia  death-bed  is  a  swan, 
And  dead,  no  crow :  he  is  a  Happy  Man. 

[The  tuni  of  thia  is  the  eame  with  iBgo'a  dofinition  of  s  Despmng 
Woman  :  "  She  ttiat  wBs  ever  tair  aad  never  proud,"  &c.  I'he  matter  ia 
BUperior.] 


The  kiiig  exacU  an  oalh front  Sir  WaUer  TerUl  to  tend  hU  bride  Calet- 
tMd  to  court  on  the  marriage  night.  Ser  father,  to  tave  her  honour, 
gitea  her  a  paiioaoia  laixiare  tehieh  she  iwallowi. 

Tehill.    C^LESTrtfA.    Fatseb. 

Oiel  Why  didat  thou  swear  P 

2fef.  The  king 

Sat  heavy  on  my  resolution. 

Tin  (out  of  breath)  it  panted  out  an  oath. 

Cal.  An  oath  I  why,  what 's  an  oath  P  'tis  but  the  smoke 
Of  flame  and  blood ;  the  blister  of  the  spirit 
Which  riseth  from  the  steam  of  rage,  the  bubble 
That  shoots  up  to  the  tongue  and  scalds  the  voice ; 
(For  oaths  are  horning  words.)    Thou  aworest  but  one, 
'Tis  frozen  long  ago ;  if  one  be  number' d. 
What  countrymen  are  they,  where  do  they  dwell. 
That  speak  naught  ebe  but  oaths  f 


r 
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Ter.  They're  men  of  heU. 

An  onth  !  why  'tia  tbe  traffic  of  the  soul, 

'Tia  law  within  a  man ;  the  seal  of  faith. 

The  hond  of  every  conscience ;  nnto  whom 

We  Bet  our  thoughts  like  hands  :  yea,  such  a  one 

I  Bwore,  and  to  the  king :  a  king  contains 

A  thousand  thousand ;  when  I  swore  to  him, 

I  BWore  to  them ;  the  very  hairs  that  guard 

His  head  will  rise  up  like  sharp  witneeses 

Againat  my  faith  and  loyalty  ;  his  eye 

Would  straight  condemn  me ;  argue  oaths  no  more ; 

My  oath  ia  high,  for  to  the  king  I  swore. 

Ca.1.  Must  I  betray  my  chastity,  so  long 

Clean  from  the  treason  of  rebelling  lust  p 

0  husband,  0  my  father,  if  poor  I 

Must  not  Utb  chaste,  then  let  me  chastely  die. 

Fath.  Ay,  here's  a  charm  shall  keep  thee  chaste,  come,  come 
Old  time  bath  left  ua  hut  an  hour  to  play 
Our  parta ;  begin  the  scene  ;  who  sh^  apeak  first  ? 
0  I,  I  play  the  king,  and  kings  apeak  first : 
Daughter,  stand  thou  here,  thou  son  TeriU  there : 
We  need  no  prologne,  the  king  entering  first 
He 's  a  most  gracious  prologue :  marry,  then 
For  the  catastrophe  or  epilogue, 
There 's  one  in  cloth  of  silver,  which  no  douht 
Will  please  the  hearers  well  when  he  steps  out ; 
His  mouth  is  fill'd  with  words :  see  where  he  stands : 
He  '11  make  them  dap  their  eyes  besides  their  hands. 
But  to  my  part  -.  suppose  who  enters  now, 
A  king  whose  eyes  are  set  in  silver ;  one 
That  blusheth  gold,  speaks  music,  dimcing  walks, 
Now  gathers  nearer,  takes  thee  by  the  hand. 
When  straight  thou  thinkst  tbe  very  orb  of  heaver. 
Moves  round  about  thy  fingers ;  then  ha  speaks, 
Thus — thus — I  know  not  how.  ^ 

OeI.  Nor  I  to  answer  him. 

Fath.  No,  girl !  know'st  thou  not  Low  lo  answer  him  P 
Why,  then  the  field  is  lost,  and  he  rides  home 
Like  a  great  conqueror  r  not  answer  him ! 
Out  of  thy  part  already !  foil'd  the  scene ! 
Disrank'd  the  lines!  disarm'd  the  action  I 
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'  2br.  Tes,  yes,  true  chastity  ia  tongued  so  weak 
'Tia  overcome  ere  it  know  how  to  apeak. 

liah.    Come,  come,  thou  happy  close  of  every  wrong, 
'Tis  thou  that  cauat  disaolve  the  hardeat  doubt; 
"Kb  time  for  thee  to  epeak,  we  all  are  out. 
Daughter,  and  you  the  man  whom  I  call  son, 
I  must  confesB  I  made  a  deed  of  gift 
To  heaven  and  you,  and  gave  ray  chUd  to  hoth ; 
When  on  ray  hlesBing  I  did  ebami  her  soul 
In  the  white  circle  of  true  chastity 
Still  to  run  true  till  death :  now,  sir,  if  not. 
She  forfeits  my  rich  bleasing,  and  is  fined 
With  an  eternal  curse ;  tlien  I  tell  you, 
She  shall  die  now,  now  whilat  her  soul  ia  true. 

Ter.  Die! 

Cal.  Ay,  I  am  death's  echo. 

Jbth.  O  my  son : 

I  am  her  father ;  every  tear  I  shed 

Is  threescore  ten  years  old ;  I  weep  and  smile 

Two  kinds  of  tears :  I  weep  that  she  must  die, 

I  smUe  that  she  must  die  a  virgin ;  thus 

We  joyful  men  mock  tears,  and  teara  mock  us. 

Ter.  What  speaks  that  cup  ? 

£hlh.  White  wine  and  poison. 

Ter.  0! 

That  very  name  of  poison  poisons  me. 

Thou  winter  of  a  man,  thou  walking  grave. 

Whose  life  is  like  a  dying  taper :  how 

Canst  thou  define  a  lover's  labouring  thoughts  P 

What  scent  hast  thou  but  death  ?  what  taste  but  earth  ? 

The  breath  that  purls  &om  thee  is  like  the  steam 

Of  a  new-open'd  vault :  I  know  thy  drift ; 

Because  thou  'rt  travelling  to  the  land  of  graves. 

Thou  c»"et'st  company,  and  hither  bring'st 

A  healm  of  poison  to  pledge  death :  a  poison 

For  dim  sweet  spring ;  this  element  is  mine, 

This  is  the  air  I  breathe ;  corrupt  it  not : 

This  heaven  ia  mine,  I  bought  it  with  my  soul 

Of  him  that  sells  a  heaven  to  buy  a  soul. 

Falh.  Well,  let  her  go ;  she 's  thine,  thou  call'st  her  thine, 
Thy  element,  the  air  thou  breathest ;  thou  know'st 
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The  air  thou  breathest  ie  common  ;  make  her  bo. 
Perhaps  thou  'It  say  none  hut  the  king  shall  wear 
Thy  mght-gown,  she  that  laps  thee  warm  with  love. 
And  that  kings  are  not  common :  then  to  show 
By  consequence  he  cannot  make  her  ao. 
Indeed  she  may  promote  her  shame  and  thine. 
And  with  voTir  staraes  speak  a  good  word  for  mine. 
The  Trinp  Bhinitig  bo  clear,  and  we  so  dim. 
Our  dark  disgraces  wiH  he  seen  through  him. 
Imagine  her  the  cup  of  thy  moist  life, 
What  man  would  pledge  a  king  in  hia  own  wife  ? 

25fr.  She  dies :  that  sentence  poisons  her :  0  life ! 

What  slave  would  pledge  a  king  in  hia  own  wife  P 

C/el.  Welcome,  0  poison,  physic  against  lust, 

Thou  wholesome  medicine  to  a  constant  blood ; 

Thou  rare  apothecary  that  canst  keep 

My  chastity  preserved  within  this  box 

Of  tempting  dust,  this  painted  earthen  pot 

That  stands  upon  the  ataU.  of  the  white  soul. 

To  set  the  shop  out  like  a  flatterer. 

To  draw  the  customers  of  sin :  come,  come, 

Thou  art  no  poison,  but  a  diet  drink 

To  moderate  my  blood :  white-innocent  wine, 

Art  thou  made  guilty  of  my  death  ?  0  no. 

For  thou  thyself  art  poison'd :  take  me  hence, 

I"or  innocence  shall  murder  innocence.  \I)rinka. 

2fer.  Hold,  hold,  thou  shalt  not  die,  my  bride,  my  wife. 
O  stop  that  speedy  messenger  of  death ; 

0  let  him  not  run  down  that  narrow  path 
Which  leads  unto  thy  heart,  nor  carry  news 
To  thy  removing  aool  that  thou  must  die. 

Qel,  'Tis  done  already,  the  spiritual  court 
Is  breaking  up,  all  offices  discharged. 
My  soul  removes  from  this  weak  standiiig-houBe 
Of  frail  mortality :  dear  &ther,  bless 
Me  now  and  ever :  dearer  man,  farewell ; 

1  jointly  take  my  leave  of  thee  and  life ; 
Gt)  tell  the  ting  thou  hast  a  constant  wife. 

£'ath.  Smiles  on  my  cheeks  arise 

To  see  how  sweetly  a  true  virgin  dies, 
frbe  beauty  and  force  of  this  Bueno  sre  much  ili"iiTii»lipa  to  the 
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of  the  caitira  play,  when  he  comes  to  find  that  this  Eolenm  preparBtioii  is 
but  a  ahani  contnTttnee  of  the  fiithar's,  and  the  potion  which  CielestiQB 
swullawB  nothing  more  thuo  n  eleeping  draught ;  fiom  the  efiLvts  of  which 
she  ie  to  awoke  m  due  time,  to  the  Burpriita  of  her  husband,  and  the  gml 
mirth  and  edification  of  the  Ung  and  his  courtierB.  Ae  Hamlet  sayn,  thej 
do  but  "  poiaon  in  jest." — The  eontiments  are  worthy  of  a  real  martyr- 
dom, and  an  Appian  gaorifioe  in  earnest.] 


Fleamre,  Ihe  general  jmrnit. 

Sweet  Pleasure ! 

Delicious  Pleasure !  earth's  aupremest  good. 

The  spring  of  hlood,  though  it  dry  up  our  blood. 

Bob  me  of  that  (though  to  be  drunk  with  pleasure, 

As  rank  excess  ev'u  in  beat  things  is  had, 

Turns  man  into  a  heast),  yet,  that  being  gone, 

A  horse,  and  this  (the  goodliest  shape)  all  one. 

Wb  feed ;  wear  rich  attires ;  and  strive  to  cleave 

The  stars  with  marble  towers ;  fight  battles  ;  spend 

Our  hlood,  to  huy  ub  names ;  and  in  iron  hold 

Will  we  eat  roots  to  imprison  fiigitive  gold: 

But  to  do  thus  what  spell  can  us  excite  ? 

This ;  the  strong  magic  of  our  appetite : 

To  feast  which  richly,  life  itself  undoes. 

Who  'd  not  die  thus  ? 

Why  even  those  that  starve  in  voluntary  wants, 

And,  to  advance  the  mind,  keep  the  flesh  poor. 

The  world  eojojin^  them,  they  not  the  world ; 

Would  they  do  this,  but  that  they  are  proud  to  suck 

A  sweetneaa  from  such  si 


Let  music 
Chann  with  her  excellent  voice  an  awful  silence 
Through  aU  this  building,  that  her  sphery  soul 
May  (on  the  winga  of  ah')  in  thousand  fonoB 
Invisibly  fly,  yet  be  enjoy' d. 
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Aitdrtigio  dtika  of  Oenoa  banUied  Au  coinUry,  leilh  the  Ion  of  a  ttmM 
mpposed  droioned,  is  catt  upon  the  territory  of  his  wvtHal  vnemf  f" 
duie  of  Vemcs  ;  viiih  no  attenda»t>  iut  J/acio  an  old  nobltmtai,  oi 


Andr.  Is  not  yon  gleam  the  shuddering  mom  that  flakes 
With  ailvep  tincture  the  east  verge  of  heaven  ? 

iwc.  I  think  it  is,  bo  pleaee  your  escellence, 

Andr.  Away,  I  have  no  excellence  to  please. 
Prithee  observe  the  custom  of  the  world } 
That  only  flatters  greatness,  states  exalts. 
And  please  my  escellence  !  0  Lucio, 
Thou  hast  been  ever  held  respected,  dear, 
Even  precious  to  Andnigio's  inmost  love : 
Good,  flatter  not. 

My  thoughts  are  fiit  in  contemplation 
'Why  this  huge  earth,  this  monstrouB  animal 
That  eata  her  childreii,  should  not  have  eyea  and  e 
PhUoBophy  maintainB  that  ^Nature  'a  wise, 
And  forms  no  useless  nor  unperfect  thing. 
Did  Nature  make  the  earth,  or  the  earth  Nature  F 
Tor  earthly  dirt  makes  all  tilings,  makes  the  man. 
Moulds  me  up  honour,  and,  like  a  cunning  Dutclu 
Paints  me  a  puppet  ev'u  with  seeming  breath, 
And  gives  a  sot  appearance  of  a  souL 
Go  to,  go  to ;  thou  liest,  Philosophy. 
Nature  forma  things  unperfect,  uaelesa,  vain. 
"Why  made  she  not  the  earth  with  eyes  and  ears  ? 
That  she  might  see  desert  and  hear  men's  plaintB ; 
That  when  a  soul  is  splitted,  sunk  with  grief. 
He  might  fall  thus  upon  the  breast  of  Earth, 
And  in  her  ear  halloo  his  misery, 
Exclaiming  thus ;  O  thou  aU-hearing  Earth, 
Which  men  do  gape  for  till  thou  cram'st  their  mouths 
And  chokest  their  throats  with  dust ;  open  thy  breaati 
And  let  me  sink  into  thee ;  look  who  knocks ; 
Andrugio  caUs.  But  0,  she 's  deaf  and  blind, 
A  wretch  but  lean  rehef  on  earth  can  find. 
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Luc.  Sweet  lord,  abandon  passion ;  and  disarm. 
Since  by  the  fortune  of  the  tumbling  sea 
We  are  roll'd  up  upon  the  Venice  marsh, 
Let 's  clip  all  fortune,  lest  more  lowering  fate — 

indr.  More  lowering  fete !  O  Lucio,  choke  that  breath. 
Now  I  defy  chance.    Portune's  brow  hath  irown'd. 
Even.  *o  the  utmost  wrinkle  it  can  bend : 
Her  venom's  spit.     Alas !  what  country  rests. 
What  son,  what  comfort,  that  she  can  deprive  ? 
Triumphs  not  Venice  in  my  overthrow  ? 
G-apes  not  my  native  country  for  my  blood  ? 
Lies  not  my  son  tomb'd  in  the  swelling  main  ? 
And  in  more  lowering  fate  ?    There 's  nothing  left 
Unto  Andrugio  but  Andrugio : 
And  that 

Nor  mischief,  force,  distress,  nor  hell  can  take :  , 
Fortune  my  fortunes,  not  my  mind,  shall  shake 

IjUC.  Speak  like  yourself:  but  give  me  leave,  my  lord, 
To  wish  your  safety.     If  you  are  but  seen. 
Your  arms  display  you ;  therefore  put  them  off, 
And  take 

Andr.  Wouldst  have  me  go  unarm' d  among  my  foes  ? 
Being  besieged  by  passion,  entering  lists 
To  combat  with  despair  and  mighty  grief: 
My  soul  beleaguer' d  with  the  crusning  strength 
Of  sharp  impatience.     Ha,  Lucio ;  go  imarm'd  ? 
Come,  soul,  resume  the  valour  of  thy  birth ; 
Myself  myself  wiU  dare  all  opposites : 
I  '11  muster  forces,  an  unvanquish'd  power : 
Comets  of  horse  shaU  press  the  ungrateful  earth : 
This  hollow-wombed  mass  shall  inly  groan 
And  murmur  to  sustain  the  weight  of  arms : 
Ghastly  amazement,  with  upstarted  hair, 
ShaU  hurry  on  before,  and  usher  us. 
Whilst  trumpets  clamour  with  a  sound  of  death. 

Ltic,  Peace,  good  my  lord,  your  speech  is  all  too  light. 
Alas !  survey  your  fortunes,  look  what 's  left 
Of  all  your  lorces  and  your  utmost  hopes ; 
A  weak  old  man,  a  page,  and  your  poor  self. 

Andr,  Andrugio  Hves ;  and  a  fair  cause  of  armsr 
Why,  that 's  an  army  aU  invincible. 

1 
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He  who  bath  that,  hath  a  battalion  royal. 
Armour  of  proof,  huge  troopa  of  barbed  steeds, 
Main  squares  of  pikes,  miUions  of  ha^'quebuah. 
O,  a  fiur  cause  stands  firm,  and  will  abide ; 
Ijegiona  of  angels  fight  upon  her  side. 
[The  BitiiBtion  of  Andrugio  and  Luuio  reeembles  that  of  Lear  aod 
Kent,  in  that  king's  diBtroBBcs.     Andrugio,  Hie  Iicsr,  mani&ata  b  land 
of  rojBl  impntionco,  ft  turbulent  greatness,  an  affected  roaignfttion.     Tho 
enemies  wlucli  he  enters  liste  to  combat,  "  despair,  and  mighty  grie^ 
and  efaarp  impatienue,"  and  the  forces  ("comets  of  horse,"  Ac.)  which 
he  bringa  to  (anquisb  tliein,  are  jn  the  boldest  stjle  of  all^orj.     The^. 
are  such  a  "race  of  mourners"  as  "ibo  inieotioD  of  sorrows  l"^"  '-  '^- 
iiilellect  might  beget  on  "some  pn^uant  cloud"  in  the  iniagi 


ASTOSIO'S  KEVENGE.  THE  SECOND  PABT  OF  THB 
HISTORY  OF  ANTONIO  AND  MELLIDA.  BY  JOHW 
MAKSTON. 

The  Prologue^ 

The  rawiah  dank  of  clumay  winter  ramps 

The  fluent  summer's  vein:  and  drizzling  sleet 

Chilleth  the  wan  bleak  cheek  of  the  numb'd  earth, 

"WliOst  snarling  gusts  nibble  the  juiceleas  leaves 

From  the  naked  shuddering  branch,  and  pills'  the  akin 

From  off  the  soft  and  delicate  aspects. 

O,  now  methiuka  a  sullen  tragic  scene 

"Would  suit  the  time  with  pJeasing  congruence ! 

May  we  be  happy  in  our  weak  devoir. 

And  all  part  pteaaed  in  most  wish'd  content. 

But  sweat  of  Hercules  can  ne'er  beget 

So  blest  an  issue.     Therefore  wo  proclaim. 

If  any  spirit  breathes  within  this  round 

Uncapablo  of  weighty  passion, 

(As  from  bis  birth  being  hugged  in  the  amis 

1  This  prologue,  for  its  passionate  eamestneaa,  and  for  the  tragic  nO 
of  preparation  vhich  it  sounds,  might  harcpreceded  one  of  those  old  tal 
of  liiebeB,  or  Pebps'  line,  which  Milton  has  so  highlj  oommended,  i 
free  from  the  common  error  of  the  poets  in  his  dajs,  "of  intcnoiiii 
comic  stuff  with  tragic  sadness  and  grarily,  brooglit  in  without 
corcuptlj  (o  grati^  tho  people."— It  is  aa  solemn  a  prqiar; " 
"  warning  voice  which  he  who  saw  tlie  Apocalypse,  heard  cry  "- 
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And  inizled  'twixt  the  breasts  of  Happiness^) 

"Who  winks  and  shuts  his  apprehension  up 

From  common  sense  of  what  men  were,  and  are ; 

"Who  would  not  know  what  men  must  be :  let  such 

Hurry  amain  from  our  bkck-visaged  shows ; 

"We  shall  affiight  their  eyes.    But  if  a  breast, 

Nail'd  to  the  earth  with  grief;  if  any  heart. 

Pierced  through  with  anguish,  paat  within  this  ring ; 

If  there  be  any  blood,  whose  heat  is  choked 

And  stifled  with  true  sense  of  misery : 

If  aught  of  these  strains  fill  this  consort  up, 

They  arrive  most  welcome.     O,  that  our  power 

Could  lacky  or  keep  wing  with  our  desires ; 

That  with  unused  poise  of  style  and  sense 

"We  might  weigh  massy  in  judicious  scale ! 

Yet  here 's  the  prop  that  doth  support  our  hopes : 

"When  our  scenes  Mter,  or  invention  halts, 

Your  £a.vour  will  give  crutches  to  our  faults. 

AntomOf  son  to  Andrvffio  dulee  of  Genoa,  whom  Piero  the  Venetian 
prince  and  father-in-law  to  Antonio  has  cruelly  murdered,  kills  Fiero*s 
little  son  JvUo,  as  a  sacrifice  to  the  ghost  of  Andrugio. — The  scene,  a 
churchward :  the  time,  midmght. 

Julio.    Antonio. 

Jul.  Brother  Antonio,  are  you  here  i'  faith  ? 

"Why  do  you  frown  ?    Indeed  my  sister  said. 
That  I  should  caU.  you  brother,  that  she  did, 
"When  you  were  married  to  her.   Buss  me :  good  truth, 
I  love  you  better  than  my  father,  'deed. 

Ant  Thy  fether  ?  gracious,  O  bounteous  heaven, 
I  do  adore  thy  justice.     Venit  m  nostras  mantis 
Tandem  vindicta,  venit  et  tota  quidem, 

Jul,  Truth,  since  my  mother  died,  1  loved  you  best. 

Something  hath  anger' d  you :  pray  you,  look  merrily. 

Ant,  I  will  laugh,  and  cEmple  my  thin  cheek 

With  capering  joy ;  chuck,  my  heart  doth  leap 
To  grasp  thy  bosom.     Time,  place,  and  blood, 
How  fit  you  close  together !  heaven's  tones 
Strike  not  such  music  to  immortal  souls, 

1  **  Sleek  &youriteB  of  Fortune."    Fre&ce  to  Poems  by  S.  T.  Coleridge. 

I<2 
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Ab  your  Bccordance  sweets  my  breast  withaL 

Methinks  I  pace  upon  the  front  of  Jove, 

And  kick  corruption  with  a  Bcomfnl  heel, 

Griping  this  flesh,  disdain  mortality. 

O,  that  I  knew  which  joint,  which  side,  which  Umb 

Were  father  all  and  had  no  mother  in  it ; 

That  I  might  rip  it  vein  by  vein,  and  carve  revenge 

la  bleeding  races !  but  since  'tia  mix'd  together. 

Have  at  adventure,  pell-mell,  no  reverse. 

Come  hither,  boy ;  tnia  is  Andrug^o's  hearBS, 

Jul.  0  God,  you'll  hurt  me.     For  my  sister's  sake. 
Pray  you  don't  hurt  me.     And  you  kill  me,  'deed 
I  '11  teU  my  father. 

Ant.  0  for  thy  sister's  sake  I  flag  revenge. 
Andruffio'i  ghost  criti  "  Revenge." 

Ant.  Stay,  stay,  dear  father,  fright  miae  eyes  no  more. 
Eevenge  as  awift  aa  hghtning  bursteth  forth 
And  clears  hia  heart.     Come,  pretty  tender  child, 
It  is  not  thee  I  hate,  or  thee  I  kill. 
Thy  father's  blood  that  flows  within  thy  veins, 
la  it  I  loathe  ;  is  that,  Eevenge  must  auck. 
I  love  thy  soul ;  and  were  thy  heart  lapt  up 
In  any  flesh  but  in  Piero'a  blood, 
I  woidd  thus  kias  it :  but,  being  his,  thus,  thus, 
And  thus  I  'D  punish  it.     Abandon  fears : 
Whilst  thy  wounds  bleed,  my  brows  shall  gush  out 

Jai.  So  you  will  love  me,  do  even  what  vou  will.  \_iyii 

Ant.  Now  barks  the  wolf  against  the  fufi-cheek'd  moon; 
Now  lious'  haJf-claTO'd  entrails  roar  for  food; 
Now  croaks  the  toad,  and  night-crows  acreech  aloud 
Fluttering  'bout  casements  of  departing  souls ; 
Now  gape  the  graves,  and  through  their  yawns  let  loa 
Imprison'd  spirits  to  revisit  earth ; 
And  now,  swart  night,  to  swell  thy  hour  out. 
Behold  I  spurt  warm  blood  in  thy  black  eyes. 

From  tatder  t%s  garth  a  gnan. 

Howl  not,  thou  putry  mould ;  groan  not,  ye  gravea ; 

Be  dumb,  all  breath.     Here  stands  Andrugio  s  son. 
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HiB  jaws  are  fallen,  his  dislodged  soul  is  fled. 
And  now  there 's  nothing  but  Piero  left. 
He  is  all  Piero,  father  all.     This  blood, 
This  breast,  this  heart,  Piero  all : 
"Whom  thus  I  mangle,  spright  of  Julio, 
Porget  this  was  thy  trunk.     I  live  thy  fi^end. 
Mayst  thou  be  twined  with  the  softest  embrace 
Of  clear  eternity* :  but  thy  father's  blood 
I  thus  make  incense  of  to  vengeance.   *  * 

*  *  «  *  *  *  * 

Day  hreakmg. 

see,  the  dapple  grey  coursers  of  the  mom 

Beat  up  the  light  with  their  bright  silver  hoofs 
And  chase  it  through  the  sky. 

One  who  died,  slandered. 

Look  on  those  lips. 
Those  now  lawn  pillows,  on  whose  tender  softness 
Chaste  modest  speech,  stealing  from  out  his  breast, 
Had  wont  to  rest  itself,  as  loath  to  post 
From  out  so  fair  an  inn :  look,  look,  they  seem 
To  stir. 
And  breathe  defiance  to  black  obloquy. 

Wherein  fools  are  happy. 

Even  in  that,  note  a  fool's  beatitude : 
He  is  not  capable  of  passion ; 
Wanting  the  power  of  distinction. 
He  bears  an  untum'd  sail  with  every  wind : 
Blow  east,  blow  west,  he  steers  his  course  alike. 
I  never  saw  a  fool  lean :  the  chub-faced  fop 
Shines  sleek  with  full  cram'd  fat  of  happiness : 
"Whilst  studious  contemplation  sucks  the  juice 
From  wizard's^  cheeks,  who  making  curious  search 
For  nature's  secrets,  the  First  Innating  Cause 
Laughs  them  to  scorn,  as  man  doth  busy  apes 
When  they  will  zany  men. 

*  "To  lie  immortal  in  the  arms  of  fire."    Brown's  Beligio  MedioL 
Of  the  punishments  in  hell.  ^  Wise  men's. 
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Jforia  pSfl  ducheia  of  Oenoa)  deteriha  the  death  of  Mellida,  Iw 
daughler-in-law. 
Beinp;  laid  upon  her  bed  abe  grasp'd  my  band. 
And  tiasing  it  apake  tbus  :  Thou  very  poor, 
"Why  dost  not  weep  ?  tho  jewel  of  thy  brow. 
The  rich  adornment  that  enchased  thy  breast, 
la  ioat !  thy  son,  my  love,  ia  loat,  ia  dead. 
And  have  1  liTed  to  see  bia  virtuea  bluir'd 
With  guiltleaa  biota  ?     O  world,  thou  art  too  subtile 
Por  honest  naturcB  to  converae  withal : 
Theretbre  I  'U  leave  thee ;  fareweil,  mart  of  woe ; 
I  fly  to  dip  my  love,  Antonio. — 
With  that,  her  head  sank  down  upon  her  breoat ; 
Her  cheek  changed  earth,  her  senses  slept  in  reat . 
Until  my  fool',  that  crept  unto  the  bed, 
Screech'd  out  so  loud  that  he  brought  baek  her  soul, 
Call'd  her  again,  that  her  bright  eyes  'gau  ope 
And  atared  upon  him;  he  audacioua  fool 
Dared  kiss  her  hand,  wish'd  her  »ofi  rest,  loved  bride  i 
She  fumbled  out,  thanke,  good:  and  so  she  died. 


The  Malcontent  deaeribea  kimielf. 

I  cannot  sleep,  my  eyes'  ill-neighbouring  lida 

WiU  hold  no  feUowahip.     O  thou  pale  sober  night. 

Thou  that  in  sluggish  tumes  all  Beuse  dost  steep ; 

Thou  that  giveat  all  the  world  full  leave  to  play, 

TJnbend'st  the  feebled  veins  of  sweaty  labour : 

The  gaily-slave,  that  all  the  toilsome  day 

Tuga  at  the  oar  against  the  atubbom  wave. 

Straining  his  rugged  veins,  snores  fast ; 

The  stooping  scythe-man,  that  doth  barb  the  field, 

Thou  malcest  wmk  sure ;  in  night  all  creatures  sleep, 

Only  the  Malcontent,  that  'gainst  his  fate 

Ecpines  and  quarrela  :  alaa  !  he  'a  Goodman  Tell-clock  5 

^  Antonio,  who  is  thought  dead,  Ixit  still  Uvea  in  that  disguiBe, 
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His  sallow  jaw-bones  sink  with  wasting  moan ; 
Whilst  others'  beds  are  down,  his  pillow 's  stone. 

Place  for  a  Penitent, 

Mj  cell  'tis,  lady ;  where,  instead  of  masks. 

Music,  tilts,  tonmies,  and  such  court-like  shows. 

The  hollow  murmur  of  the  checkless  winds 

Shall  groan  again,  whilst  the  unquiet  sea 

Shakes  the  whole  rock  with  foamy  battery. 

There  usherless^  the  air  comes  in  and  out ; 

The  rheumy  vault  will  force  your  eyes  to  weep, 

"Whilst  you  behold  true  desolation. 

A  rocky  barrenness  shall  pierce  your  eyes ; 

Where  all  at  once  one  reaches,  where  he  stands. 

With  brows  the  roof,  both  walls  with  both  his  hands. 


THE  WONDER  OF  WOMEN,  OK  THE  TEAaEDY  OP 
SOPHONISBA.    BY  JOHN  MAESTON. 

Description  of  the  witch  JErictho, 

Here  in  this  desert,  the  great  Soul  of  Charms 

Dreadfiil  Erictho  lives ;  whose  dismal  brow 

Contemns  all  roofs,  or  civil  coverture. 

Forsaken  graves  and  tombs  (the  ghosts  forced  out) 

She  joys  to  inhabit. 

A  loathsome  yellow  leanness  spreads  her  face, 

A  heavy  hell-like  paleness  loads  her  cheeks, 

Unknown  to  a  clear  heaven.    But  if  dark  winds 

Or  black  thick  clouds  drive  back  the  bliaded  stars, 

When  her  deep  magic  makes  forced  heaven  quake, 

And  thunder,  spite  of  Jove ;  Erictho  then 

From  naked  graves  stalks  out,  heaves  proud  her  head. 

With  long  unkemb'd  hair  loaden,  and  strives  to  snatch 

The  night's  quick  sulphur ;  then  she  bursts  up  tombs 

From  half-rot  sear-cloths ;  then  she  scrapes  dry  gums 

^  t.  e.  without  the  ceremony  of  an  usher,  to  give  notice  of  its  approach, 
as  is  usual  in  courts.  As  fine  as  Shakspeare :  "  the  bleak  air  thy  bois- 
tdrous  ohamberLun.'* 


For  her  black  rites ;  but  when  she  finds  a  corse 

But  newly  graved,  whose  entrails  are  not  tuni'd 

To  slimy  filth,  with  greedy  havoc  then 

She  makes  fierce  spoil,  and  swells  with  wicked  triuin[>h 

To  biuy  her  lean  knuckles  in  hia  eyes : 

Then  doth  she  gnaw  the  pale  and'o'er-grown  nails 

From  his  dry  hand :  but  if  she  find  some  lil'e 

Yet  lurking  close,  she  bites  his  gelid  lips, 

And  sticking  her  block  tongue  in  his  dry  throat. 

She  breathes  dire  murmurs,  which  enforce  him  bear 

E^  haneful  secrets  to  the  spirits  of  horror. 


Hard  by  the  reverent  ruins 

Of  a  once  glorious  temple,  rear'd  to  Jove, 
Whose  very  rubbish  (like  the  pitied  fall 
Of  virtue  much  unibrtuuate)  yet  bears 
A.  deathless  majesty,  though  now  quite  raaed, 
Hurl'd  down  by  wrath  and  lust  ot  impious  king;^ 
So  that,  where  holy  Flamens  wont  to  sing 
Sweet  hymns  to  heaven,  there  the  daw,  and  crow. 
The  iU- voiced  raven,  and  stiU-chattering  pye. 
Send  out  ungrateful  sounds  and  loathsome  filth ; 
Where  statues  and  Jove's  acts  were  vively'  limn'd, 
Boys  with  black  coals  draw  the  veil'd  parts  of  nature 
And  lecherous  actions  of  imagiDed  luat ; 
Where  tombs  and  beauteous  urns  of  well-dead  men 
Stood  in  assured  rest,  the  shepherd  now 
Unloads  his  belly,  corruption  most  abhorr'd 
Mingling  itself  with  their  renowned  ashes : 
There  once  a  charnel-house,  now  a  vast  cave. 
Over  whose  brow  a  pale  and  untrod  grove 
Throws  out  her  heavy  shade,  the  mouth  thick  arms 
Of  darksome  yew,  sun-proof,  for  ever  choke ; 
Within,  rests  barren  darkness,  fruitless  drought 
Pines  in  eternal  uight ;  the  steam  of  hell 
Yields  not  so  lazy  air :  there,  that 's  her  celL 
'  livelUj, 
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THE  INSATIATE  COUNTESS :  A  TEAGEDY, 
BY  JOHN  MARSTON. 

IsaheUa  {the  covmtess),  after  a  long  series  of  crimes  of  infidelity  to  her 
hMsbemd  and  of  murder,  is  brought  to  suffer  on  a  scaffold.  Moherto, 
her  husband,  arrives  to  take  a  last  leave  of  her, 

Boherto,  Bear  record,  all  you  blessed  saiiits  in  heaven, 
I  come  not  to  torment  thee  in  thy  death ; 
For  of  himself  he  's  terrible  enough. 
But  caD.  to  mind  a  lady  like  yourself, 
And  think  how  iU  in  such  a  beauteous  soul, 
Upon  the  instant  morrow  of  her  nuptials, 
Apostasy  and  wild  revolt  would  show. 
Withal  imagine  that  she  had  a  lord 
Jealous  the  air  should  ravish  her  chaste  looks ; 
Doting,  like  the  Creator  in  his  models. 
Who  views  them  every  minute  and  with  care 
Mix'd  in  his  fear  of  their  obedience  to  him. 
Suppose  he  sung  through  famous  Italy, 
More  comimon  than  the  looser  songs  of  Petrarch, 
To  every  several  zany's  instrument : 
And  he  poor  wretch,  hoping  some  better  fate 
Might  call  her  back  from  her  adulterate  purpose, 
.  Lives  in  obscure  and  almost  unknown  life ; 
Tni  hearing  that  she  is  condemn' d  to  die, 
Por  he  once  loved  her,  lends  his  pined  corpse 
Motion  to  bring  him  to  her  stage  of  honour. 
Where,  drown'd  in  woe  at  her  so  dismal  chance, 
He  clasps  her :  thus  he  falls  into  a  trance. 

Isabella,  O  my  offended  lord,  lift  up  your  eyes ; 
But  yet  avert  them  from  my  loathed  sight. 
Had  I  with  you  enjoy' d  the  lawful  pleasure, 
To  which  belongs  nor  fear  nor  public  shame, 
I  inight  have  lived  in  honour,  died  in  Dame. 
Tour  pardon  on  my  faltering  knees  I  beg ; 
Which  shall  confirm  more  peace  unto  my  death, 
Than  aU  the  grave  instructions  of  the  Church. 

Itoherto,  iVeely  thou  hast  it.    Parewell,  my  Isabella ; 
Let  thy  death  ransom  thy  soul,  O  die  a  rare  example. 
The  kiss  thou  gavest  me  in  the  church,  here  take : 
As  I  leave  thee,  so  thou  the  world  forsake.  \Exit 
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Eitrectttioner.  Madam,  tie  up  your  hair. 

Taabella.  0  these  golden  nets. 

That  hftVB  eosDared  so  many  wanton  youths! 
Not  one,  but  has  been  held  a  thread  of  life, 
And  Buperatitiously  depended  on. 
What  else  ? 

Exneittioner.  Mudam,  I  must  entreat  you  blind  your  eyes 

Isabelta.  I  have  lived  too  long  in  darkiieBB,  my  friend : 
And  yet  mine  eyes  with  their  majeatic  light 
Have  got  new  liluses  in  a  poet's  apright. 
They  've  been  more  gaaed  at  than  the  god  of  day ; 
Then-  brightneea  never  could  be  flattered; 
Yet  thou  eommand'st  a  fised  cloud  of  lawn 
To  eclipse  etemoUy  these  minutes  of  light. 
I  am  prepared. 

Women's  iwonsiomy. 
"Who  would  have  thought  it?    She  that  could  no  more 
Forsake  my  company,  than  can  the  day 
Forsake  the  glorious  presence  of  the  sun, 
When  I  was  absent,  then  her  galled  eyes 
Would  have  shed  April  showers,  and  outwept 
The  clouds  in  that  same  o'er-paasionate  mood 
When  they  drown'd  all  the  world  t  yet  now  forsakes  n 
Women,  your  eyes  shed  glances  lite  the  sun ; 
Now  ahinea  your  brightness,  now  your  light  ia  done. 
On  the  sweetest  flowers  you  shine,  'tia  but  by  chance,. 
And  on  the  basest  weed  you  '11  waste  a  glance. 


WHAT  TOU  WILL:  A  COMEDY,  BT  JOHN  MAESTOH. 
Venetian  MereAatU. 

No  knight. 
But  one  (that  title  off),  waa  even  a  prince, 
A  Bultan  Solyraan :  thrice  was  he  made. 
In  dangerous  arms,  Venice'  Providetore. 
He  was  a  merchant,  but  ao  bounteoi«, 
"Valiant,  wise,  learned,  aU  so  absolute. 
That  naught  was  valued  praiseful  eseelleut, 
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But  in 't  was  he  most  praisefal  excellent. 

O,  I  shall  ne'er  forget  how  he  went  clothed  I 

He  would  maintain  it  a  base  ill-used  J&shion, 

To  bind  a  merchant  to  the  sullen  habit 

Of  precise  black,  chiefly  in  Venice  state 

"Where  merchants  gilt  the  top^ 

And  therefore  should  you  have  him  pass  the  bridge 

Up  the  Rialto  like  a  soldier ; 

In  a  black  beaver  belt,  ash  colour  plain, 

A  Florentine  cloth-o'-silver  jerkin,  sleeves 

"White  satin  cut  on  tinsel,  then  long  stock ; 

Prench  panes  embroider' d,  goldsmith's  work :  0  God ! 

Methinks  I  see  him ;  how  he  would  walk ! 

"With  what  a  jolly  presence  he  would  pace 

Bound  the  Eialto^ ! 

Scholar  and  his  Dog, 

I  was  a  scholar :  seven  useful  springs 
Did  I  deflower  in  quotations 
Of  cross' d  opinions  'bout  the  soul  of  man ; 
The  more  I  learnt,  the  more  I  learnt  to  doubt. 
Delight  my  spaniel  slept,  whilst  I  baused  leaves, 
Toss'd  o'er  the  dunces,  pored  on  the  old  print 
Of  titled  words :  and  still  my  spaniel  slept. 
"Whilst  I  wasted  lamp-oil,  baited  my  flesh. 
Shrunk  up  my  veins :  and  still  my  spaniel  slept. 
And  still  I  held  converse  with  Zabarell 
Aquinas,  Scotus,  and  the  musty  saw 

*  "  Her  whose  mercliant  sons  were  kings."  Collins. 

^  To  judge  of  the  liherahty  of  these  notions  of  dress  we  must  advert 
to  the  days  of  Qresham,  and  the  consternation  which  a  phsenomenon 
habited  like  the  merchant  here  described  would  have  excited  among  the 
flat  round  caps,  and  cloth  stockings,  upon  Change,  when  those  "  original 
argum^its  or  tokens  of  a  citizen's  vocation  were  in  fashion  not  more  for 
thrift  and  usefulness  than  for  distinction  and  grace."  The  blank  uniformity 
to  which  all  professional  distinctions  in  apparel  have  been  long  hastening, 
is  one  instance  of  the  decay  of  symbols  among  us,  which  whether  it  has 
contributed  or  not  to  make  us  a  more  intellectual,  has  certainly  made  us 
a  less  imaginative  people.  Shakspeare  knew  the  force  of  signs : — "  a  ma- 
lignant and  a  turban'd  Turk."  "  This  meal-cap  miller,"  says  the  author 
of  God's  Eeyenge  against  Murder,  to  express  lus  indi^iation  at  an  atro- 
cious outrage  committed  by  the  nuller  Herot  upon  the  person  of  the  fair 
Marieta. 
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Of  antiek  Donate :  atiU  my  Bpaniel  slept. 

Still  on  went  I ;  first,  an  git  anvma ; 

Then,  an  it  were  mortal.     0  hold,  hold ;  at  that 

They  're  at  hrain-huffets,  fell  by  the  ears  amain 

Peltmell  together :  still  my  Bpaniel  alept. 

Then,  whether  'twere  corporeal,  local,  ns'd, 

.Er  tradaee,  but  whether  't  bad  free  wiH 

Or  no,  hot  philoBophera 

Stood  bandmg  iactiona,  all  so  strongly  propp'd, 

I  stagger' i1,  knew  not  which  was  fmner  part. 

But  thought,  quoted,  read,  observed,  and  pryed, 

StufTd  noting-books :  and  atiD  my  spaniel  slept. 

At  length  he  waked,  and  jawn'd ;  and  by  yon  sky, 

For  aught  I  know  he  knew  as  much  as  I, 

Freparatioiufor  SeeoTid  SapHitl), 
Now  is  Albano's'  marriage-bed  new  hung 
With  fresh  rich  curtains ;  now  are  my  valence  up, 
Imbost  with  orient  pearl,  my  grandsire'a  gift ; 
Ncpw  are  the  lawn  aheete  fumed  with  violets, 
To  fi«ah  the  paU'd  lascivious  appetite; 
Now  work  the  cooka,  the  pastry  sweats  vrith  slaveB, 
The  march-panea  glitter  ;  now,  now  the  muaieiona 
Hover  with  nimble  aticka  o'er  aqueaking  crowds', 
Tickling  the  dried  guta  of  a  mewing  cat : 
The  tailors,  starcbera,  Bemstera,  butchers,  poulterera, 
Mercers,  all,  all — —none  think  on  me. 


Imperial  Cajaar,  at  your  aacred  charge 
1  drew  a  milk-white  ox  into  the  temple, 
And  turning  there  his  face  into  the  East 
(TearfiiUv  shaking  at  the  abining  light) 
Down  foil  his  homed  forehead  to  his  hoof. 

■  Albano,  the  first  husband,  spcnkB ;  Bupposed  dead. 
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When  I  began  to  greet  him  with  the  stroke 
That  should  prepare  him  for  the  holy  rites, 
With  hideous  roars  he  laid  out  such  a  throat 
As  made  the  secret  lurkings  of  the  god 
To  answer  echo-like  in  threatening  sounds : 
I  struck  again  at  him,  and  then  he  slept ; 
His  life-blood  boiling  out  at  every  wound 
In  streams  as  clear  as  any  liquid  ruby. 

the  beast  cut  up,  and  laid  on  the  altar. 

His  limbs  were  all  lick'd  up  with  instant  flames ; 
Kot  Hke  the  elemental  fire  that  bums 
In  household  uses,  lamely  struggling  up. 
This  way  and  that  way  winding  as  it  rises. 
But  right  and  upright  reach' d  his  proper  sphere 
Where  bums  the  fire  eternal  and  smcere. 

Joy  unexpected,  best. 

Joys  unexpected,  and  in  desperate  plight. 

Are  still  most  sweet,  and  prove  from  mience  the}*  come ; 

When  earth's  still  moon-uke  confidence  in  joy 

Is  at  her  full :  true  joy  descending  far 

Prom  past  her  sphere,  and  from  that  highest  heaven 

That  moves  and  is  not  moved. 

Inward  Help  the  "best  Help, 

I  wiU  stand  no  more 

On  others'  legs,  nor  build  one  joy  without  me. 

If  ever  I  be  worth  a  house  again, 

I  '11  build  all  iuward :  not  a  light  shall  ope 

The  common  out-way :  no  expense,  no  ait, 

No  ornament,  no  door,  will  I  use  there ; 

But  raise  all  plain  and  rudely  like  a  rampire. 

Against  the  Mse  society  of  men. 

That  still  batters 

All  reason  piece-meal ;  and,  for  earthly  greatness 

All  heavenly  comforts  rarefies  to  air. 

I  '11  therefore  live  in  dark ;  and  all  my  light, 

Like  ancient  temples,  let  in  at  my  top. 

That  were  to  turn  one's  back  to  all  the  world, 

And  only  look  at  heaven. 

When  our  diseased  affections 


Harmful  to  human  freedom,  and  atorm-like 
InlemDg  darknesa  to  the  infected  mind, 
Oppreas  our  coiuforta  ;  'tis  but  letting  in 
The  light  of  reason,  and  a  purer  spirit 
Take  in  another  way;  like  rooma  that  fight 
With  windows  'gainst  the  wind,  yet  let  in  light. 


BUSSr  D'AMBOIS:   A  TRAGEDY,  BY  GEOB0B  CHAPMAN. 

A  SiaitHu  (or  Meaienger)  in  the  pretence  of  Sing  ITeiiry  the  Third  ig 
F^^tnce  and  hU  cottri  t£lU  t^  manner  of  a  coti^atj  to  vhivh  he  vol 
Kitnes),  of  three  to  iHree  !  in  vihicliXfAmbou  remained  aolerarvitKtrf 
begun  upitn  an  affVont  patted  upon  IfAmboia  by  some  eevrtieri. 

Hbnet,  Q-uibe,  Beatttke,  Ntjntius,  &c. 

2funtiua.  I  aaw  fierce  D'Amhoia  and  his  two  braye  friends 
Enter  the  field,  and  at  their  heels  their  foes. 
Which  were  the  famous  soldiers,  Barrisor, 
L'Anou,  and  Pyrrhot,  great  in  deeds  of  arms  : 
All  which  arrived  at  the  eveneat  piece  of  earth 
The  field  afforded,  the  three  challengera 
Turn'd  head,  drew  all  their  rapiere,  and  stood  rank'd; 
When  face  to  face  the  three  defendants  met  them. 
Alike  prepared,  and  resolute  alike. 
Like  honnres  of  contributory  wood 
Every  man's  look  ahow'd,  fed  with  other's  spirit ; 
Am  one  had  been  a  mirror  to  another, 
Like  tbnna  of  life  and  death  each  took  trom  other ; 
And  so  were  life  and  death  mix'd  at  their  heights. 
That  you  could  see  no  fear  of  death  (for  life) 
Not  love  of  life  (for  death)  ;  but  in  their  browa 
Pyrrho'a  opinion  in  great  letters  ahone ; 
That  "  life  and  death  in  all  respects  are  one." 

Semy.  Paas'd  there  no  sort  of  words  at  their  encounter  ? 

iPiwift'a*.  As  Hector  'twist  the  hosts  of  Greece  and  Troy, 
When  Paris  and  the  Spartan  king  should  end 
The  nine  years'  war,  held  up  hia  oraaen  lance 
For  signal  that  both  boats  should  cense  from  arms, 
And  hear  him  apeak ;  so  Barrisor  (advised) 
Advanced  his  naked  rapier  'twist  both  sides, 
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Bipp*d  up  the  quarrel,  and  compared  six  lives 

Then  laid  in  balance  with  six  idle  words ; 

Offer' d  remission  and  contrition  too : 

Or  else  that  he  and  D'Amboia  might  conclude 

The  others'  dangers.    D' Ambois  liked  the  last : 

But  Barrisor's  friends  (being  equally  engaged 

In  the  main  quarrel)  never  would  expose 

His  life  alone  to  that  they  aU  deserved. 

And  (for  the  other  offer  of  remission) 

D'Ambois  (that  like  a  laurel  put  in  fire 

Sparkled  and  spit)  did  much  much  more  than  scorn 

That  his  wrong  should  incense  him  so  like  chaff 

To  go  so  soon  out,  and,  like  lighted  paper, 

Approve  his  spirit  at  once  both  fire  and  ashes : 

So  drew  they  lots,  and  in  them  fates  appointed 

That  Barrisor  should  fight  with  fiery  D'Ambois ; 

Pyrrhot  with  Melynell ;  with  Brisac  L' Anou : 

And  then  like  flame  and  powder  they  commix' d, 

So  sprightly,  that  I  wish'd  they  had  been  spirits ; 

That  the  ne'er-shutting  wounds,  they  needs  must  open, 

Might  as  they  open'd  shut,  and  never  kill^ 

But  D'Ambois'  sword  (that  lighten'd  as  it  flew) 

Shot  like  a  pointed  comet  at  the  face 

Of  manly  Barrisor ;  and  there  it  stuck : 

Thrice  pluck' d  he  at  it,  and  thrice  drew  on  thrusts 

From  mm,  that  of  himself  was  free  as  fire ; 

Who  thrust  still,  as  he  pluck' d,  yet  (past  belief) 

He  with  his  subtile  eye,  hand,  body,  'scaped ; 

At  last  the  deadly  bitten  point  tugg'd  oftj 

On  fell  his  yet  undaunted  foe  so  fiercely 

That  (only  made  more  horrid  with  his  wound) 

Gh-eat  D'Ambois  shrunk,  and  gave  a  little  ground : 

But  soon  return' d,  redoubled  in  his  danger, 

And  at  the  heart  of  Barrisor  seal'd  his  anger. 

Then,  as  in  Arden  I  have  seen  an  oak 

Long  shook  with  tempests,  and  his  lofty  top 

Bent  to  his  root,  which  being  at  length  made  loose 

(Even  groaning  with  his  weight)  he  'gan  to  nod 

This  way  and  that,  as  loath  Ms  curled  brows 

'  One  can  hardly  bdieye  but  that  these  lines  were  written  after  Milton 
lad  described  his  warrinff  angels. 
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(Which  he  had  oft  wrapt  in  the  sky  with  Htom^^ 
Should  rtoop ;  and  yet,  his  radical  fibres  burst, 
Stonn-like  he  fell,  and  hid  the  fear-cold  earth : 
So  fell  stout  BarrisoF,  that  had  stood  the  Bhocks 
Often  Bet  hattles  in  your  highness'  war 
'Gainst  the  sole  soldier  of  the  world  Jfavarre. 

OuUe.  O  piteous  and  horrid  murder ! 

Seaupre.  8ueh  a  life  

Methinks  had  met^  in  it  to  survive 

Henru.  Such  often  soonest  end. 

Thy  felt  report  calls  on ;  we  long  to  know 
On  what  events  the  other  have  arrived. 

NuTttim.  Sorrow  and  fury,  like  two  opposite  fumes 
Met  in  the  upper  region  of  a  cloud, 
At  the  report  made  oy  this  worthy's  fall. 
Brake  from  the  earth,  and  with  them  pose  revenge, 
Entering  with  fresh  powers  his  two  noble  frienda : 
And  under  that  odds  fell  surcharged  Brisac, 
The  friend  of  D'Ambois,  before  fierce  L'Anou ; 
Which  D'Ambois  seeing;  as  I  once  did  see. 
In  my  young  travels  through  Armenia, 
An  angry  unicorn  in  his  fiill  career 
Charge  with  too  swift  a,  foot  a  jeweller 
That  watch'd  him  for  the  treasure  of  his  browj:i 
And,  ere  he  could  get  shelter  of  a  tree, 
Nail  him  with  his  rich  antler  to  the  earth ; 
So  D'Ambois  ran  upon  revenged  L'Anou, 
Who  eyeing  the  eager  point  borne  in  his  fae^J 
And  giving  back,  fell  back,  and  in  his  fall       '  I 
His  ibe's  uncurbed  sword  stopp'd  in  his  heartiJ 
By  which  time,  all  the  life-strings  of  the  two  other 
Were  cut,  and  both  fell  (as  their  spirit  flew) 
Upwards ;  and  still  hunt  honour  at  the  view. 
And  now,  of  all  the  six,  sole  D'Ambois  stood 
Untouch'd,  save  only  with  the  others'  blood. 

Henry.  All  slain  outright  but  he  P 

JSuntius.  All  slain  outright  but  he : 

Who  kneeling  in  the  wai'm  lil'e  of  his  friends 
(All  freckled  with  the  blood  his  rapier  rain'd) 
He  kias'd  their  pale  lips,  and  bade  both  farewell. 
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False  Oreatne99. 


As  cedars  beaten  with  continual  storms, 

So  great  men  flourish ;  and  do  imitate 

IJnskilfiil  statuaries,  who  suppose, 

In  forming  a  colossus,  if  they  make  him 

Straddle  enough,  strut,  and  look  big,  and  gape. 

Their  work  is  goodly :  so  men  merely  great, 

In  their  aflected  gravity  of  voice, 

Sourness  of  countenance,  manners'  cruelty. 

Authority,  wealth,  and  aJl  the  spawn  of  fortune, 

Think  they  bear  aJl  the  kingdom's  worth  before  them ; 

Yet  differ  not  from  those  colossic  statues, 

"Which,  with  heroic  forms  without  o'erspread, 

Within  are  naught  but  mortar,  flint,  and  lead. 

Virtue. — Policy, 
as  great  seamen  using  all  their  wealth 


And  skills  in  Neptune's  deep  invisible  paths. 

In  tall  ships  richly  built  and  ribb'd  with  brass, 

To  put  a  girdle  roimd  about  the  world ; 

When  they  have  done  it,  coming  near  the  haven. 

Are  fain  to  give  a  warning  piece,  and  call 

A  poor  staid  fisherman  that  never  pass'd 

His  country's  sight,  to  waft  and  guide  them  in ; 

So  when  we  wander  furthest  through  the  waves 

Of  glassy  glory,  and  the  gulfs  of  state, 

Topp'd  with  all  titles,  spreading  all  our  reaches, 

As  if  each  private  arm  would  sphere  the  earth, 

We  must  to  Virtue  for  her  guide  resort. 

Or  we  shall  shipwreck  in  our  safest  port. 

Nick  of  Time, 

There  is  a  deep  nick  in  Time's  restless  wheel 

For  each  man's  good,  when  which  nick  comes,  it  strikes 

As  rhetoric  yet  works  not  persuasion, 

But  only  is  a  mean  to  make  it  work ; 

So  no  man  riseth  by  his  real  merit. 

But  when  it  cries  clink  in  his  Eaiser's  spirit. 
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Difference  of  the  EnglUh  aad  IVench  Court*. 
Henbt.    Gttise.    Montsueey. 

&uiie.  I  like  not  their'  court  fashion;  it  ia  too  GreBt-&Uen 
In  all  observance,  making  demigods 
Of  their  great  nobies,  and  of  their  old  queen' 
An  ever  young  and  moat  immortal  goddess, 

Mont.  No  queation  she  'a  the  rarest  queen  in  Europe, 

Ouige.  But  what  'h  that  to  her  immoi-tahty  ? 

Heiiru.  AsBore  you,  cousin  G-uise ;  so  great  a  courtier. 
So  full  of  Tuajesty  and  royal  parts, 
Ko  queen  in  Chriatendom  may  vaunt  herself. 
Her  court  approves  it.     That  'a  a  court  indeed ; 
Not  mis'd  with  clowneries  used  in  common  houses: 
But,  as  courts  should  be,  the  abstracts  of  their  Idngdoi 
In  all  the  beauty,  state,  and  worth  they  hold. 
So  is  her's  amply,  and  by  her  infonn'd. 
The  world  ia  not  contracted  in  a  man, 
With  more  proportion  and  espression, 
Thau  in  her  court  her  kiogdom.     Our  French  court 
Is  a  mere  mirror  of  confusion  to  it. 
The  king  and  subject,  lord  and  every  slave. 
Dance  a  continu^  hay.     Our  rooms  of  state 
Kept  like  our  stablea :  no  place  more  observed 
Than  a  rude  market-place ;  and  though  our  custom 
Keep  his  assured  confusion  Irom  our  eyes, 
'Tia  ne'er  the  leas  easentially  unsightly. 


BTRON'8  CONSPIKACY.    BY  GEORGE  CHAPM.4N. 
Bgroa  described, 

he  is  a  man 

Of  matchless  valour,  and  was  ever  happy 
In  all  encounters,  which  were  still  made  good 
With  an  unwearied  sense  of  any  toU ; 
Havine  continued  fourteen  days  together 
Upon  nis  horse ;  his  blood  is  not  voluptuouB, 
»  The  English.  •  Qiioen  EUrabeth. 
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Nor  mucli  inclined  to  women ;  his  desires 

Are  liigher  tlian  his  state ;  and  his  deserts 

Not  much  short  of  the  most  he  can  desire, 

If  they  be  weigh'd  with  what  France  feels  by  them. 

He  is  past  measure  glorious :  and  that  humour 

Is  fit  to  feed  his  spirit,  whom  it  possesseth 

With  fisdth  in  any  error ;  chiefly  where 

Men  blow  it  up  with  praise  of  his  perfections : 

The  taste  whereof  in  him  so  soothes  his  palate, 

And  takes  up  all  his  appetite,  that  offc  tunes 

He  will  refuse  his  meat,  and  company, 

To  feast  alone  with  their  most  strong  conceit. 

Ambition  also  cheek  by  cheek  doth  march 

With  that  excess  of  glory,  both  sustain' d 

With  an  unlimited  fancy,  that  the  king. 

Nor  France  itself,  without  him  can  subsist. 

M&^9  glories  eclipsed  when  they  turn  traitors. 

As  when  the  moon  hath  comforted  the  night, 
And  set  the  world  in  silver  of  her  light, 
The  planets,  asterisms,  and  whole  state  of  heaven. 
In  beams  of  gold  descending :  all  the  wind^ 
Bound  up  in  caves,  charged  not  to  drive  abroad 
Their  cloudy  heads :  a  universal  peace 
(Proclaim' d  in  silence)  of  the  quiet  earth : 
Soon  as  her  hot  and  dry  fumes  are  let  loose. 
Storms  and  clouds  mixing  suddenly  put  out 
The  eyes  of  all  those  glories ;  the  creation 
Tum'd  into  chaos ;  and  we  then  desire. 
For  all  our  joy  of  life,  the  death  of  sleep. 
So  when  the  glories  of  our  lives  (men's  loves, 
Clear  consciences,  our  fames  and  loyalties) , 
That  did  us  worthy  comfort,  are  eclipsed ; 
Grief  and  disgrace  invade  us ;  and  for  all 
Our  night  of  life  besides,  our  misery  craves 
Dark  earth  would  ope  and  hide  us  in  our  graves. 

Ofpimon  the  Scale  of  Good  or  Bad. 

there  is  no  truth  of  any  good 

To  be  discern' d  on  earth ;  and,  by  conversion, 
Naught  therefore  simply  bad :  but  as  the  stuiff 
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Prepared  for  arras  picturee,  is  no  picture 
Till  it  be  Ibrm'd,  and  man  hath  cast  the  beama 
Of  hia  imaginous  fancy  thorough  it, 
In  forming  ancient  kings  and  conquerors 
Ah  he  conceiyeB  they  look'd  and  were  attired, 
Though  they  were  nothing  ao ;  80  all  things  here 
Have  all  their  price  set  down  fiwm  men's  conceits ; 
"Which  m^e  all  terms  and  actions  good  or  bad. 
And  are  but  pliant  and  well-colour'd  threads 
Put  into  feigned  imagea  of  truth. 

Insinuating  Marmeri, 

We  must  have  these  lures,  when  we  hawk  for  Mends  i 

And  wind  about  them  like  a  subtile  riTer, 

That,  seeming  only  to  run  on  his  course,  ' 

Doth  search  yet,  as  he  runs,  and  still  0nda  out 

The  eaaieat  parts  of  entry  on  the  shore, 

Gliding  so  slily  by,  as  scarce  it  touch'd, 

Tet  still  eats  something  in  it. 

The  Stars  not  able  toforeaiuiiB  any  tiiag, 
I  am  a  nobler  substance  than  the  stars : 
And  ahWl  the  baser  over-rule  the  better  ? 
Or  are  tliey  better  since  they  are  the  bigger? 
I  have  a  will,  and  iaculties  of  choice, 
To  do  or  not  to  do ;  and  reason  why 
I  do  or  not  do  this  ;  the  stars  have  none. 
They  know  not  why  they  shine,  more  than  this  taper, 
Not  how  they  work,  nor  what.    I  '11  change  my  coutBej 
1  '11  piecemeal  pull  the  frame  of  all  my  thoughts 
And  where  are  all  your  Caput  Algols  then? 
Tour  planets  all  being  underneath  the  earth 
At  my  nativity, — what  can  thej^do  ? 
MaUgnant  in  aspects !  in  bloody  houses ! 

Th«  Master  Spirit. 
Give  me  a  spirit  that  on  life's  rough  sea 
Loves  to  have  hia  sails  fill'd  with  a  luaty  wind, 
Ev'n  till  his  sail-yarda  tremble,  hia  mast  crack. 
And  his  rapt  ship  run  on  her  side  so  low, 
That  ahe  drinks  water,  and  her  keel  ploughs  air. 
There  is  no  danger  to  a  man,  that  knows 
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What  life  and  death  is :  there 's  not  any  law 
Exceeds  his  knowledge ;  neither  is  it  lawful 
That  he  should  stoop  to  any  other  law : 
He  goes  before  them,  and  commands  them  all,  ( 
That  to  himself  is  a  law  rational.  — ^ 

A  VUe  Naiures  in  JERgh  Places. 

foolish  statuaries, 

That  und^  little  saiats  suppose^  great  bases, 

Make  less  (to  sense)  the  saints  :  and  so,  where  fortune 

Advanceth  vile  minds  to  states  great  and  noble, 

She  much  the  more  exposeth  them  to  shame ; 

Not  able  to  make  good,  and  fill  their  bases 

With  a  conformed  structure. 

Iwnocefice  the  Sa/rmony  of  the  Faculties, 

Innocence,  the  sacred  amulet 

'Gainst  all  the  poisons  of  infirmity. 

Of  aU  misfortune,  injury,  and  death : 

That  makes  a  man  in  tune  still  in  himself; 

Free  from  the  hell  to  be  his  own  accuser ; 

Ever  in  qidet,  endless  joy  enjoying, 

No  strife  nor  no  sedition  in  his  powers ;    ' 

No  motion  in  his  will  against  his  reason ; 

No  thought  'gainst  thought ;  nor  (as  'twere  in  the  confines 

Of  wishing  and  repenting)  doth  possess 

Only  a  wayward  and  tumultuous  peace : 

But,  all  pMrts  in  him  friendly  and  secure, 

IVuitfiil  of  all  best  things  in  all  worst  seasons, 

He  can  with  every  wish  be  in  their  plenty ; 

When  the  infectious  gmlt  of  one  foul  crime 

Destroys  the  free  content  of  all  our  time. 


BYRON'S  TRAaEDY.  BY  aEORaE  CHAPMAN. 

King  Senry  the  Fourth  of  France  blesses  the  young  Dauphin, 

My  royal  blessing,  and  the  King  of  Heaven 
Make  thee  an  aged  and  a  happy  king ! 
Help,  nurse,  to  put  my  sword  mto  his  hand. 

^  Put  under. 
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Hold,  boy,  by  this ;  and  with  it  may  thy  arm 

Cut  from  thy  tree  of  rule  all  traitorous  branches^ 

Til  at  atrive  to  shadow  and  eclipae  tfay  glories. 

Have  thy  old  father's  angel  for  thy  guide, 

Eedoubled  be  bis  spirit  in  tby  breast ; 

Who,  when  this  state  ran  like  a  turbnleat  sea. 

In  civil  hateB  and  bloody  enmity. 

Their  wratba  and  envies  (like  ao  many  winds) 

Settled  and  burst:  and  like  the  halcyon's  birth 

Be  thine,  to  bring  a  calm  upon  the  shore ; 

In  which  the  eyes  of  war  may  ever  sleep, 

Aa  over-watch'd  with  former  masBaeres, 

When  guilty  mad  noblesse  fed  on  noblesse, 

All  the  sweet  plenty  of  the  realm  exhausted ; 

When  the  naked  merchant  was  pursued  for  spoil ; 

When  the  poor  peasants  frighted  neediest  thieves 

With  their  pnle  leanneBs,  nothing  left  on  them 

But  mea^  carcases,  sustain'd  with  air. 

Wandering  like  ghosts  affrighted  from  their  graves; 

"When,  with  the  often  and  inceBsaot  Bounds 

The  very  beasts  knew  the  alamin  bell, 

And  hearing  it  ran  bellowing  to  their  home ; 

From  which  unchristian  broils  and  homicides 

Let  the  religious  sword  of  justice  free 

Thee,  and  thy  kingdoms,  govem'd  after  me ; 

O  Heaven !    Or  if  the  unsettled  blood  of  France, 

With  ease  and  wealth,  renew  her  civil  furies, 

Let  all  my  powers  be  emptied  in  my  aon ; 

To  curb  and  end  them  all  as  I  have  done. 

Let  him  by  virtue  quite  out  off  from  Fortune 

Her  feather'd  ahouldera,  and  her  winged  shoes. 

And  thrust  from  her  light  feet  her  turning  atone ; 

That  ahe  may  ever  tarry  by  bis  throne. 

And  of  his  worth  let  alter  agea  aay, 

(He  fighting  for  the  land,  and  bringing  home 

just  conquests,  loaden  with  hia  enemies'  spoils,) 

His  father  pass'd  all  France  in  martial  deeds, 

But  he  his  rather  twenty  times  exceeds, 

What  tne  hane,  tne  slight ;  tahat  ise  waal,  tue  thiitii  kkvUmL 

ae  a,  man,  match'd  witk  a  lovtdy  wiie, 
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When  his  most  heavenly  theory  of  her  beauties 
Is  dull'd  and  quite  exhausted  with  his  practice, 
He  brings  her  forth  to  feasts,  where  he,  alas ! 
Palls  to  his  yiands  with  no  thought  like  others, 
That  think  him  blest  in  her ;  and  they,  poor  men, 
Court,  and  make  faces,  offer  service,  sweat 
"With  their  desires'  contention,  break  their  brains 
For  jests  and  tales,  sit  mute,  and  loose  their  looks, 
Par  out  of  wit  and  out  of  countenance. 
So  aU  men  else  do,  what  they  have,  transplant ; 
And  place  their  wealth  in  thirst  of  what  they  want. 

SolUoqwf  of  King  Sewry  deUberating  on  the  death  of  a  traitor. 

O  thou  that  govern' st  the  keen  swords  of  kings, 

Direct  my  arm  in  this  important  stroke ; 

Or  hold  it,  being  advanced :  the  weight  of  blood. 

Even  in  the  basest  subject,  doth  exact 

Deep  consultation  in  the  highest  king : 

For  in  one  subject,  death's  unjust  aflSights, 

Passions,  and  pains,  though  he  be  ne'er  so  poor, 

Ask  more  remorse,  than  the  voluptuous  spleens 

Of  aU  kings  in  the  world  deserve  respect. 

He  should  be  bom  grey-headed,  that  will  bear 

The  weight  of  empire.     Judgment  of  the  life, 

Free  state,  and  reputation,  of  a  man, 

(K  it  be  just  and  worthy,)  dwells  so  dark, 

That  it  denies  access  to  sun  and  moon : 

The  soul's  eye,  sharpen'd  with  that  sacred  Hghfc 

Of  whom  the  sun  itself  is  but  a  beam. 

Must  only  give  that  judgment.     O,  how  much 

Err  those  Wngs  then,  that  play  with  life  and  death ; 

And  nothing  put  into  their  serious  states 

But  humour  an3.  their  lusts ;  for  which  alone 

Men  long  for  kingdoms :  whose  huge  counterpoise 

In  cares  and  dangers  could  a  fool  comprise. 

He  would  not  be  a  king,  but  would  be  wise ! 

[Tlie  selections  which  I  have  made  from  this  poet  are  sufficient  to 
give  an  idea  of  that  "  full  and  heightened  slyle"  which  Webster  makes 
oharacteristio  of  Chapman.  Of  aS  the  English  play-writers,  Chapman 
perhaps  approaches  nearest  to  Shakspeare  in  the  descriptive  and  didactic, 
m  passages  which  are  less  purely  dramatic.    Dramatic  imitation  was  not 
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hia  talent.  He  oould  not  go  out  of  liimBelf,  as  SlialupEare  mmld  shift  at 
pleasure,  to  inform  &ad  Buiiuatti  other  exiBU.'aGe?,  but  in  himHelf  he  had 
an  Bje  Ui  p^cdvB  and  a  soul  to  embrace  all  fornia.  He  nould  hare  mada 
a  great  opic  poet,  if  indeed  he  has  not  abundantly  Ehown  himself  1o  bo 
one;  Ibr  his  Homer  ie  not  bo  properl;  a  trajislation  as  the  Btoriea  of 
Achilles  and  UIjbsos  re-wrilteD.  The  oimestnegs  and  passion  whidi  ha 
has  pat  into  every  part  of  these  poems  would  be  incredible  to  s  Teader  of 
mere  modem  trannlatiotu.  Hia  almost  Oreek  zool  for  thi;  honour  of  hia 
heroes  is  oqIj  parallaled  bjthutfiercespiritof  Hebruwbigotty,  with  wliich 
Milton,  ae  if  personating  one  of  the  zealots  of  the  old  low,  clothed  himeelf 
when  he  sat  donn  to  paint  the  acts  of  Samson  against  (he  UDcircum- 
oised.  The  great  obsCaclo  to  Chapmiui'a  translationa  being  road  is  their 
unoonqueraue  quBintoeaB.  He  pours  oat  in  the  same  breath  the  a 
JDst  and  natural  and  the  most  violent  and  forced  eipresBiotis.  He  set 
to  grasp  whatever  words  come  first  to  hand  dunng  the  impetus  of  ini 
ralioo,  OB  if  oU  other  must  be  inadequate  to  the  divine  meaning.  But 
poasion  (the  all  in  all  in  poeti^)  is  everywhere  present,  raising  the  low, 
digniffii^  the  mean,  and  puttmg  sense  into  the  ahflurd.  Ho  makes  hia 
readers  glow,  weep,  tremble,  take  any  affection  which  ho  pleasm,  be  moved 
bf  war£i  or  in  spite  of  them,  be  disgusted  and  overcDme  their  disgust. 
I  haye  often  thought  that  the  vulgar  misconceptioQ  of  Shakspoare,  o^  of 
a  wild  irregular  geoius  "  in  whom  grtat  iknlts  are  eompensated  by  great 
beauties,"  nould  be  really  true,  applied  to  Chapman.  But  there  is  no 
scale  by  which  tobaLmcB  such  disproportionate  suhjects  aa  the  fimitaancl 
beauties  of  a  great  genius.  To  aot  off  the  formor  with  any  feimess  ogainst 
the  latter,  the  pain  whioh  they  give  us  should  be  in  some  proportion  ' 
the  pleasure  which  we  receive  from  the  other.  As  these  transport  ui 
The  highest  heaven,  those  should  steep  us  in  agonies  infernal.] 


A  CHALLENGE  FOB  BEAUTY.    BY  THOMAS  HEYWOOD. 

pBtrocella,  a  fair  Spataii  lady,  tova  Montferreri,  an  jPyiu*  tea  eap- 
iaiti,  alio  it  caipiiBe  to  VaUadauTo,  a  noble  Spamarii, —  Valladaiira 
lonei  the  ladg  j  and  enplo^i  Moalferrert  to  be  lis  meesenger  of  iUf 
loxit  to  her, 

Fetboceli^.    Montfebexbs. 

Fef.  WLat  art  thou  in  thy  country  ? 

Mont.  There,  a  man. 

Fel.  "What  here  ? 

Mont.  No  better  tban  yon  see  j  a  slave. 

ret.  Whose? 

Mont.  His  that  hath  redeem' d  me. 

Pet.  Valladaura'B?' 

Munt.  Tea,  I  proclaiin  't ;  I  that  ■ 
Am  uow  become  his  creature. 
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P(rf.  Iperoenre, 

Your  ooming  is  to  make  me  think  you  noble 

Would  yoa  persuade  me  deem  tout  friend  a  god  ? 

Tor  only  sucli  make  men.    Are  you  a  gentleman  ? 
Jlant,  Not  here ;  for  I  am  all  dejectedness, 

Gaptare  to  fortune,  and  a  slaTO  to  want ; 

I  cannot  call  these  clothes  I  wear  mine  own ; 

I  do  not  eat  but  at  another's  cost ; 

This  air  I  breathe  is  borrow'd ;  ne*er  was  man 

So  poor  and  abject.    I  have  not  so  much 

In  all  this  uniyerse  as  a  thing  to  leare, 

Or  a  country  I  can  freely  boost  is  mine. 

My  essence  and  my  being  is  another's. 

'What  should  I  say  ?    I  am  not  anything ; 

And  I  possess  as  Uttle. 
J?ee.  Tell  me  that? 

Come,  come,  I  know  you  to  be  no  such  man. 

You  are  a  soldier  valiant  and  renown' d ; 

Your  carriage  tried  by  land,  and  proved  at  sea ; 

Of  which  I  have  heard  such  fiill  expression, 

No  contradiction  can  persuade  you  less ; 

And  in  this  faith  I  am  constant. 
JI£ont.  A  mere  worm. 

Trod  on  by  every  fate. 
Pet,  Eaised  by  yoijr  merit 

To  be  a  common  argument  through  Spain, 

And  speech  at  princes'  tables,  for  your  worth ; 

Your  presence  when  you  please  to  expose  *t  abroad 

Attracts  all  eyes,  and  draws  them  after  you ; 

And  those  that  understand  you,  call  their  friends, 

And  pointing  through  the  street  say,  This  is  he 

This  IS  that  brave  and  noble  Englishman, 

Whom  soldiers  strive  to  make  their  precedent, 

And  other  men  their  wonder. 
3i£ont,  This  your  scorn 

Makes  me  appear  more  abject  to  myself, 
^     Than  all  diseases  I  have  tasted  yet 

Had  power  to  asperse  upon  me ;  and  yet,  lady, 

I  could  say  something,  durst  I. 
Pet,  Speak  't  at  once. 
Mont,  And  yet  — ^ 
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'Pet.  Nay,  but  we  '11  admit  no  pause. 

Mont.  I  know  not  how  my  phraBe  may  relish  yo 

And  loath  I  were  to  oftend ;  eyen  in  what  'i 

I  must  confess  I  waa  too  bold.     Farewell ; 

I  ahall  no  more  distaste  you. 
Pet.  Sir,  you  do  not ; 

I  do  proelajm  yon  do  not.     Stay,  I  charge  you 

Or,  as  you  say  you  have  been  fortune's  acorn, 

So  ever  prove  to  woman. 
Moat.  Yon  charge  deeply, 

And  yet  now  I  betliink  me 

Pet.  As  yon  are  a  soldier. 

And  Englishman,  have  hope  to  be  redeem'd 

From  this  your  scorned  bondage  you  sustain; 

Have  comfort  in  your  mother  and  iair  sister; 

Eenown  ao  blazed  in  the  ears  of  Spain ; 

Hope  to  rebreathe  that  air  you  tasted  first ; 

So  tell  me  — 
Mont  What? 
Pet.  Tour  apprehension  catch'd. 

And  almost  waa  in  aheaf 

Mont.  Lady,  I  shall. 

Pet,  And  in  a  word. 

Mont.    I  will. 

Pet.  Pronounce  it  then, 

Mont.  I  love  vou. 

Pet.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mont.  Still  it  ia  my  misery 

Thus  to  be  mock'd  in  all  things. 
Pet.  Pretty,  faith. 
Mont.  I  look'd  thus  to  be  laugh'd  at ;  my  estate 

And  fortunes,  I  confess,  deserve  no  leas ; 

That  made  me  so  unwilling  to  denounce 

Mine  own  deriaions  !  but,  alas  I  I  find 

No  nation,  ses,  complexion,  birth,  degree, 

But  jest  at  want,  and  mock  at  misery. 
Pet.  Love  me? 
Mont.  I  do,  I  do ;  and  maugre  fate. 

And  spite  of  all  ainiater  evO,  shall. 

And  now  I  charge  you,  by  that  filial  zeal 
You  owe  your  father,  by  the  memory 
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Of  your  dear  mother,  by  the  joys  you  hope 
Li  blessed  marriage,  by  the  fortunate  issue 
Stored  in  your  womb,  by  these  and  all  things  else 
That  you  can  style  with  goodness ;  instantly. 
Without  evasion,  trick,  or  circumstance, 
N^,  least  premeditation  answer  me. 
Affect  you  me,  or  no  ? 

Fet,  How  speak  you  that  ? 

Mont  Without  demur  or  pause. 

^et.  Give  me  but  time 
To  sleep  upon  't. 

Mowt.  I  pardon  you  no  minute ;  not  so  much, 
As  to  apparel  the  least  phrase  you  speak. 
Speak  in  the  shortest  sentence. 

J?et,  Ton  have  vanquished  me. 

At  mine  own  weapon :  noble  sir,  I  love  you : 
And  what  my  hesu<t  durst  never  tell  my  tongue, 
Lest  it  should  blab  my  thoughts,  at  last  I  speak. 
And  iterate ;  I  love  you. 

Mont.  O,  my  happiness ! 

What  wilt  thou  feel  me  still  ?  art  thou  not  weary 
Of  making  me  thy  May-game,  to  possess  me 
Of  such  a  treasure's  mighty  magazine, 
l^ot  suffer  me  to  enjoy  it ;  ta'en  with  this  hand. 
With  that  to  give  't  another  ? 

^et.  Tou  are  sad,  sir ; 

Be  so  no  more :  if  you  have  been  dejected, 

It  lies  in  me  to  mount  you  to  that  height 

You  could  not  aim  at  greater.    I  am  yours. 

These  Hps,  that  only  witness  it  in  air, 

Now  with  this  truth  confirm  it.  [hUaeB  hm» 

Mont.  I  was  bom  to  't ; 

And  it  shall  out  at  once. 

JPet.  Sir,  you  seem  passionate ; 
As  if  my  answer  pleased  not. 

Md»t.  Now  my  death ; 

For  mine  own  tongue  must  kill  me :  noble  lady, 
You  have  endear' d  me  to  you,  but  my  vow 
Was,  ne'er  to  match  with  any,  of  what  state 
Or  birth  soever,  till  before  the  contract 
Some  one  thing  I  impose  her. 
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Fat.  She  to  do  it 

Mont.  Or, 

I  to  abjure  her 

Pei.  1  am  ehe, 

That  beg  to  be  employ'd  ho  :  name  a  danger, 
"Whose  very  face  would  fright  all  womanhood, 
And  manhood  put  in  trance,  nay,  whose  SBpect 
Would  ague  such  as  should  but  hear  it  tola; 
But  to  the  sad  beholder,  prove  hie  those 
That  gazed  upon  Medusa's  snaky  locks. 
And  turn'd  them  into  marble :  these  and  morc^ 
Shoidd  you  but  speak 't,  I  'd  do. 

Mont.  And  swear  to  this  ? 

Pet.  I  vow  it  by  my  honour,  my  best  hopes. 

And  all  that  I  wish  gracious :  name  it  then. 
For  I  am  in  a  longing  in  my  soul, 
To  show  my  love's  expression. 

Mont.  You  shall  then 

Pet.  I  '11  do  it,  as  I  am  a  virgin : 

.  Lie  it  within  mortality,  I  'il  do  it. 

Mont.  Tou  Bhall 

Pet.  I  win  1  that  which  appears  in  you 
So  terrible  to  speak,  I  '11  joy  to  act  j 
And  take  pride  in  performance. 

Mont.  Then  you  shall 

Pet.  What,  soldier,  what  ? 

Moiit.  love  noble  Valladaura 

And  at  hia  soonest  appointment  roarry  hinL 

Pet.  Then  I  am  lost. 

MimcU  of  Beaati/. 

I  remember', 
There  Kved  a  Spanish  princess  of  our  name, 
An  Isabella  too,  and  not  long  since, 
"Who  trom  her  palace  windows  steadfastly 
Gazing  upon  the  sun,  her  hair  took  iire. 
Some  augurs  held  it  as  a  prodigy ; 
I  rather  think  she  was  Latoua's  brood, 
And  that  Apollo  coui'ted  her  bright  hair ; 
Else,  envying  that  her  tresses  put  down  his, 

'  A  proud  Spanish  princcBs  nJatca  thia. 
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He  scorcH'd  them  off  in  enyy :  nor  dare  I 
riVom  her  derived)  expose  me  to  his  beams ; 
liest,  as  he  bums  the  phoenix  in  her  nest, 
Made  of  the  sweetest  aromatic  wood, 
Either  in  love,  or  envy,  he  agree 
To  use  the  like  combustion  upon  me. 


THE  BOYAL  KINO  AIO)  THE  LOYAL  SUBJECT. 
BY  THOMAS  HEYWOOD. 

Nohle  Traitor, 

A  Persian  history 
I  read  of  late,  how  the  great  Sophy  once 
ilying  a  noble  falcon  at  the  heme. 
In  comes  by  chance  an  eagle  sousing  by : 
Which  when  the  hawk  espies,  leaves  her  first  game, 
And  boldly  ventures  on  the  king  of  birds ; 
Long  tugg'd  they  in  the  air,  till  at  the  length 
The  Mcon  (better  breathed)  seized  on  the  eagle. 
And  struck  it  dead.     The  barons  praised  the  bird. 
And  for  her  courage  she  was  peerless  held. 
The  emperor,  after  some  deliberate  thoughts. 
Made  her  no  less ;  he  caused  a  crown  of  gold 
To  be  new  framed,  and  fitted  to  her  head, 
In  honour  of  her  courage  :  then  the  bird, 
"With  great  applause,  was  to  the  market-place 
In  triumph  borne ;  where,  when  her  utmost  worth 
Had  been  proclaim' d,  the  common  executioner 
First  by  the  king's  command  took  off  her  crown. 
And  after  with  a  sword  struck  off  her  head, 
As  one  no  better  than  a  noble  traitor 
Unto  the  king  of  birds. 


A  WOMAN  BILLED  WITH  KINDNESS :  A  TEAGEDY, 

BY  THOMAS  HEYWOOD. 

Mr,  Franhford  discovers  that  Ms  Wife  has  been  unfaxthfal  to  him 

Mtb.  Fra.  O,  by  what  words,  what  title,  or  what  name 
Shall  I  entreat  your  pardon  ?    Pardon !  O ! 


M 
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I  am  08  far  &om  hoping  euch  eweet  grace, 
As  Lucifer  from  heaven.  To  call  you  hushand  ! 
(O  me  most  wretched !)  I  have  lost  that  name : 
I  am  no  more  your  wife. 

Fran.  Spare  thou  thy  tears,  for  I  wRl  weep  for  thee ; 
And  keep  thy  countenance,  for  I  '11  blush  for  thee. 
Now,  I  protest,  I  think,  'tis  I  am  tainted, 
i'or  I  am  most  ashamed ;  and  'tis  more  hard 
Por  me  to  look  upon  thy  guilty  face, 
Than  ou  the  sun's  clear  hrow;  what  wouldat  thou  speak  ? 

Mrs,  JFra.  I  would  I  had  no  tongue,  no  ears,  no  eyee. 
No  apprehension,  no  capacity. 
When  do  you  spurn  me  like  a  dog  ?  when  tread  me 
Under  feet  ?  when  drag  me  by  the  hair  ? 
Though  I  deserve  a  thousand  thousand  fold 
More  than  vou  can  inflict :  yet,  once  my  husband, 
For  womantood,  to  whieh  I  am  a  shame, 
Though  once  on  ornament ;  even  for  his  sake. 
That  hath  redeem'd  our  souls,  mark  not  my  face. 
Nor  hack  me  with  your  sword :  but  let  me  go 
Perfect  and  imdeformed  to  my  tomb. 
I  am  not  worthy  that  I  should  prevail 
In  the  least  suit ;  no,  not  to  speak  to  you. 
Nor  look  on  you,  nor  to  be  in  your  presence ; 
Tet  as  an  abject  this  one  suit  I  crave ; 
This  granted,  I  am  ready  for  my  grave. 

JVan.  My  God,  with  patience  arm  me !  rise,  nay,  riae. 
And  I  '11  debate  with  thee.     "Was  it  for  want 
Thou  play'dst  the  strumpet  ?     "Wast  thou  not  auppUed 
With  every  pleasure,  fashion,  and  new  toy ; 
Nay,  even  beyond  my  calling  ? 

Mrs.  Fra.  I  was. 

Fran.  Was  it  then  disabihty  in  me  p 

Or  in  thine  eye  seem'd  he  a  propcrer  man  ? 

Mrg.  Fra.   0  no. 

Fran   Did  not  I  lodge  thee  in  my  bosom  p 
Wear  thee  in  my  heart  ? 

Mr».  Fra.  Tou  did. 

Fran.  I  did  indeed,  witness  my  tears  I  did. 

Go  bring  my  infanta  hither.     O  Nan,  0  Naa; 
If  neither  tear  of  shame,  regard  of  honour, 
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The  blemish  of  my  house,  nor  my  dear  love, 
Could  have  withheld  thee  from  so  lewd  a  fsict, 
Yet  for  these  infants,  these  young  harmless  souls, 
On  whose  white  brows  thy  shame  is  character' d, 
And  grows  in  greatness  as  they  wax  in  years ; 
Look  but  on  them,  and  melt  away  in  tears. 
Away  with  them ;  lest  as  her  spotted  body 
Hath  stain'd  their  names  with  stripe  of  bastardy, 
So  her  adulterous  breath  may  blast  their  spirits 
With  her  infectious  thoughts.    Away  with  them. 

J/Lrn.  Fra,  In  this  one  life  I  die  ten  thousand  deaths. 

Fran,  Stand  up,  stand  up,  I  will  do  nothing  rashly. 
I  will  retire  awhile  mto  my  study. 
And  thou  shalt  hear  thy  sentence  presently.         [Exit, 

He  returns  with  CranweU  his  friend.     She  falls  on  her  knees. 

Fran,  My  words  are  register'd  in  heaven  already. 

With  patience  hear  me.     I  'U  not  martyr  thee, 

Nor  mark  thee  for  a  strumpet ;  but  with  usage 

Of  more  humility  torment  thy  soul, 

And  hill  thee  even  with  kindness. 
Cram,  Mr.  Frankford. 
Fram.  G-ood  Mr.  CranweU. — Woman,  hear  thy  judgment ; 

Q-o  make  thee  ready  in  thy  best  attire ; 

Take  with  thee  aU  thy  gowns,  aU  thy  apparel : 

Leave  nothing  that  did  ever  call  thee  mistress, 

Or  by  whose  sight,  being  left  here  in  the  house, 

I  may  remember  such  a  woman  was. 

Choose  thee  a  bed  and  hangiugs  for  thy  chamber ; 

Take  with  thee  everything  which  hath  thy  mark. 

And  get  thee  to  my  manor  seven  miles  off; 

Where  live ;  'tis  thine,  I  freely  give  it  thee : 

My  tenants  by  shall  furnish  thee  with  wains 

To  carry  all  tny  stuff  within  two  hours ; 

No  longer  wiU  I  limit  thee  my  sight. 

Choose  which  of  aU  my  servants  thou  Hkest  best, 

And  they  are  thine  to  attend  thee. 
Mrs,  Fra,  A  mild  sentence. 
Fram,  But  as  thou  hopest  for  heaven,  as  thou  believest 

Thy  name  's  recorded  in  the  book  of  life, 

I  charge  thee  never  after  this  sad  day 


To  aee  me  or  to  meet  me ;  or  to  aend 
By  word,  or  writing,  gift,  or  otherwiBe, 
To  move  me,  by  thyself,  or  by  thy  friends ; 
Nor  challenge  any  part  in  my  two  children. 
So  farewell,  Nan ;  tor  we  wiU.  hencelbrth  be 
As  we  had  never  aeen,  ne'er  more  shall  see. 

Mm.  Fra.  How  full  my  heart  ia,  in  mine  eyea  appears  ; 
What  wants  in  words,  I  will  snpply  in  tears. 

Fran.  Come,  take  your  eoiieh,  your  stuff;  aU  muat  along  : 
Servanta  and  all  make  ready,  all  be  gone. 
It  was  thy  hand  cut  two  hearta  out  of  one. 

CnANWELL,  FaAiTEroEi),  and  NicHOLis,  a  Servant. 

Oran.  Why  do  you  search  each  room  about  your  house, 
Now  that  you  have  despatch'd  your  wiio  away  ? 

Fran.  0  sir,  to  see  that  nothing  may  be  left 

That  ever  was  my  wife'a  :  I  loved  her  dearly. 

And  when  I  do  but  think  of  her  unkindness. 

My  thoughts  are  all  in  hell ;  to  avoid  which  torment, 

I  would  not  have  a  bodkin  nor  a  cuff, 

A  bracelet,  necklace,  or  rebato  wire. 

Nor  anything  that  ever  was  call'd  her's. 

Loft  me,  by  which  I  might  remember  her. 

Seek  round  about. 

Nic.  Here  'a  iier  lute  flung  in  a  comer. 

Fran.  Her  lute  p    O  God !  upon  this  instrument 
Her  fingers  hare  ran  quick  division. 
Swifter  tlion  that  which  now  divides  our  hearta. 
Theae  frets  have  made  me  pleasant,  that  have  now 
Prets  of  my  heart-strings  made.     O  master  CrMiwell, 
Oft  hath  she  made  this  melancholy  wood 
(Now  mute  and  dumb  for  her  diaaatroua  chance) 
Speak  sweetly  many  a  note,  sound  many  a  strain 
To  her  own  ravishing  voice,  which  being  well  strung. 
What  pleasant  strange  airs  have  they  jointly  rung! 
Post  with  it  after  her ;  now  nothing 's  left ; 
Of  her  and  her's  I  am  at  once  bereft, 

Siehota»  overtaiBi  Mri,  Fi-ankford  on  herjoitntey,  and  delivert  lie  luca. 

Mrs.  Fra.  I  know  the  lute ;  oft  have  I  sun^  to  thee : 
"We  both  are  out  of  tune,  both  out  of  time. 
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Nie.  My  master  commends  him  unto  ye ; 

There 's  all  he  can  find  that  was  ever  yours. 

He  prays  you  to  forget  him,  and  so  he  bids  you  farewelL 

J£f».  JB^a.  I  thank  him,  he  is  kind,  and  ever  was. 
All  you  that  have  true  feeling  of  my  grief, 
That  know  my  loss,  and  have  relenting  hearts. 
Gird  me  about ;  and  help  me  with  your  tears 
To  wash  my  spotted  sins :  my  lute  shall  groan ; 
It  cannot  weep,  but  shall  lament  my  moan. 
Kyou  return  imto  your  master,  say, 
(Though  not  from  me,  for  I  am  unworthy 
To  blast  his  name  so  with  a  strumpet's  tongue) 
That  you  have  seen  me  weep,  wish  myself  dead. 
Nay  you  may  say  too  (for  my  vow  is  past) 
Last  night  you  saw  me  eat  and  drink  my  last. 
This  to  your  master  you  may  say  and  swear : 
Por  it  is  writ  in  heaven,  and  decreed  here. 
Go  break  this  lute  on  my  coach's  wheel, 
As  the  last  music  that  I  e'er  shall  make ; 
Not  as  my  husband's  gift,  but  my  farewell 
To  all  earth's  joy ;  and  so  your  master  tell. 

JV«?.  I  'U  do  your  commendations. 

Mrs,  JB^a,  O  no : 

I  dare  not  so  presume ;  nor  to  my  children : 
I  am  disclaim' d  in  both,  alas !  I  am. 

0  never  teach  them,  when  they  come  to  speak, 
To  name  the  name  of  mother ;  chide  their  tongue 
K  they  by  chance  light  on  that  hated  word 

Tell  them  'tis  naught,  for  when  that  word  they  name 
(Poor  pretty  souls !)  they  harp  on  their  own  shame. 
So,  now  unto  my  coach,  then  to  my  home. 
So  to  my  death-bed  ;  for  from  this  sad  hour, 

1  never  will  nor  eat,  nor  drink,  nor  taste 
Of  any  cates  that  may  preserve  my  life : 
I  never  will  nor  smile,  nor  sleep,  nor  rest. 

But  when  my  tears  have  wash'd  my  black  soul  white, 
Sweet  Saviour,  to  thy  hands  I  yield  my  sprite. 

J£r8,  Frankford  {dyi/ng).      Sir  Francis  Acton    (her  brother).     Sir 
Charles  Mountford,  Mr.  Malby,  and  other  of  her  husband^ sfiienda. 

Mai,  How  fare  you,  Mrs.  Prankford  ? 

H 
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Mrs.  JVn.  Sick,  sick,  0  sick :  give  me  some  nir.     I  pn^ 
Tell  me,  O  tell  me,  where  ia  Mr.  Frankford. 
Will  he  not  deign  to  see  me  ere  I  die  ? 

MaX.  Tes,  Mra.  Frankford ;  divers  gentlemen 

Tonr  loving  neighbours,  with  that  just  request 
Have  moved  aud  told  him  of  your  weak  estate : 
Who,  though  with  much  ado  to  get  heliet^ 
Examining  of  the  general  circumstance, 
Seeing  your  sorrow  and  your  penitence, 
And  hearing  therewithal  the  great  desire 
Ton  have  to  see  him  ere  yon  left  the  world. 
He  gave  to  us  his  faith  to  follow  us ; 
And  sure  he  will  be  here  immediately. 

Mn.  'Era.  Tou  have  half  revived  me  with  the  pleasing  news : 
Raise  me  a  little  higher  in  my  bed. 
Blnah  I  not,  brother  Acton  p  blush  I  not,  Sir  Charles  P 
Can  you  not  read  my  fault  writ  in  my  cheek  ? 
Is  not  my  crime  there  ?  tell  me,  gentlemen. 

Ghaf.  Alas !  good  mistress,  siefcneBS  hath  not  left  you 
Blood  in  your  &ee  enough  to  make  you  blush. 

jtfr*.  JVff.  Then  sickness,  like  a  friend,  my  fault  would  hide. 
Is  my  husband  comeV  my  soul  but  tarries 
His  arrival,  then  I  am  fit  for  heaven. 

Acton.  I  came  to  chide  you,  but  my  words  of  bate 
Are  tum'd  to  pity  and  compassionate  grief. 
I  came  to  rate  you,  but  my  brawls,  you  see, 
Melt  into  tears,  and  I  must  weep  by  thee. 
Here 's  Mr.  Frankford  now. 

Mb.  FRiNEFonn  enters. 

Fran.  &ood-morrow,  brother ;  morrow,  gentlemen ; 
God,  that  hath  laid  this  cross  upon  our  heads, 
Might  (had  he  pleased)  have  made  our  cause  of  meeting 
On  a  more  fair  aud  more  contented  ground ; 
But  he  that  made  us,  made  us  to  this  woe. 

Mrg.  Fra.  And  is  he  come  P  methinka  that  voice  I  know. 

Pi'an.  How  do  you,  woman  ? 

Mra.  Fra.  Well,  Mr.  Frankford,  well ;  but  shall  be  better 
I  hope  within  this  hour.     Will  you  vouchsafe 
(Out  of  your  grace  and  your  humanity) 
To  take  a  spotted  strumpet  by  the  hand  P 
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JVwfi.  Thia  band  once  held  mj  heart  m  fiister  bonds 
Than  now  ^tis  griped  by  me.     Gk>d  pardon  them 
That  made  us  first  biei^  hold. 

J&ff.  JPra,  Amen,  amen. 

Out  of  my  zeal  to  heaven,  whither  I  'm  now  bound, 

I  was  so  mipudent  to  wish  you  here ; 

And  once  more  beg  your  piurdon.     O  !  good  man. 

And  father  to  my  children,  pardon  me. 

Pardon,  O  pardon  me :  my  fault  so  heinous  is, 

That  if  you  in  this  world  forgive  it  not, 

Heaven  will  not  clear  it  in  the  world  to  come. 

Faintness  hath  so  usurp'd  upon  my  knees 

That  kneel  I  cannot :  but  on  my  heart's  knees 

My  prostrate  soul  lies  thrown  down  at  your  feet 

To  beg  your  gracious  pardon.     Pardon,  O  pardon  me ! 

JVa».  As  freely  from  the  low  depth  of  my  soul 
As  my  Eedeemer  hath  for  us  given  his  death, 
I  pardon  thee ;  I  will  shed  tesu:^  for  thee ; 
Pray  vrith  thee : 

Ana,  in  mere  pity  of  thy  weak  estate, 
I  'U  wish  to  die  with  thee. 

AIL  So  do  we  all. 

Fran,  Even  as  I  hope  for  pardon  at  that  day, 

When  the  great  Judge  of  heaven  in  scarlet  sits, 
So  be  thou  pardon' d.     Though  thy  rash  offence 
Divorced  our  bodies,  thy  repentant  tears 
Unite  our  souls. 

Vhar.  Then  comfort,  mistress  Frankford ; 

You  see  your  husband  hath  forgiven  your  fall ; 
Then  rouse  your  spirits,  and  cheer  your  fainting  soid. 

Susan.  How  is  it  with  you  ? 

Acton,  How  d'  ye  feel  yourself? 

Mrs.  Fra,  Not  of  this  world. 

Fran,  I  see  you  are  not,  and  I  weep  to  see  it. 
My  wife,  the  mother  to  my  pretty  babes ; 
Both  those  lost  names  I  do  restore  thee  back. 
And  with  this  kiss  I  wed  thee  once  again : 
Though  thou  art  wounded  in  thy  honour' d  name, 
And  with  that  grief  upon  thy  death-bed  liest ; 
Honest  in  heart,  upon  my  soul,  thou  diest. 
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Mrs.  Fra.  Pardon'd  on  earth,  soul,  thou  in  heaven  art  free  ■ 
Once  more.     Thy  wife  dies  thus  embracing  thee. 

[Hojwood  is  a  sort  oiprote  ShalBpami.  His  HPencB  ore  to  the  full  ti 
nntuml  Bnd  offecting.  But  we  miss  the  Poet,  that  whiph  in  Slukapeara 
ul«njs  BppcBM  out  and  above  the  Burilioo  of  (Aa  ttat%re.  Hejwood'a 
fhumctera,  hia  ctFontry  gflntlfinien,  kn.  are  eiftctiy  what  ne  bi      "  " 

thii  beat  kmd  oE  what  we  see)  in  life.   Shakapeara  makoa  us  bel 
wo  ore  among  Mb  lorelj  creations,  that  thej  are  nothing  but  w. 
rmiiiliar  with,  as  in  drcaum  now  liiiiigs  seem  old :  but  we  awake,  and  Bigh 
for  tho  difierenoo.] 
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Yoting  Geraldiae  comet  iomefiom  hit  traveU,  and  Jindi  hit  playfeUou,  . 
that  thovld  have  been  hU  m/e,  tnarried  to  old  H^ncoti.  Tie  old  gat- 
ttemaareceivet  him  hospitably  at  afrUadof  hit  father' t;  takes  deUgU. 
to  hear  him  tell  of  hit  tracelt,  wnd  treatt  him  in  aU  rtspeelt  like  # 
eeeond  father  ;  Ait  hoiue  being  alvia^t  open  to  him.  Yovi^  Oeraidi»» 
and  the  Wife  agree  not  to  wrong  the  old  gentleman. 

"WiTB.     Gbealiuhe, 

Qer.  We  now  are  left  alone. 

Wife.  "Why,  say  we  he  ;  who  should  be  jealous  of  ub  ? 
This  ifl  not  first  of  many  hundred  nights, 
riiat  we  two  have  been  private,  from  the  first 
Of  our  acquaintance ;  when  our  tongues  but  dipt 
Our  mother's  tongue,  and  could  not  speak  it  plain, 
"We  knew  each  other :  as  in  stature,  so 
Increased  our  sweet  society.     Since  your  travel. 
And  ray  late  marriage,  through  my  liushand's  love, 
Midnignt  has  hceu  as  mid-day,  and  my  bedchamber 
As  free  to  you,  aa  your  own  fother's  house, 
And  you  as  welcome  to  it. 

Oer.  I  must  confess. 

It  is  in  you,  your  noble  courtesy ; 

In  him,  a  more  than  common  confidence, 

And,  in  his  age,  can  scarce  find  precedent. 

Jflfe.  Most  true ;  it  la  withal  an  argument. 
That  both  our  virtues  are  so  deep  imprest 
In  his  good  thoughts,  he  knows  we  cannot  err. 
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Oer.  A  yillain  were  he,  to  deceive  sueli  trust, 

Or  (were  there  one)  a  much  worse  character. 
W^e.  And  she  no  less,  whom  either  beauty,  youth. 

Time,  place,  or  opportunity  could  tempt 

To  injure  such  a  husband. 
Ghr.  Tou  deserve, 

Even  for  his  sake,  to  be  for  ever  young ; 

And  he,  for  yours,  to  have  his  youth  renew'd : 

So  mutual  is  vour  true  conjugsd  love. 

Tet  had  the  mtes  so  pleased — 
Wife.  I  know  your  meaning. 

It  was  once  voiced,  that  we  two  should  have  match'd ; 

The  world  so  thought  and  many  tongues  so  spake ; 

But  Heaven  hath  now  disposed  us  other  ways : 

And  being  as  it  is  (a  thing  in  me 

Which  I  pretest  was  never  wish'd  nor  sought) 

Now  done,  I  not  repent  it. 
Qar.  In  those  times 

Of  all  the  treasures  of  my  hopes  and  love 

Ton  were  the  exchequer,  they  were  stored  in  you ; 

And  had  not  mv  unfortunate  travel  cross'd  them. 

They  had  been  liere  reserved  still. 
Wife.  Troth  they  had, 

I  should  have  been  your  trusty  treasurer. 
Oer.  However,  let  us  love  still,  I  entreat ; 

That,  neighbourhood  and  breeding  wiU  allow ; 

So  much,  the  laws  divine  and  human  both 

'Twixt  brother  and  a  sister  wiU  approve : 

Heaven  then  forbid  that  they  should  limit  us 

Wish  weU  to  one  another. 
Wife,  K  they  should  not. 

We  might  proclaim  they  were  not.  charitable^ 

Which  were  a  deadly  sin  but  to  conceive. 
Ger,  Will  you  resolve  me  one  thing  ? 
Wife.  As  to  one. 

That  in  my  bosom  hath  a  second  place, 

Next  my  dear  husband. 
Oer,  That 's  the  thing  I  crave. 

And  only  that ;  to  have  a  place  next  him. 
Wife,  Presume  on  that  already,  but  perhaps 

You  mean  to  stretch  it  further. 
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Gar.   Only  thus  far : 

Tour  husbaud  'a  old ;  to  whom  my  soul  doea  v, 

A  N^tor's  age,  ao  much  he  merita  from  n 

Tet  if  (aa  proof  and  nature  daily  teach, 

Mea  cannot  always  liye,  especially 

Such  aa  are  o!d  and  crazed  ;)  he  be  called  hence, 

Fairly,  in  fuU  maturity  of  time. 

And  we  two  he  reserved  to  after  life ; 

Will  you  confer  your  widowhood  on  me  P 
TTife.  Tou  aak  the  thing  1  waa  about  to  beg ; 

Tour  tongue  hath  spoke  mine  own  thoughts. 
Ger.  "Tis  enough,  that  word 

Alone  instates  me  happy :  now,  so  please  you, 

We  will  diyide ;  you  to  your  priTate  chamber, 

I  to  find  out  my  friend. 
Wife.  Tou  are  now  my  brother ; 

But  then,  my  aecond  husband.  [They  part. 

young  Oeralding  obaenUhmMlfjyom  the  ictuM  of  Mr.  Wineatt  U 
Ihaa  ia  iitual  to  1dm.  The  old  geaileman  send/ for  him,  to  find  oi 
yeaaoil.    He  pkadt  kisfafher'a  eommande. 

Wdjcott.    Gebaldins. 
Ger.  With  due  acknowledgement 

Of  all  yoTiT  more  thou  many  courtesies : 

Tou  have  been  my  aecond  father,  and  your  wife 

My  noble  and  chaste  mirtreaa  ;  all  your  servants 

At  my  comraaiid ;  and  this  your  boimteous  table 

As  free  and  common  aa  my  father's  house : 

Neither  'gainst  any  or  the  least  of  theae 

Can  I  commence  just  quarrel. 
Win.  What  might  then  be 

The  cause  of  this  constraint,  in  thua  absenting 

Tourself  from  such  as  love  you  ? 
Ger.  Out  of  many, 

I  will  propose  some  few :  the  care  I  have 

Of  your  (aa  yet  unblemished)  renown ; 

The  untouch'd  honour  of  your  virtuous  wife ; 

And  (wliich  I  value  least,  yet  dearly  too) 


My  own  fair  reputation. 
'II.  How  can  theae, 
In  any  way  be  juestion'dP 
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Qer,  O,  dear  sir, 

Bad  tongues  have  been  too  busy  with  us  all ; 

Of  wbien  I  never  yet  had  time  to  think, 

But  with  sad  thoughts  and  griefs  unspeakable. 

It  hath  been  whisper' d  by  some  wicked  ones, 

But  loudly  thunder' d  in  my  father's  ears, 

By  some  that  have  maUgn'd  our  happiness 

(Heftven,  if  it  can  brook  slander,  pardon  them !)  ; 

That  this  my  customary  coming  hither. 

Hath  been  to  base  and  sordid  purposes ; 

To  wrong  your  bed,  injure  her  chastity, 

And  be  mine  own  undoer :  which,  how  false 

Win.  As  heaven  is  true,  I  know  it 

Ghr,  Now  this  calumny 

Arriving  first  unto  my  father's  ears. 
His  easy  nature  was  mduced  to  think 
That  these  things  might  perhaps  be  possible : 
I  answer'd  him,  as  I  would  do  to  heaven, 
And  clear' d  myself  in  his  suspicious  thoughts 
As  truly,  as  the  high  all-knowing  Judge 
ShaU  of  these  stains  acquit  me ;  which  are  merely 
Aspersions  and  untruths.    The  good  old  man 
Possess' d  with  my  sincerity,  and  yet  careful 
Of  your  renown,  her  honour,  and  my  fame. 
To  stop  the  worst  that  scandal  could  inflict. 
And  to  prevent  lalse  rumours,  charges  me, 
The  cause  removed,  to  take  away  the  eftect ; 
Which  only  could  be,  to  forbear  your  house : 
And  this  upon  his  blessing.    You  hear  all. 

Win,  And  I  of  aU  acquit  you :  this  your  absence, 
With  which  my  love  most  cavill'd,  orators 
In  your  behalf.    Had  such  things  pass'd  betwixt  you, 
Not  threats  nor  chidings  could  have  driven  you  hence ; 
It  pleads  in  your  behalf,  and  speaks  in  her's ; 
And  arms  me  with  a  double  confidence 
Both  of  your  friendship  and  her  loyalty. 
I  am  happy  in  you  both,  and  only  doubtftd 
Which  of  you  two  doth  most  impart  my  love. 
You  shall  not  hence  to-night. 

Oer,  Pray,  pardon,  sir. 

Win,  You  are  in  your  lodging. 
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6er.  But  my  father's  charge. 

Win.  My  conjuration  shall  dispense  with  that; 

Tou  may  be  up  as  early  as  vou  please, 

But  hence  to-night  you  shaU  not. 
Oer.  Tou  are  powertul. 

Traneller'a  Stones. 
Sir,  my  huahaiid 
Hath  took  much  pleasure  iu  your  strange  disconrae 
About  Jerusalem  and  the  Holy  Land ; 
How  the  new  city  differs  fiwm  the  old ; 
"What  niina  of  the  Temple  yet  remain ; 
And  whether  Sion,  and  those  hills  about, 
With  these  adjacent  towns  and  villages, 
Keep  that  proportion'd  distance  as  we  read: 
Ana  then  in  Eome,  of  that  great  Pyraniis 
Hear'd  in  the  front,  on  four  lions  mounted; 
How  many  of  those  idol  tennnJes  stand, 
Krat  dedicated  to  their  heathen  goda, 
Which  ruin'd,  which  to  better  use  repair'd; 
Of  their  Pantheon,  and  their  Capitol ; 
What  structures  are  demoliah'd,  what  remain. 

And  what  more  pleasure  to  an  old  man's  ear, 

That  never  drew  save  n^  own  country's  air, 
Thtm  hear  auch  thinga  related  ? 

SMfaraci  iy  Diinlc. 

Thia  gentleman  and  I 
Paas'd  but  juat  now  by  your  nest  neighbour's  house, 
Where,  as  they  say,  dwells  one  young  Lionel, 
An  unthrift  youth :  hia  father  now  at  sea. 

There  this  night 

Was  a  great  feast. 

In  the  height  of  their  carousing,  all  their  brains 

Warm'd  with  the  heat  of  wine,  diacourae  was  ofier'd 

Of  ships  and  atorma  at  aea :  when  suddenly. 

Out  of  his  giddy  wildneas,  one  conceives 

The  room  wherein  they  quaff'd  to  be  a  pinnace. 

Moving  and  floating,  and  the  confused  noise 

To  be  the  murmuring  winds,  gusta,  mariners; 

That  their  uimteadfast  footing  did  proceed 
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From  rocking  of  the  vessel :  this  conceived, 

Each  one  begins  to  apprehend  the  danger, 

And  to  look  out  for  safety.    Ely^  saith  one, 

Up  to  the  main  top,  and  discover.    He 

Gmnbs  by  the  bed-post  to  the  tester  there, 

Seports  a  turbulent  sea  and  tempest  towards ; 

And  wills  them,  if  they  '11  save  their  ship  and  lives, 

To  cast  their  lading  overboard.    At  this 

All  fell  to  work,  and  hoist  into  the  street, 

As  to  the  sea,  what  next  came  to  their  hand, 

Stools,  tables,  tressels,  trenchers,  bedsteads,  cups, 

Pots,  plate,  and  glasses.    Here  a  fellow  whistles ; 

They  take  him  for  the  boatswain :  one  lies  struggling 

Upon  the  floor,  as  if  he  swam  for  life : 

A  third  takes  the  base-viol  for  the  cock-boat, 

Sits  in  the  belly  on 't,  labours,  and  rows ; 

TTia  oar,  the  stick  with  which  the  fidler  play'd : 

A  fourth  bestrides  his  fellow,  thinking  to  scape 

(As  did  Arion)  on  the  dolphin's  back. 

Still  ftunbling  on  a  gittem. The  rude  multitude, 

"Watching  without,  and  gaping  for  the  spoil 

Cast  from  the  windows,  went  by  the  ears  about  it ; 

The  constable  is  call'd  to  atone  the  broil ; 

Which  done,  and  hearing  such  a  noise  within 

Of  eminent  shipwreck,  enters  the  house,  and  finds  them 

In  this  confusion :  they  adore  his  staff. 

And  think  it  Neptune's  trident ;  and  that  he 

Comes  with  his  Tritons  (so  they  call'd  his  watch) 

To  cabn  the  tempest  and  appease  the  waves : 

And  at  this  point  we  left  them. 

[ThiB  piece  of  pleasant  exaggeration  (which  for  its  life  and  humour 
might  have  heen  told,  or  acted,  by  Petruchio  himself)  gave  rise  to  the  title 
of  Cowley's  Latin  Play,  Naufra^um  Joculare,  and  Amiished  the  idea  of 
the  best  scene  in  it. — Heywood  s  pre&ce  to  this  play  is  interesting,  as  it 
shows  the  heroic  indifference  about  posterity,  wmch  some  of  these  great 
writers  seem  to  have  felt.  There  is  a  magnanimity  in  authorship  as  in 
everything  else. 

"  I^  reader,  thou  hast  of  this  play  been  an  auditor,  there  is  less  apology 
to  be  used  by  entreating  thy  patience.  This  tragi-comedy  (being  one  re- 
served amonest  220  in  which  I  had  either  an  entire  hand  or  at  the  least 
a  main  finger)  coming  accidentally  to  the  press,  and  I  haying  intelligence 
taereo^  thoueht  it  not  fit  that  it  should  pass  nsJiUuspopuli,  a  bastard 
without  a  £Either  to  acknowledge  it :  true  it  is  that  my  plays  are  net  er* 
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posed  to  the  world  in  volumes,  to  bear  the  title  of  works  (as  otters') ;  c 
reason  is,  tliat  moD;  ol  them  b^  ahifting  and  cliange  of  compimics  hare 
been  nt^ligentlj'  lost.  Others  of  them  are  stiU  relined  in  Ihf  liands  of 
Bomo  actors,  who  think  it  (gainst  their  poculiftr  profit  to  hsre  them,  ooma 
in  print,  and  a  third  that  it  nfver  wits  any  great  ambition  in  me  to  be  in 
this  kind  Toluminously  read.  All  that  I  tiave  further  lo  saj  at  this  timo 
b  onlj  this :  CDiisure  I  entreat  BS  faTOurabl;  as  it  iB  expoeed  to  thj  vie 

"  Erer  studious  of  thy  pleasure  and  profit, 

"  Th.  Hetwood." 
Of  the  330  pieoea  whieh  he  here  Bpeake  of  heving  been  concerned  in, 
onlj  25,  as  enumerated  by  Dodnley,  have  come  down  tj3  us,  for  tht 
sons  assigned  in  the  preface.  The  rest  have  peruihed,  esposed  b 
cttBUttlties  of  a  theatre.  Hcywood's  ambition  seems  to  have  been  confined 
to  the  pleasure  of  hearing  the  players  speak  his  lines  nhUa  he  HtmL  It 
does  not  appear  that  he  ever  oontomplated  the  possibility  of  beii  ^ 
by  after-ages.  What  a  slender  pittance  of  iame  was  motive  sulBoient  tc 
the  production  of  siich  pl^s  as  the  English  Traveller,  the  Challeii)^ 
Beauty,  and  the  Woman  KiTl'd  with  KuidneBB  I  Posterity  is  bound  ti 
take  oare  that  a  writer  loees  nothing  by  such  a  noble  modesty .] 


Mr.  Oeneroia,  ly  tdkiTig  off  a  hridU  from  a  teenmig  hone  in  Tiii  stabU, 
dUooBtrs  it  to  be  hie  wife,  ibIm  has  traaiformed  Aertetf  by  tn  '  ' 
practices,  and  is  a  teilch. 

Mb.  G-bsebous.    "Wife.    Bobin,  a  groom. 
Gen.  My  blood  is  tum'd  to  ice,  and  all  my  vitals 
Have  ceased  tteir  working.     Dull  stupidity 
Surpriaeth  me  at  once,  and  hath  arrested 
That  rigorous  station,  which  till  now 
Expreaa'd  a  life  within  me.     I,  methinia, 
Am  a  mere  marhle  atatue,  and  no  man. 
Unweave  my  age,  0  time,  to  my  drat  thread  j 
Let  me  lose  fifty  years,  in  ignorance  apent; 
That  being  made  mi  infant  once  again, 
I  may  begin  to  know.     What,  or  where  am  I, 
To  be  thus  lost  in  wonder  p 

•  He  aeema  to  glance  at  Ben  Jonson. 
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WifB.  Sip. 

Oen.  Amazement  still  pursues  me,  how  am  I  changed, 

Or  brought  ere  I  can  understand  myself 

Into  this  new  world ! 
Bob.  You  will  believe  no  witches  ? 
€hn.  This  makes  me  believe  all,  ay,  anything ; 

And  that  myself  am  nothing.     Pnthee,  Eobin, 

Lay  me  to  myself  open ;  what  art  thou, 

Or  this  new  transform'd  creature  ? 
12o5.  I  am  Bobin ; 

And  this  your  wife,  my  mistress. 
€hn.  Tell  me,  the  earth 

Shall  leave  its  seat,  and  mount  to  kiss  the  moon ; 

Or  that  the  moon,  enamour' d  of  the  earth. 

Shall' leave  her  sphere,  to  stoop  to  us  thus  low. 

What,  what 's  this  in  my  hand,  that  at  an  instant 

Can  from  a  four-legg'd  creature  make  a  thing 

So  like  a  wife  P 
JBtoh.  A  bridle ;  a  jugling  bridle,  sir. 
Qen,  A  bridle  !    Hence,  enchantment. 

A  viper  were  more  safe  within  my  hand, 

Than  this  charm' d  engine. — 

A  witch !  my  wife  a  witch ! 

The  more  I  strive  to  unwind 

Myself  from  this  meander,  I  the  more 

Therein  am  intricated.    Prithee,  woman, 

Art  thou  a  witch  ? 
Wife,  It  cannot  be  denied, 

I  am  such  a  curst  creature. 
Qen.  Keep  aloof: 

And  do  not  come  too  near  me.     O  my  trust ; 

Have  I,  since  first  I  understood  myself. 

Been  of  my  soul  so  chary,  still  to  study 

What  best  was  for  its  health,  to  renounce  aU 

The  works  of  that  black  fiend  with  my  best  force ; 

And  hath  that  serpent  twined  me  so  about. 

That  I  must  lie  so  often  and  so  long 

With  a  devil  in  my  bosom  ? 
Wife.  Pardon,  sir.  [She  looks  down. 

Gen.  Pardon !  can  such  a  thing  as  that  be  hoped  P 
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Lift  up  thine  eyes,  lost  woman,  to  yon  hilla ; 
It  muat  be  thence  expected :  look  not  down 
Unto  that  horrid  dwelling ;  which  thou  haat  Bought 
At  auch  dear  rate  to  purchase.     Prithee  tell  me, 
(For  now  I  cim  beHeTe,)  art  thou  a  witch  ? 

Wife.  I  am. 

Qen.  With  that  word  I  am  thunderstruck, 

And  know  not  what  to  answer ;  yet  resolve  me, 
Hast  thou  made  any  contract  with  that  fiend, 
The  enemy  of  mankind  ? 

Wife.  O,  I  have. 

Gim.  What?  and  how  far  P 

Wife.  I  have  promised  him  my  houI. 

Oett.  Ten  thouBand  times  better  thy  body  had 

Been  promised  to  the  atake ;  ay,  and  mine  too, 
To  have  auffer'd  with  thee  in  a  hedge  of  flames, 

Than  such  a,  compact  ever  had  been  made.     O 

Eesolve  me,  how  far  doth  that  contract  etretch  ? 

Wife.  What  interest  in  thia  soul  myself  could  claim, 
I  freely  gave  him ;  but  hia  part  that  made  it 
I  still  reserve,  not  being  mine  to  give. 

Gen.  0  cunning  devil :  foohah  woman,  know. 
Where  he  can  claim  but  the  least  little  part. 
He  will  usurp  the  whole.     Thou  'rt  a  lost  woman. 

Wife.  I  hope,  not  so. 

Oen.  Why,  haat  thou  any  hope  ? 

Wife.  Yes,  sir,  I  have. 

Gen.  Make  it  appear  to  me. 

Wifii.  I  hope  I  never  bargain'd  for  that  fire, 

Further  than  penitent  tears  have  power  to  quench. 

Gen.  I  would  seO  some  of  them. 

Wife.  Ton  behold  them  now 

(If  you  look  on  me  with  charitable  eyes) 
Tinctured  in  blood,  blood  iaauing  from  the  heart. 
Sir,  I  am  aorry ;  when  I  look  towards  heaven, 
I  beg  a  gracious  pardon ;  when  on  you, 
Methinka  jour  native  goodneaa  ahould  not  be 
IiesB  pitiful.lhan  they :  'gainst  both  I  have  err'd  ; 
From  both  I  beg  atonement, 

Oen.  May  I  preBume  't  ? 


Wt^  I  kned.  to  bodi  j&ar  meraea. 

On.  SLDovBst  thou  wbxt 
A  vitidi  isr 

IF§^.  Alas Inooe  better; 

Or  after  mature  lecoDection  can  be 
Mare  aad  to  think  on 't. 

Cfem,  TeQ  me.  ai>^  those  tears 

Ab  fbn  of  truexhearted  penitence, 

Ab  mine  of  sorrow  to  behold  what  state, 

What  desperate  state,  thou  *it  fillen  in  ? 

Wf^,  Sir,  ther  are. 

€fe»,  Biae ;  and.  as  I  do  yon,  so  Heaven  pardon  nie ; 
Ve  all  offend,  but  firom  such  falling  off 
Defend  us  I    Well,  I  do  remember,  wife, 
When  I  first  took  thee,  'twas  ^/t/r^xx/  aiid  had. 
O,  change  thy  bad  to  good,  that  I  may  keep  thee 
(Aa  then  we  pass'd  our  £dths)  'till  death  us  sever. 
O,  woman,  thou  hast  need  to  weep  thyself 
Into  a  fountain,  such  a  penitent  spring 
As  may  hare  power  to  quench  invisible  flames ; 
In  which  my  eyes  shall  aid :  too  little,  all*. 

Ihiuk  RotpHalihf, 

Gkntlemen,  welcome,  'tis  a  word  I  use ; 

From  me  expect  no  further  compliment ; 

Nor  do  I  name  it  often  at  one  meeting ; 

Once  spoke,  to  those  that  understand  me  best, 

And  know  I  alwavs  purpose  as  I  speak, 

Hath  ever  yet  sufeced :  so  let  it  you. 

Nor  do  I  love  that  common  phrase  of  guests, 

As,  we  make  bold,  or,  we  are  troublesome. 

We  take  you  unprovided,  and  the  like ! 

I  know  you  understanding  gentlemen. 

And  knowiDg  me,  cannot  persuade  yourselves 

With  me  you  shall  be  troublesome  or  bold.— 

Nor  shall  you  find, 

Being  set  to  meat,  that  I  '11  excuse  your  fare, 

Or  say,  I  am  sorry  it  falls  out  so  poor, 

1  Compare  this  with  a  story  in  the  Arabian  Nights,  where  a  mia 
discovers  his  wife  to  bo  a  ^(w2. 
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And,  tad  I  known  your  coming,  we  'd  have  had 
Such  things  and  such ;  nor  blame  my  cook,  to  any 
This  dish  or  that  hath  not  heen  sauced  with  care : 
Words  fitting  best  a  common  hostess'  mouth, 
"WTien  there  'a  perhaps  some  just  cause  of  dislike ; 
But  not  the  table  of  a  gentleman. 


Captaia  Affer  in  a  ditpale  vriih  a  Colonel  hi>  friend,  reeeieet  fiora  tin 
Cola»eltJie  ceppettation  of  Son  of  a  Whore.  A  chtdlenge  u  gixmi  ani 
accepted;  but  the  Copfaio,  before  he  goes  to  the  field,  is  niiliing  to  be 
Bonfinsed  of  hU  lyiotlier'i  hoaourfrom  her  own  Sp».  Lads  -^S^i  beitig 
gueitioiicd  by  her  ion,  to  prevent  a  duel,  faltely  ilandert  henelf  of  i»- 
chattily.  The  Captain,  thinking  that  he  hat  a  bad  cause,  refiuet  to 
Jight ;  but  being  reproached  by  the  Colonel  loUh  comardice,  he  eaiBenu 
that  he  hat  now  a  s»gicie«t  came  for  a  parrel,  in  tht  mndicattitg  qf 
hit  honour  jyom  that  aapenioa  ;  and  draics,  and  diaarme  hU  opponent. 

Labt.     Captain,  her  son. 
Lady.  Where  left  you  your  dear  fi-iend  the  colonel  ? 
Oapt.  O,  the  dear  colonel,  I  should  meet  him  soon. 
Lady.  O,  fail  him  not  theu,  he  'a  a  gentleman 

The  fame  and  reputation  of  your  time 

Is  much  engaged  to. 
Capt.  Yes,  an'  you  knew  all,  mother. 
Lady.  I  thought  I  'd  known  so  much  of  his  fair  goodness. 

More  could  not  have  been  look'd  for. 
Capt.  0  yes,  yes,  madam : 

And  this  his  last  exceeded  all  the  rest. 
Lady    For  gratitude's  sake  let  me  know  this  I  prithee. 
Capt.  Theu  thus ;  and  I  desire  your  censure  freely. 

Whether  it  appear'dnot  a  strange  noble  kindness  in  him. 
Lady.  Trust  me,  I  long  to  hear  't. 
Capt.  Tou know  he's  hasty ; 

That  hj  the  way. 
Lady.  So  are  the  best  conditions : 

Tour  father  was  the  like. 
Capt.  I  begin  now 


grfi;T:r7,  111 


To  ^nftc  mt  miet :  ^virr  bil  nm  I  «  -soc  laieL? 


r.  limif  r:*'jL  TT;anaTT. 

JL,  SJXDUazrr  L  iji».-3IiJI.'i.t  'z 


^Who  fliioxilc  I  "'T^'fn  rrirr  t:  TTinT  yniL  lUTf-  seen  r 

He OQBQes  »:  near  aat  xnc:  I  tthl^  lior  msr.^  iiim  "wirL. 

PatiL  jnfi  ofxiif^  Kujm^il'fi  Tii:>:^ :  ii£-  £  ne'er  ibe  vce^se 


But  tifcET  iZl  pr^o-f-  zt'er  lie  Tr^rsr  TTifT.  for  liiii. 
Xmiy.  ISax  's  bad  einrorr.  xrer  zteei  zl:<i. 
€3afi.  Ilus  rude  frUirs-. 

Bresdies  fecn  tiir  r-icieLZiess  •;•:  li*  pG  and  niaZice, 
He  fbfolest  «:ain  thar  erer  tt^st^'s  faerie  bjenish'd, 
Ewt  of  wiich  fril  -jpj!::  7'-'^^  Loiiour,  T7«a<i«jn, 
Whidi  bekiieii'd  mr  aSirtfon. 

Xo^.  Mme.  mr  boncjor,  sir? 

Q^.  The  ooloDfrl  Kon  enragwi  (as  be 's  all  touchwood) 
Takes  ^re  l»efore  ine.  make*  the  quamel  his. 
Appoints  the  field :  hit  urath  could  not  be  heard. 
His  iras  so  hifi-b  piioh'd.  so  jrloriously  mounted. 
Now  what  '5  the  friendly  fear  that  fights  within  me. 
Should  his  brave  noble  fiiiy  undertake 
A  cause  that  were  unjust  in  our  defence. 
And  so  to  lose  him  everlastingly. 
In  that  dark  depth  where  aU  bad  quarrels  sink 
Xever  to  rise  again^  what  pity  't  were. 
First  to  die  here,  and  never  to  die  there ! 

Lady.  Why,  what 's  the  quarrel,  speak,  sir,  that  should  nuse 
Such  fearful  doubt,  mv  honour  bearing  part  on 't  P 
The  words,  whate'er  tLey  were 

Capt.  Son  of  a  whore. 

Ladif.  Thou  liest : 

And  were  my  love  ten  thousand  times  more  to  thei% 
Which  is  as  much  now  as  e'er  mother's  waa, 
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So  thou  shouldat  feel  my  anger.     Dost  thou  call 
That  quarrel  doubtful  p  where  are  all  my  merits  P 

[Strikes  him. 
Not  one  Btand  up  to  tell  this  man  liia  error  ? 
Thou  mi^htat  as  well  call  the  Hun'a  truth  in  queeti 
As  thy  hu^;h  or  my  honour. 

Capt.  Now  blessings  crown  you  for  't; 

It  is  the  joyfull'st  blow  that  e'er  flesh  felt. 

Lady.  Nay,  atay,  stay,  air ;  thou  art  not  left  ao  soon : 
This  18  no  question  to  be  slighted  off, 
And  at  your  pleasure  closed  up  fair  again. 
As  though  you  'd  never  touch'd  it,  no ;  honour  doubted 
Is  honour  deeply  wounded ;  and  it  ragea 
More  than  a  common  smart,  being  of  thy  making. 
Tor  thee  to  fear  my  truth  it  fcilla  my  comfort. 
Where  should  fame  aeek  for  her  reward,  when  he 
That  is  her  own  by  the  great  tie  of  blood 
la  farthest  oSia  bounty  ?  O  poor  Goodness, 
That  only  pay'st  thyself  with  thy  own  works ; 
For  nothing  else  loots  toward  thee.     Tell  me,  pray. 
Which  of  my  loving  cares  dost  thou  requite 
With  this  vile  thought  p  which  of  my  prayers  or  wiahi 
Many  thou  oweat  me  for.     This  seven  year  hast  thou 

known  me 
A  widow,  only  married  to  my  vow ; 
That 's  no  smaU  witncsa  of  my  faith  and  love 
To  him  that  in  life  was  thy  bonour'd  father: 
And  live  I  now  to  know  that  good  mistrusted  ? 

Capt.  No,  it  shall  appear  that  my  belief  is  cheerful ; 
For  never  waa  a  mother's  reputation 
Noblier  defended;  'tis  my  joy  and  pride 
I  have  a  firmness  to  bestow  upon  it. 

Lady.  What 's  that  you  said,  sir  p 

Capt.  'Twere  too  bold  and  soon  yet 

To  crave  forgiveness  of  you.     I  -mQ  earn  it  first. 
Dead  or  dive  I  know  I  ahaU  enjoy  it. 

Lady.  What 's  all  this,  sir  ? 

Copt.  My  joy 's  beyond  espresaion 

I  do  but  think  how  wretched  I  had  been, 
Were  this  another's  quarrel  and  not  mine. 

Lady.  Why,  is  it  your'a  ? 
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Capt.  Mine  ?  think  me  not  so  miserable, 

Not  to  be  mine :  then  were  I  worse  than  abject, 
More  to  be  loathed  than  yileness,  or  sin's  dunghill : 
Nor  did  1  fear  your  goodness,  faithful  madam. 
But  came  with  greedy  joy  to  be  confirmed  in 't, 
To*  give  the  nobler  onset :  then  shines  valour. 
And  admiration  from  her  fix'd  sphere  draws, 
"When  it  comes  burnish' d  with  a  righteous  cause ; 
"Without  which  I  'm  ten  fathoms  under  coward, 
That  now  am  ten  degrees  above  a  man, 
Which  is  but  one  of  virtue's  easiest  wonders. 

JLady.  But  pray  stay ;  all  this  while  I  understood  you 
The  colonel  was  the  man. 

Capt.  Yes,  he 's  the  man, 

The  man  of  injury,  reproach,  and  slander. 
Which  I  must  turn  into  his  soul  again. 

Lady.  The  colonel  do 't !  that 's  strange. 

Capt.  The  villain  did  it : 

That 's  not  so  strange.  Tour  blessing,  and  your  leave— 

Ladif,  Come,  come,  you  shall  not  go. 

Ckipt.  Not  go  ?  were  death 

Sent  now  to  summon  me  to  my  eternity, 

I  'd  put  him  off  an  hour :  why,  the  whole  world 

Has  not  chains  strong  enough  to  bind  me  from  it : 

The  strongest  is  my  reverence  for  you. 

Which  if  you  force  upon  me  m  this  case, 

I  must  be  forced  to  break  it. 

Lady.  Stay,  I  say. 

CapU  In  anything  command  me  but  in  this,  madam. 

Lady.  'Las  !  I  shall  lose  him.    You  will  hear  me  first  P 

Capt.  At  my  return  I  will. 

Lady.  You  '11  never  hear  me  more  then. 

Capt.  How! 

Lady.  Come  back,  I  say ! 

You  may  well  think  there 's  cause,  I  call  so  often. 

Capt.  Ha  ?  cause  ?  what  cause  ? 

Lady.  So  much,  vou  must  not  go. 

Capt.  Must  not  r  why  ? 

Lady.  I  know  a  reason  for 't ; 

Which  I  could  wish  you  'd  yield  to,  and  not  know : 
K  not,  it  must  come  forth.    Faith,  do  not  know ; 
And  yet  obey  my  will. 

\ 
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Capt.  "WTi^,  I  desire 

To  know  no  other  than  the  cause  I  have, 

Nor  should  you  wieh  it,  if  you  take  your  injury ; 

Por  one  more  great  I  know  the  world  indudes  not. 

Lady.  Tes ;  one  that  makes  this  nothing : — yet  he  ruled, 
And  if  you  understand  not,  seek  no  farther. 

Capt.  I  muat,  for  this  is  nothing. 

Lady,  Then  take  all ; 

And  if  amongst  it  you  receire  that  secret 
That  win  oft'end  you,  though  you  condemn  me, 
Tet  hlttme  yourself  a  httle,  for  perhaps 
I  would  have  made  my  reputation  sound 
TFpon  another's  hazard  with  less  pity ; 
But  upon  yours  I  dare  not. 

Capt.  How! 

Ladg.  I  dare  not : 

'Twaa  your  own  seeking,  this. 

Capt.  If  you  mean  evilly, 

I  cannot  understand  you,  nor  for  oil  the  riches 
This  life  has,  would  I. 

Lady.  "Would  you  never  might ! 

Capt.  Why,  your  goodness,  that  I  joy  to  fight  for. 

Lady.  In  that  you  neither  right  your  joy  nor  me. 

Capt.  What  an  ill  orator  has  virtue  got  here  1 

Why,  Bliall  I  dare  to  think  it  a  thing  possible. 
That  you  were  ever  false  ? 

Lady.  0,  fearfully ; 

As  much  aa  you  eome  to. 

Capt.  O  silence,  cover  me ; 

I  've  felt  a  deadlier  wound  than  man  can  give  me. 
False  ? 

Lady.  I  was  betray'd  to  a  most  sinftd  hour 
By  a  corrupted  soul  I  put  in  trust  once, 
A  kinswoman. 

Capt.  Where  is  she  ?  let  me  pay  her. 

La^.  O,  dead  long  since. 

Coft.  Nay  then,  she  has  all  her  wages. 

False?  do  not  say't;  for  honour's  goodness  do  not 
Tou  never  could  be  so :  he  I  eall'd  father 
Deserved  you  at  ^our  best ;  when  youth  a 
Could  boast  at  highest  in  you,  you  'd  no  grace 
-^&,^ijrfue  that  he  mateh'dnot-,  no 


merit  I 

d 
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That  you  invented,  but  he  sent  it  crown*d 
Toyour  foil  wishing  soul. 

Ijady.  GAiat  heaps  my  guiltiness. 

Oapt*  O,  were  you  so  unhappy  to  be  false 

Both  to  yourself  and  me,  but  to  me  chiefly  p 

What  a  day's  hope  is  here  lost,  and  with  it 

The  joys  of  a  iust  cause !    Had  you  but  thought 

On  such  a  noole  quarrel,  vou  'd  have  died 

Ere  you  'd  have  yielded,  lor  the  sin's  hate  first, 

Next  for  the  hate  of  this  hour's  cowardice. 

Curst  be  the  heat  that  lost  me  such  a  cause, 

A  work  that  I  was  made  for.     Quench,  my  spirit, 

And  out  with  honour's  flaming  lights  within  thee : 

Be  dark  and  dead  to  aU.  respects  of  manhood  \ 

I  never  shall  have  use  of  valour  more. 

Put  off*  your  vow  for  shame :  why  should  you  hoard  up 

Such  justice  for  a  barren  widowhood, 

That  was  so  injurious  to  the  faith  of  wedlock  ? 

I  should  be  dead :  for  all  my  life's  work  's  ended. 

I  dare  not  fight  a  stroke  now,  nor  engage    [JExit  Lady. 

The  noble  resolution  of  my  fHends ; 

Enter  two  Friends  ofOjiSTMS  Agee's. 

That  were  more  vile.   They're  here.  Kill  me,  my  shame. 
I  am  not  for  the  fellowship  of  honour. 

1  JEHend.  Captain,  fie,  come,  sir :  we  've  been  seeking  for  you 

Yery  late  to-day ;  this  was  not  wont  to  be. 
Tour  enemy 's  m  the  field. 
Capt.  Truth  enters  cheerfully. 

2  Friend,  Good  faith,  sir,  you  've  a  royal  quarrel  on 't. 
Capt,  Yes,  in  some  other  country,  Spain  or  Italy, 

It  would  be  held  so. 

1  Friend,  How !  and  is  't  not  here  so  ? 

Capt,  'Tis  not  so  contumeliously  received 
In  these  parts,  and  you  mark  it. 

1  Friend,  Not  in  these  ? 

Why  prithee  what  is  more,  or  can  be  ? 

Capt,  Yes: 

That  ordinary  commotioner  tlie  lie 

Is  father  of  most  quarrels  in  this  climate, 

And  held  here  capital,  and  you  go  to  that. 

\^ 


2  Friend.  But,  fiir,  I  h 
Or  change  your  o 


Wly  there  'b  the  He  down  to  poaterity ; 
The  litfto  birth,  the  lie  to  honesty. 
Why  wonild  you  cozen  yooTBelf  bo  and  begidle 
So  brare  a  cause,  manhood'H  best  master-piece  P 
Do  you  ever  hope  tor  one  so  brave  again  ? 

Capt.  Consider  then  the  man,  the  colonel, 
Exactly  worthy,  absolutely  noble. 
However  spleen  and  rage  nbuses  him : 
And  'tis  not  well  nop  manly  to  pursue 
A  man's  infinnity. 

1  Friend.  O  miracle ! 

So  hopeful,  valiant  and  complete  a  captain 
Posseas'd  with  a  tame  devil :  come  out,  thou  BpoileBt 
The  most  improved  young  soldier  of  seven  kingdoms. 
Made  captain  at  nineteen ;  which  waa  deserved 
•I'ue  year  before,  but  honour  comes  behind  still : 
Come  out,  I  say :  this  waa  not  wont  to  be ; 
That  spirit  ne'er  atood  in  need  of  provocation. 
Nor  shall  it  now.     Away,  air. 

Capt.  Urge  me  not. 

1  Friend.  By  manhood'a  reverend  honour  but  we  must. 

Copt.  I  will  not  fight  a  stroke. 

1  Friend.  0  blaapbemy 
To  aacred  valour ! 

Capt.  Lead  me  where  you  list. 

1  Friend.  Pardon   thia    traitorous    alumber,    clogg'd  with 

Give  caplaina  rather  wives  than  such  tame  devils. 
Tie  Field. 
Enter  Captain  Agek,  with  his  two  Friends. 
Cto.  Well,  your  wills  now, 
1  Friend.  Our  wills  ?  our  lovea,  our  duties 

To  honour'd  fortitude :  what  wills  have  we 

But  our  desires  to  nobleneas  and  merit, 

Valour's  advancement,  aad  the  sacred  rectitude 

Due  to  a  valorous  cause  ? 
G^t.  0,  that's  not  mine. 
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2  Friend.  War  has  his  court  of  justice,  that 's  the  field^i 
Where  all  cases  of  manhood  are  determined, 
And  your  case  is  no  mean  one. 

Ckxpt.  True ;  then  'twere  virtuous  : 

But  mine  is  in  extremes,  foul  and  unjust. 
WeU,  now  ye  've  got  me  hither,  ye  are  as  far 
To  seek  in  your  desire  as  at  first  minute : 
Por  by  the  strength  and  honour  of  a  vow 
I  wiU  not  lift  a  finger  in  this  quarrel. 

1  JSHend,  How !  not  in  this  ?  be  not  so  rash  a  sinner. 

Why,  sir,  do  you  ever  hope  to  fight  again  then  P 
Take  heed  on 't,  you  must  never  look  for  that. 
Why,  the  universal  stock  of  the  world's  injury 
Will  be  too  poor  to  find  a  quarrel  for  you. 
Give  up  your  right  and  title  to  desert,  sir ; 
If  you  fail  virtue  here,  she  needs  you  not 
All  your  time  after :  let  her  take  this  wrong. 
And  never  presume  then  to  serve  her  more : 
Bid  farewell  to  the  integrity  of  arms, 
And  let  that  honourable  name  of  soldier 
Fall  from  you  like  a  shiver' d  wreath  of  laurel. 
By  thunder  struck  from  a  desertless  forehead 
That  wears  another's  right  by  usurpation. 
G-ood  captain,  do  not  wilfully  cast  away 
At  one  hour  aU.  the  fame  your  life  has  won 
This  is  your  native  seat.     Here  you  should  seek 
Most  to  preserve  it ;  or  if  you  will  dote 
So  much  on  life,  poor  life,  which  in  respect 
Of  life  in  honour  is  but  death  and  dar^ess, 
That  you  wiU  prove  neglectful  of  yourself, 
(Which  is  to  me  too  fearful  to  imagine,) 
Yet  for  that  virtuous  lady's  cause,  your  mother. 
Her  reputation,  dear  to  nobleness, 
As  grace  to  penitence ;  whose  fair  memory 
E'en  crowns  fame  in  your  issue :  for  that  blessedness. 
Give  not  this  ill  place,  but  in  spite  of  hell 
And  aU  her  base  fears  be  exactly  valiant. 
Ckmt,  O!  O! 

2  Friend,  Why,  well  said ;  there 's  fair  hope  in  that. 

Another  such  a  one. 
Ca(pt,  Came  they  in  thousands, 
'Tis  aU  against  you. 
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i  Fniend.  Then  poor  friendleaa  merit, 

Heaven  be  good  to  thee !  thy  professor  leaves  thee. 

Enter  Colohel  and  his  two  Friends. 

He 's  come ;  do  you  but  draw :  we  'U  fight  it  for  you. 
Capt.  I  know  too  much  to  griiot  that. 
1  Friend.  O  dead  manhood ! 

Had  ever  such  a  cause  bo  faint  a  servant  ? 

Shame  brand  me  if  I  do  not  suffer  for  him. 
Col.  1  've  heard,  sir,  you  've  been  guilty  of  much  boastiog 

For  yonr  brave  earliness  at  such  a  meeting. 

You  've  lost  the  glory  of  that  way  this  moroing  s 

I  was  the  first  to-day.  I 

Oapt.  So  were  you  ever  I 

In  my  respect,  sir,  \ 

1  Friend.  0  most  base  pneludium ! 
Capt.  I  never  thought  on  victory  our  mistress 

With  greater  reverence  than  I  have  your  worth, 

Nor  ever  loved  her  better. 

Success  in.  you  has  been  my  absolute  joy. 

And  when  I 'vewish'd  content  I've  wish'dyonr  iriend- 
ship. 
Col.  I  came  not  hither,  sir,  for  an  encomium. 

I  came  provided 

For  storms  and  tempests,  and  the  foulest  season 

That  ever  rage  let  forth,  or  blew  in  wildness. 

From  the  incensed  prison  of  man's  blood. 
Capt   'Tis  otherwise  with  me  :  I  come  with  mildness, 

Peaee,  constant  amity,  and  calm  foreiveness. 

The  weather  of  a  ChriBtian  and  a  friend. 
1  Friend.  Give  me  a  valiant  Turk,  though  not  worth  ten- 

pecce. 
Capt.  Yet,  sir,  the  world  will  judge  the  injury  mine. 

Insufferable  mine,  mine  beyond  injurj'. 

Thousands  have  made  a  less  wrong  reach  to  hell. 

Ay  and  rdoiced  in  his  most  endlcsa  vengeance 

(A  miserable  triumph  though  a  just  ooe)  ; 

But  when  I  call  to  memory  our  long  friendship, 

Methinka  it  cannot  be  too  great  a  wrong- 

That  then  I  should  not  pardon.     Why  should  man 

For  a  poor  hasty  syllable  or  two 

(And  vented  only  in  forgetful  fury)     ^^^^^^^^^ 
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Chain  all  the  hopes  and  riches  of  his  soul 

To  the  revenge  of  that  ?  die  lost  for  ever  ? 

"FoT  he  that  makes  hid  last  peace  with  his  Maker 

In  anger,  anger  is  his  peace  eternally : 

He  must  expect  the  same  return  again. 

Whose  venture  is  deceitful     Must  he  not,  sir  P 
Chi  I  see  what  I  must  do,  feirly  put  up  again. 

For  here  '11  be  nothing  done,  I  perceive  that. 
Ct^t.  What  shall  be  done  in  such  a  worthless  business 

But  to  be  sorry  and  to  be  forgiven  ? 

Yon,  sir,  to  bring  repentance ;  and  I  pardon. 
CoL  I  bring  repentance,  sir  ? 
Cti^t,  If 't  be  too  much 

To  say,  repentance ;  call  it  what  you  please,  sir  j 

Choose  your  own  word ;  I  know  you  're  sorry  for  it, 

And  that 's  as  good. 
Cbl.  I  sorry  ?  by  fame's  honour,  I  am  wrong'd : 

Do  you  seek  for  peace  and  draw  the  quarrel  larger  P 
Copt.  Then  'tis  I  'm  sorry  that  I  thought  you  so. 
1  Friend,  A  captaiu !  I  could  gnaw  his  title  off. 
Ckxpt,  'Not  is  it  any  misbecoming  virtue,  sir, 

In  the  best  manliuess,  to  repent  a  wrong : 

Which  made  me  bold  with  you. 

1  Mriend,  I  could  cuff  his  head  off. 

2  JEHend.  Nay,  pish. 

Col,  So  once  again  take  thou  thy  peaceful  rest  then ; 

[To  his  8100: 'd. 
But  as  I  put  thee  up,  I  must  proclaim 
This  captain  here,  both  to  his  friends  and  mine. 
That  only  came  to  see  fair  valour  righted, 
A  base  submissive  coward :  so  I  leave  him. 

Copt.  O,  Heaven  has  pitied  my  excessive  patience. 
And  sent  me  a  cause :  now  I  have  a  cause : 
A  coward  I  was  never. Come  you  back,  sir. 

Col  How! 

Copt.  You  left  a  coward  here. 

Col.  Yes,  sir,  with  you. 

Capt.  'Tis  such  base  metal,  sir,  'twill  not  be  taken, 
It  must  home  agaiu  with  you. 

2  Friend,  Should  this  be  true  now 

1  Friend,  Impossible !  coward  do  more  than  bafitard ! 
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Col.  I  prithee  mock  me  uot,  taie  heed  you  do  not, 
For  if  I  draw  once  more  I  shall  grow  terrible, 
And  rage  will  force  me  do  what  wiU  grieve  honour. 

Capt.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Col.  He  smiles,  dare  it  be  he  F  what  think  ye,  gentlemen  P 
Tour  judgments  j  shall  I  not  be  cozen'd  in  him  P 
Thia  cannot  be  the  man;  why  he  was  bookieb, 
Made  au  invective  lately  agnmat  fighting, 
A  thing  in  truth  that  moved  a  little  with  me ; 
Put  up  a  fouler  contumely  far 
Than  thousand  cowards  e-ame  to,  and  grew  thaakfiiL 

Capt.  Blesaed  remembrance  in  time  of  need: 
I  'd  lost  my  honour  else. 

2  Ih-iead,  Do  you  note  his  joy  ?  ' 

Capt.  I  never  felt  a  more  severe  necessity : 

Then  came  thy  excellent  pity.     Not  yet  ready ! 

Have  you  Bucn  confidence  in  my  just  manhood 

That  you  dare  ao  long  trust  me,  and  yet  tempt  me 

Beyond  the  toleration  of  man's  virtue  ? 

Why,  would  you  be  more  cruel  than  your  injury  ? 

Do  you  first  take  pride  to  wrong  rae,  and  then  think  m 

Not  worth  your  fury  ?  do  not  use  me  ao : 

I  shall  deceive  you  then :  sir,  either  draw. 

And  that  not  Bligbtingly,  but  with  the  care 

Of  your  best  preservation,  with  ttiat  watchfulness 

As  you  'd  defend  yourself  from  circular  fire. 

Tour  sin's  rage,  or  her  Lord  {this  will  require  it) 

Or  you  '11  be  too  soon  lost :  for  I  've  an  anger. 

Has  gather'd  mighty  strength  against  you;  mighty, 

Tet  you  shall  find  it  honest  to  tke  last, 

Noble  and  fair. 

Col.  I  'D  venture  it  once  again, 

And  if 't  be  but  aa  true  as  it  is  wondrous, 

I  shall  have  that  I  come  for.    Tour  leave,  gentlemen. 

\Tf,eyJight.  i 

1  Friend.  If  be  should  do  't  indeed,  and  deceive  us   all  | 

Stay,  by  this  hand  he  offers  ;  fights  i'  faith ; 
Fights  :  by  this  light,  he  fights,  sir. 

2  Friend.  So  methinks,  air. 
1  Friend.  An  absolute  punto,  ha  ? 
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2  Friend.  'Twas  a  passado,  sir. 

1  Friend.  Why,  let  it  paas,  and  'twas ;  I  'm  sure  'twas  some- 

what. 
What 's  that  now  ? 

2  JMend.  That 's  a  punto. 
1  Friend.  0,  go  to  then, 

I  knew  'twas  not  far  off:  What  a  world 's  this ! 

Is  coward  a  more  stirring  meat  than  bastard  ? 

ho !  I  honour  thee : 

'Tis  right  and  fair,  and  he  that  breathes  against  it 

He  breathes  against  the  justice  of  a  man ; 

And  man  to  cut  him  off,  'tis  no  injustice. 

Thanks,  thanks,  for  this  most  unexpected  nobleness. 

[The  Colonel  is  disarmed. 
Copt,  Truth  never  fails  her  servant,  sir,  nor  leaves  him 

With  the  day's  shame  upon  him. 
1  Friend.  Thou  'st  redeem'd 

Thy  worth  to  the  same  height  'twas  first  esteem' d. 

[The  insipid  levelling  morality  to  which  the  modem  stage  is  tied  down 
would  not  admit  of  such  admirable  passions  as  these  scenes  are  filled  with. 
A  puritanical  obtuseness  of  sentiment;  a  stupid  in&ntile  goodneds,  is 
aeeping  among  us,  instead  of  the  vigorous  passions,  and  virtues  clad  in 
flesh  and  blooc^  with  which  the  old  dramatists  present  us.  Those  noble 
and  liberal  casuists  could  discern  in  the  difRarences,  the  quarrels,  the  ani- 
mosities of  man,  a  beautj  and  truth  of  moral  feeling,  no  less  than  in  the 
iterately  inculcated  duties  of  forgiveness  and  atonement.  With  us  all  is 
hypocritical  meekness.  A  reconciliation  scene  (let  the  occasion  be  never 
so  absurd  or  unnatural)  is  always  sure  of  applause.  Our  audiences  come 
to  the  theatre  to  be  complimented  on  their  goodness.  They  compare 
notes  with  the  amiable  characters  in  the  play,  and  find  a  wonderful  simi- 
larity of  disposition  between  them.  We  have  a  common  stock  of  dra- 
matic morality  out  of  which  a  writer  may  be  suppHed  without  the  trouble 
of  copying  it  from  originals  within  his  own  breast.  To  know  the  bound- 
aries of  honour,  to  be  judiciously  valiant,  to  have  a  temperance  which 
shall  beget  a  smoothness  in  the  angry  swellings  of  youth,  to  esteem  Hfe  as 
nothing  when  the  sacred  reputation  of  a  parent  is  to  be  defended,  yet  to 
shake  and  tremble  under  a  pious  cowardice  when  that  ark  of  an  honest 
confidence  is  found  to  be  frail  and  tottering,  to  feel  the  true  blows  of  a 
real  disgrace  blunting  that  sword  which  the  imaginary  strokes  of  a  sup- 
posed &lse  imputation  had  put  so  keen  an  edge  upon  but  lately ;  to  do, 
or  to  imagine  this  done  in  a  rcigned  story,  asks  something  more  of  a  moral 
sense,  somewhat  a  greater  deHcacy  of  perception  in  questions  of  right  and 
wrong,  than  goes  to  the  writing  of  two  or  three  hackneyed  sentences  about 
the  laws  of  honour  as  opposed  to  the  laws  of  the  land,  or  a  common-place 
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agninet  dncvUing.     YcIi  Bucli  tMngs  would  atimd  B 


Eodfrigo  kinff  of  Spain  iaiei  iAe  opportanitg  to  molate  tie  davgJUer 
of  jKliama,  uriile  that  old  general  igjigkting  hit  hatilet  against  tit 
MooTi.    JaciatateeJiiker  father  in  the  camp,  at  the  momenl  of  victcny. 

JuLiAHiTS.     Servant, 

Serv.  Sir,  here  'b  a  woman  (forced  by  some  tide  of  sorrow) 
With  tears  entreats  your  pity,  and  to  see  you. 

Jul.  If  any  soldier  hns  done  violence  to  her. 
Beyond  our  military  discipline. 
Death  shall  diride  him  from  us :  fetch  her  in, 
I  have  myself  a  daughter,  on  whose  face 
But  thinking,  I  must  needs  be  pitifiil : 
And  when  I  have  told  my  conquest  to  my  king. 
My  poor  girl  then  shall  know,  how  for  iier  sake 
I  aid  one  pious  act. 

Servtmt  relume  wiih  Jacxnta  veiled. 
la  this  the  creature  ? 
Sere.  Tes,  my  lord,  and  a  sad  one. 
Jul.  Leave  us.    A  sad  one ! 

The  downcast  look  calls  up  compassion  in  me: 

A  corse  going  to  the  grave  looks  not  more  deadly. 

"Why  kneol'st  thou  ?  art  thou  wrong'd  by  any  soldier  1 

Eise :  for  this  honour  ia  not  due  to  me. 

Haat  not  a  tongue  to  read  thy  sorrows  out  ? 

This  book  I  imderstand  not. 
Jaein.  O  my  dear  father  I 
Jul.  Thy  father,  who  has  wrong'd  him  ? 
Jacin.  A  great  commander. 
Jul.  Under  me  p 
Jadn.  Above  you. 
Jul.  Above  me !  who 's  above  a  general  P 

None  but  the  general  of  all  Spain's  armies ; 
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And  that 's  the  kin^,  king  Eoderick :  he 's  all  goodnesSi 
Bte  cannot  wrong  thy  father. 

Jaein.  "What  was  Tarqnin  ? 

Jul.  A  king,  and  jet  a  ravisher. 

Jaein.  Such  a  sin 

Was  in  those  days  a  monster ;  now  'tis  common. 

Jul,  Prithee  be  plain. 

Jacin,  Have  not  you,  sir,  a  daughter  ? 

Jul,  If  I  have  not,  I  am  the  wretched' st  man 
That  this  day  lives :  for  aU.  the  wealth  I  have 
Lives  in  that  child. 

Jacm,  O  for  your  daughter's  sake  then  hear  my  woes. 

Jul,  Sise  then,  and  speak  them. 

Jaein,  Ko,  let  me  kneel  still : 

Such  a  resemblance  of  a  daughter's  duty 
Will  make  you  mindful  of  a  father's  love : 
For  such  my  injuries  must  exact  from  you. 
As  you  womd  for  your  own. 

Jul,  And  so  they  do ; 

For  whilst  I  see  thee  kneeling,  I  think  of  my  Jacmta. 

Jacin,  Say  your  Jacinta  then,  chaste  as  the  rose 
Commg  on  sweetly  in  the  springing  bud. 
And  ne'er  felt  heat,  to  spread  the  summer  sweet ; 
But,  to  increase  and  multiply  it  more, 
Did  to  itself  keep  in  its  own  perfume ; 
Say  that  some  rapine  hand  had  pluck' d  the  bloom*, 
Jacinta,  like  that  flower,  and  ravish' d  her, 
Defiling  her  white  lawn  of  chastity 
With  ugly  blacks  of  lust :  what  would  you  do  P 

Jul,  O  'tis  too  hard  a  question  to  resolve. 
Without  a  solenm  council  held  within 
Of  man's  best  understanding  faculties : 
There  must  be  love,  and  fsitherhood,  and  grief, 
And  rage,  and  many  passions ;  and  they  must  all 
Beget  a  thing  caU'd  vengeance :  but  they  must  sit  upon't. 

Ja^cm,  Say  this  were  done  by  him  that  carried 

The  fairest  seeming  face  of  friendship  to  yourself. 

Jul,  We  should  fall  out. 

Jaci/n,  Would  you  in  such  a  case  respect  degrees  ? 

Jul,  I  know  not  that. 

*  "  Cropt  this  fjBir  rose,"  &c. — Ohoay, 
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Jacin.  Say  he  were  noble. 

Jul.  ImpoBBtble :  the  act  'h  ignoble.     The  bee  can  breed 

No  poison,  thongh  it  Buck  the  juice  of  hemlock. 
Jadn.  Say  a  king  ehould  do  it ;  were  the  act  less  done. 

By  the  greater  power  ?  does  jnajeaty 


Jul.  Augment  it  rather. 

Jacin.  Say  then  that  Roderick,  your  kiog  and  master. 

To  quit  the  honours  you  are  bringing  home. 

Had  rayish'd  your  Jacinta. 
Jul.  Who  haa  sent 

A  fury  in  this  foal-fair  shape  to  vex  me  f 

I  have  seen  that  face  methmks,  yet  know  it  not : 

How  darest  thou  speak  this  treason  'gainst  my  king  ? 

Durst  any  man  in  the  world  bring  me  this  lie, 

By  this,  he  had  been  in  hell :  Eoderick  a  Tarquin ! 
Jacin.  Yes,  and  thy  daughter  (had  ehe  done  her  part) 

Should  be  the  second  Lucrece.  Tiew  me  well : 

I  am  Jacinta. 
Jul.  Ha! 

Jacin.  The  king  my  ravisher. 
Jul.  The  king  thy  ravisher !  O,  unkingly  sound ! 

He  darea  not  sure ;  yet  in  thy  Bullied  eyea 

I  read  a,  tragic  story. 

AhtobiO,  AiOHzo,  and  other  Officers,  enter. 

Jul.  0  noble  friends, 

Our  wara  are  ended,  are  they  not  ? 

All.  They  are,  sir. 

Jul.  But  Spain  has  now  begun  a  civil  war, 

And  to  confound  me  only.     See  you  my  daughter  ? 
She  sounds  the  trumpet  which  draws  forth  my  aword 
To  be  revenged. 

Akn.  On  whom  ?  apeak  loud  your  wrongs ; 
Digeat  your  choler  into  temperance  .- 
Give  your  considerate  thougnts  the  upper  hand 
In  your  hot  passions,  'twill  assume  the  swelling 
Of  your  big  heart ;  if  you  have  injuries  done  you, 
Eevenge  there,  and  we  second  you. 

Jacin.  Father,  dear  father. 
Jul.  Daughter,  dear  daughter. 
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Jiaem,  Why  do  you  kneel  to  me,  sir  p 

Jul.  To  ask  thee  pardon  that  I  did  beget  thee. 
I  brought  thee  to  a  shame,  stains  all  the  way 
'Twixt  earth  and  Acheron :  not  all  the  clouds 
(The  skies'  large  canopy),  could  they  drown  the  seas 
With  a  perpetual  inundation, 
Can  wash  it  ever  out :  leave  me,  I  pray.     [Falls  down, 

Alon.  His  fighting  passions  will  be  o'er  anon, 
And  all  will  be  at  peace. 

Ant,  Best  in  my  judgment 

We  wake  him  with  the  sight  of  his  won  honours. 
Call  up  the  army,  and  let  them  present 
His  prisoners  to  him ;  such  a  sight  as  that 
Will  brook  no  sorrow  near  it. 

Jul,  'Twas  a  good  doctor  that  prescribed  that  physic. 
I  'U  be  your  patient,  sir ;  show  me  my  soldiers, 
And  my  new  honours  won :  I  will  truly  weigh  then 
With  my  full  griefs ;  they  may  perhaps  o'ercome. 

Alon,  Why,  now  there 's  hope  of  his  recoveiy. 

Jul.  Jacinta  welcome,  thou  art  my  child  still: 
No  forced  stain  of  lust  can  auenate 
Our  consanguinity. 

Jacin.  Dear  father, 

BecoUect  your  noble  spirits ;  conquer  grief, 
The  manly  way :  you  have  brave  foes  subdued, 
Then  let  no  female  passions  thus  o'erwhelm  you. 

Jid,  Mistake  me  not,  my  child,  I  am  not  mad, 
Nor  must  be  idle ;  for  it  were  more  fit 
(If  I  could  purchase  more)  I  had  more  wit, 
To  help  in  tnese  designs :  I  am  grown  old : 
Yet  I  have  found  more  strength  within  this  arm 
Than  (without  proof)  I  durst  have  boasted  on. 
Eoderick,  thou  king  of  monsters,  couldst  thou  do  this. 
And  for  thy  lust  confine  me  from  the  court  ? 
There 's  reason  in  thy  shame,  thou  shouldst  not  see  me. 
Ha !  they  come,  Jacinta,  they  come,  hark,  hark ; 
Now  thou  shalt  see  what  cause  I  have  given  my  king. 

Vanquished  Moof^t  add/ress  to  the  Sun, 

Descend  thy  sphere,  thou  burning  deity. 
Haste  from  our  shame,  go  blushing  to  thy  bed ; 


Thy  sons'  we  are,  thou  everlaBting  hall. 
Yet  never  ehamed  these  our  impreBsive  trows 
Till  now :  we  that  are  rtamp'd  with  thine  own  seal, 
"Wliich  the  whole  ocean  cannot  wash  away. 
Shall  those  cold  ague  cheeks  that  nature  moulda 
Within  her  winter  shop,  those  smooth  white  akius, 
That  with  a  paisy  hand  she  paints  the  Itmhs, 
Make  us  recoil  ? 

Man's  Meart, 
I  would  Clin  know  what  kind  of  thing  a  man's  heart  is. 

At  Barter  Surgeons'  Hall  to  see  a  dissection  ? 
I  will  report  it  to  you ;  'tia  a  thing  framed 
With  divers  comers,  and  into  every  comer 
A  nrn.n  may  entertain  a  fidend :  (there  came 
The  proverb,  A  man  may  love  one  well,  and  yet 

Itetain  a  friend  in  a  comer.) 

-— tush,  'tis  not 

The  real  heart ;  but  the  unseen  laculties. — ~ 

Those  I  'il  decipher  unto  you :  (for  surely 

The  moat  part  are  but  eiphera.)     The  heart  indeed 
For  the  most  part  doth  keep  a  better  guest 
Tbaa  himnelf  in  him ;  that  is,  the  soul.    Now  the  soul 
Being  a  tree.there  are  divera  branches  apreading  out  of  it, 
As  loving-affection,  suffering-Borrows,  and  the  like. 
Then,  sir,  these  affections  or  soirowa  being  but  hranches, 
Are  sometimes  lopp'd  off,  or  of  themselves  wither ; 
And  new  shoot  in  their  rooms :  as  for  exauiple ; 
Tour  friend  dies,  there  appears  sorrow,  but  it  quickly 
Withers ;  then  is  that  branch  gone.    Again,  you  love  a 

friend ; 
There  affection  aprings  forth;  at  last  you  distnst-e; 
Then  that  branch  withers  again,  and  another  buds 

'  "  Childreu  of  the  Sun." — Zaaffa  ia  the  RsBsngt. 
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A  NEW  WONDEE :  A  WOMAN  NEVER  TEXT.    A  COMEDY, 

BY  WILLIAM  ROWLEY. 

The  Woman  never  Vext  states  her  Case  to  a  Divine, 

"Widow.    Doctoe. 

Doct.  Tou  sent  for  me,  gentlewoman  ? 

Wid.  Sir,  I  did,  and  to  this  end. 

I  have  some  scruples  in  my  conscience ; 

Some  doubtful  problems  which  I  cannot  answer, 

Nor  reconcile ;  I  'd  have  you  make  them  plain. 

Doct,  This  is  my  duty ;  pray  speak  your  mind. 

Wid.  And  as  I  speak,  I  must  remember  Heaven 
That  gave  those  blessings  which  I  must  relate : 
Sir,  you  now  behold  a  wondrous  woman ; 
You  only  wonder  at  the  epithet ; 
I  can  approve  it  good :  guess  at  mine  age. 

Doct,  At  the  half  way  'twixt  thirty  and  forty. 

Wid,  'Twas  not  much  amiss ;  yet  nearest  to  the  last. 
How  think  you  then,  is  not  this  a  wonder, 
That  a  woman  lives  full  seven  and  thirty  years. 
Maid  to  a  wife,  and  wife  unto  a  widow, 
Now  widow' d,  and  mine  own ;  yet  aU  this  while, 
!From  the  extremest  verge  of  my  remembrance, 
Ev'n  from  my  weaning  hour  unto  this  minute. 
Did  never  taste  what  was  calamity. 
I  know  not  yet  what  grief  is,  yet  have  sought 
A  hundred  ways  for  its  acquaintance :  with  me 
Prosperity  hath  kept  so  close  a  watch. 
That  ev'n  those  things  that  I  have  meant  a  cross, 
Have  that  way  tum'd  a  blessing.     Is  it  not  strange  P 

Doct,  Unparanel'd ;  this  gifb  is  singular. 

And  to  you  alone  belonging :  you  are  the  moon, 
For  there 's  but  one,  all  women  else  are  stars, 
For  there  are  none  of  like  condition. 
Full  ofb  and  many  have  I  heard  complain 
Of  discontents,  thwarts,  and  adversities ; 
But  a  second  to  yourself  I  never  knew. 
To  groan  under  the  superflux  of  blessings, 
To  have  ever  been  alien  unto  sorrow. 
No  trip  of  fate  ?  sure  it  is  wonderfiiL 
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Wid.  Ay,  sir,  'tis  woBdorful,  but  is  it  well  P 
For  it  is  now  my  chief  affliction. 
I  have  heard  you  say,  that  the  child  of  heaven 
Shall  suffer  many  trihulationa  ; 

Nay,  kinga  and  princes  ahure  them  with  their  Bubjectat 
Then  I  that  know  not  any  choatiaement, 
How  may  I  know  my  part  of  childhood  ? 

Jhcl.  'Tifl  a  good  doubt ;  but  m^e  it  not  estreme. 
'Tis  some  affliction,  that  you  are  afflicted 
For  want  of  affliction ;  cherish  that : 
Tet  wrest  it  not  to  misconHtniction ; 
For  all  your  bleasinga  are  free  gifts  from  Heaven, 
Health,  wealth,  and  peace ;  nor  can  they  turn  into 
Curses,  but  by  abuse.     Pray  let  me  question  you: 
You  lost  a  husband,  was  it  no  grief  to  you  ? 

Wid.  It  was,  but  very  smalt:  no  sooner  I 
Had  given  it  entertainment  aa  a  sorrow, 
But  straight  it  turned  unto  my  treble  joy : 
,    A  comfortable  revelation  prompts  me  then. 
That  husband  (whom  in  life  I  held  so  dear) 
Had  changed  a  frailty  to  unchanging  joys ; 
Methoiight  I  saw  liim  stellified  in  heaven, 
And  aingine;  hallelujahs  'roongst  a  quire 
Of  white  sainted  souls ;  then  again  it  spake, 
And  said,  it  waa  a  sin  for  me  to  grieve 
At  his  best  good,  that  I  esteemed  best : 
And  thus  this  aleuder  shadow  of  a  grief 
Vanish' d  again. 

Docl.  All  this  waa  happy,  nor 

Can  you  wrest  it  from  a  heavenly  blessing.    Do  not 
Appoint  the  rod ;  leave  atUl  the  stroke  unto 
The  magistrate :  the  time  is  not  past,  but 
Ton  may  feel  enough, — 

Wid.  One  taste  more  1  nad,  although  but  little, 
Xet  I  would  aggravate  to  make  the  moat  on 't : 
'Twas  thus :  the  other  day  it  was  my  hap. 
In  crossing  of  the  Thames, 
To  drop  that  wedlock  ring  from  off  my  finger. 
That  once  conjoined  me  and  my  dead  husband : 
It  aunk ;  I  pnzed  it  dear ;  tho  dearer,  'cause  it  kept 
Still  in  mine  eye  the  memory  of  my  loss ; 
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Yet  I  grieved  the  loss ;  and  did  joy  withal, 
That  I  had  found  a  grief.    And  tms  is  all 
The  sorrow  I  can  boast  of. 

lyod.  This  is  but  small. 

Wid,  Nay,  sure  I  am  of  this  opinion, 

That  had  I  suffered  a  draught  to  be  made  for  it, 
The  bottom  would  have  sent  it  up  again ; 
I  am  so  wondrously  fortunate. 

JSMer,  a  toeaUhy  tnerchant,  has  a  profligate  brother,  Stephen^  whom 
Jtoherty  son  to  Foster,  reUeves  out  of  prison  toith  some  of  his  jfather's 
money  entrusted  to  him.  For  this,  his  father  turns  him  out  of  doors 
and  disinherits  Mm,  Meantime  hy  a  reverse  of  fortune,  Stephen  he- 
comes  rich  ;  and  Foster  hy  losses  in  trade  is  throum  into  the  same  prison 
{Ludgate)  from  which  his  hrother  had  been  relieved.  Stephen  adopts 
Ms  nephew,  on  the  condition  that  he  shall  not  assist  or  go  near  his 

father :  hut  fiUaZ  piety  prevails  ahove  the  consideration  either  of  his 
uncle*  s  displeasure  or  of  his  father's  late  unJcindness ;  and  he  xnsits  his 

father  in  prison, 

Foster.    Eobebt. 

Fas.  O  torment  to  my  soul,  what  makest  thou  here  ? 
Cannot  the  pictiire  of  my  misery 
Be  drawn,  and  hung  out  to  the  eyes  of  men, 
But  thou  must  come  to  scorn  and  laugh  at  it  ? 

Sob,  Dear  sir,  I  come  to  thrust  my  back  under  your  load, 
To  make  the  burthen  lighter. 

Fos,  Hence  from  my  sight,  dissembling  villain,  go : 
Thine  uncle  sends  defiance  to  my  woe. 
And  thou  must  bring  it :  hence,  thou  basilisk, 
That  kill'st  me  with  thine  eyes.    Nay,  never  kneel  5 
These  scornful  mocks  more  than  my  woes  I  feel. 

Soh.  Alas !  I  mock  ye  not,  but  come  in  love 
And  natural  duty,  sir,  to  beg  your  blessing ; 
And  for  mine  uncle 

M/s,  Him  and  thee  I  curse. 

I  'U  starve  ere  I  eat  bread  from  his  purse, 

Or  from  thy  hand :  out,  viUain ;  tell  that  cur, 

Thy  barking  uncle,  that  I  lie  not  here 

Upon  my  bed  of  riot,  as  he  did, 

Cover' d  with  all  the  villaniea  which  man 

Had  ever  woven ;  teU  him  I  lie  not  so ; 

It  was  the  hand  of  Heaven  struck  me  thus  ^ow, 
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And  I  do  tbaulc  it.     Gtet  thee  gone,  I  eay, 
Or  I  shall  curse  thee,  atrike  thee ;  prithee  awny : 
Or  if  thou  'It  laugh  thy  fill  at  my  poor  state, 
Then  stay,  and  listen  to  the  prison  grate, 
And  hear  thy  father,  an  old  wretched  man, 
That  yesterday  had  thousands,  beg  and  try 
To  get  a  penny :  0,  my  misery  ! 

Hob.  Dear  sir,  for  pity  hear  me. 

jpb*.  Upon  my  curse  I  charge,  no  nearer  come ; 
I  'II  be  no  father  to  so  vile  a  son. 

Sob.  0  my  abortive  fate  1 

Why  for  my  good  am  I  thus  paid  with  hate  ? 
From  this  sad  place  of  Ludgate  here  I  freed 
An  uncle,  and  I  lost  a  father  for  it ; 
Now  is  my  iather  here,  whom  if  I  succour, 
I  then  must  lose  my  uncle's  love  and  fe,vour. 
My  fether  once  being  rich,  and  uncle  poor, 
I  him  relieving  was  thrust  forth  of  doors. 
Baffled,  reviled,  and  diaiuberited. 
Now  mine  own  iather  here  must  beg  for  bread, 
Mine  uncle  being  rich  ;  and  yet,  if  I 
Feed  him,  myself  must  beg.     O  raiaerv, 
How  bitter  is  thy  taste !  yet  I  will  dnnk 
Thy  strongest  poison ;  fret  what  mischief  can, 
I  'U  feed  my  father ;  though  like  the  pelican, 
I  peck  mine  own  breast  tor  him. 
Sis  Father  appean  above  at  the  Orate,  a  Box  haiyiiig  donia. 

Fot.  Bread,  bread,  one  penny  to  buy  a  loaf  of  bread,  for  the 
tender  mercy. 

liob.  0  me,  my  shame !  I  know  that  voice  fiill  well ; 
I'll  help  thy  wants  although  thou  curse  me  still. 

Se  atandJi  ichere  he  is  ntueea  by  hit  Father. 

Fan.  Bread,  bread,  some  christian  man  send  back 
Your  charity  to  a  number  of  poor  prisoners. 
One  penny  for  the  tender  mercy — 

[Sobert;puls  in  motley. 
The  hand  of  Heaven  reward  you,  gentle  sir 
Never  may  you  want,  never  leel  misery ; 
Let  blessings  in  unnumher'd  measure  grow. 
And  fall  upou  your  head,  where'er  you  go. 
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Soh.  0  happy  comfort !  curses  to  the  ground 

Pirst  struck  me :  now  with  blessings  I  am  crown'd*. 

JSbs.  Bread,  bread,  for  the  tender  mercy,  one  penny  for  a 
loaf  of  bread. 

Soh,  I  'U  buy  more  blessings :  take  thou  all  my  store ; 
I  *11  keep  no  coin  and  see  my  father  poor. 
.  Fo8.  Good  angels  guard  you,  sir,  my  prayers  shall  be 
That  Heaven  may  bless  you  for  this  charity. 

Moh.  If  he  knew  me,  sure  he  would  not  say  so : 
Yet  I  have  comfort,  if  by  any  means 
I  get  a  blessiog  from  my  father's  hands. 
How  cheap  are  good  prayers !  a  poor  penny  buys 
That,  by  which  man  up  in  a  minute  flies 
And  mounts  to  heaven. 

Unter  Stephen. 

0  me,  mine  uncle  sees  me. 
Steph.  Now,  sir,  what  makes  you  here 

So  near  the  prison  ? 
Rob,  I  was  going,  sir. 

To  buy  meat  for  a  poor  bird  I  have. 
That  sits  so  sadly  in  the  cage  of  late, 

1  think  he  '11  die  for  sorrow. 
Steph,  So,  sir : 

Your  pity  will  not  quit  your  pains,  I  fear  me. 

I  shall  find  that  bird  (I  think)  to  be  that  churlish  wretch 

Your  father,  that  now  has  taken 

Shelter  here  in  Ludgate.     Go  to,  sir ;  urge  me  not, 

You  'd  best ;  I  have  given  you  warning :  fawn  not  on  him, 

Nor  come  not  near  him  if  you  '11  have  my  love. 
Rob.  'Las !  sir ;  that  lamb 

"Were  most  unnatural  that  should  hate  the  dam. 
Steph,  Lamb  me  no  lambs,  sir. 
lUio.  Good  uncle,  'las !  you  know,  when  you  lay  here, 

I  succour'd  you :  so  let  me  now  help  him. 
Steph,  Yes,  as  he  did  me ; 

To  laugh  and  triumph  at  my  misery. 

You  freed  me  with  his  gold,  but  'gainst  his  will : 

For  him  I  might  have  lotted,  and  lain  still. 

So  shall  he  now. 

^  A  blessing  stolen  at  least  as  fairly  as  Jacob's  was. 


r 


Roh.  Alack  the  day ! 

Stpplt.  It'  biin  thou  pity,  'tis  thine  own  decay. 

F(i».  Bread,  hread,  Bome  charitable  man  remember  the  poor 

Priaonera,  bread  fOr  the  tender  mercy,  one  peany. 
Soh.  0  listen,  micle,  that 's  my  poor  father's  voice. 
Ste-pk.  There  let  him  howl.    Get  you  gone,  and  come  not  near 

him. 
Mob.  O  my  soul, 

Wtat  tortures  dost  thou  feel !  earth  ne'er  shall  find 

A  son  so  true,  yet  forced  to  be  unkind. 

Rahert  diaobegi  tu  Unsle't  injunction!,  and  again  vitita  his  Father. 

FosTEE.    Wife.    Eobert, 
Fo».  Ha!  what  art  thou?     Coll  for  the  keeper  there, 

And  thrust  him  out  of  doors,  or  lock  me  up. 
Wife.  0,  'tis  joui  son. 
Ihs.   I  know  him  not. 

I  am  no  king,  unless  of  scorn  and  woe ; 

Why  kneel' st  thou  then  ?  why  dost  thou  mock  me  so  P 
Bob.  O  my  dear  father,  hither  am  I  come, 

Not  like  a  threatening  storm  to  increase  your  wrack, 

for  I  would  take  all  sorrows  from  your  back, 

To  lay  them  all  on  my  own. 
Fos.  Sise,  mischiei^  rise ;  away,  and  get  thee  gone. 
Hob.  0,  if  I  be  thus  hateful  to  your  eye, 

I  will  depart,  and  wish  I  aoon  may  die ; 

Yet  let  your  blessing,  sir,  but  fall  on  me, 
Fos.  My  heart  still  hates  thee. 
Wife.  Sweet  husband. 
lbs.  Get  you  both  gone ; 

That  misery  takes  some  rest  that  dwells  alone. 

Away,  thou  villain. 
Bob.  Heaven  can  tell ; 

Ache  but  your  finger,  I  to  make  it  well 

Would  cut  my  hand  ofi'. 
Fos.  Hang  thee,  hang  thee. 
mfe.  Husband. 

Fos.  Destruction  meet  thee.     Turn  the  key  there,  ho. 
Bob.  Good  sir,  I  'm  gone,  I  will  not  stay  to  grieve  you. 

0,  knew  you,  for  your  woes  what  pains  I  feel. 

You  would  not  scorn  me  so.     Hee,  sir^  to  cool 
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Tour  beat  of  bnniiiig  bottow,  I  have  got 
Two  hmidred  ponnds,  and  glad  it  is  my  lot 
To  laj  it  down  with  rererence  at  your  feet ; 
No  comfort  in  the  world  to  me  is  sweet. 
Whilst  thus  you  liTe  in  moan. 

JPot.  Stay. 

JM.  Qood  truth,  sir,  I  '11  have  none  of  it  back. 
Could  but  one  penny  of  it  save  my  life. 

fFffe,  Yet  stay,  and  hear  him :  O,  unnatural  strife 
In  a  hard  Other's  bosom  ! 

J^.  I  see  mine  error  now :  O,  can  there  grow 
A  rose  upon  a  bramble  ?  did  there  e'er  flow 
Poison  and  health  together  in  one  tide  P 
I  'm  bom  a  man :  reason  may  step  aside. 
And  lead  a  father's  love  out  of  the  way : 
Forgive  me,  my  good  boy,  I  went  astray ; 
Look,  on  my  mees  I  beg  it :  not  for  joy. 
Thou  bring' st  this  golden  rubbish ;  wnich  I  spurn : 
But  glad  in  this,  the  heavens  mine  eye-balls  turn. 
And  fix  them  right  to  look  upon  that  face, 
Where  love  remains  with  pity,  duty,  grace. 
0,  my  dear  wronged  boy ! 

Bob,  Glaoness  o'erwhelms 

My  heart  with  ioy :  I  cannot  speak. 

Wife.  Crosses  of  this  foolish  world 

Did  never  grieve  my  heart  with  torments  more 

Than  it  is  now  grown  light 

With  joy  and  comfort  of  this  happy  sight. 

[The  old  play-writers  are  distinguished  by  au  honest  boldness  of  exhi- 
bition ;  they  show  e?ery  thing  wiUiout  being  ashamed.  If  a  reverse  in 
fortune  be  the  thing  to  be  personified,  they  fiurly  bring  us  to  the  prison- 
grate  and  the  ahns-basket.  A  poor  man  on  our  stage  is  always  a  gentle- 
man ;  he  may  be  known  by  a  peculiar  neatness  of  apparel,  and  by  wraring 
black.  Our  delicacy,  in  fiict,  forbids  the  dramatizing  of  Stress  at  all.  It 
is  nerer  shown  in  its  essential  properties' ;  it  appears  but  as  the  adjunct 

1  Chizman  de  Alforache,  in  that  good  old  book  **The  Spanish  Kogiie," 
has  summed  up  a  few  of  the  properties  of  poverty : — **That  poverty,  which 
is  not  the  daughter  of  the  spudt,  is  but  the  mother  of  shame  and  reproach ; 
it  is  a  disreputation  that  drowns  all  the  other  good  parts  that  are  in  man ; 
it  is  a  disposition  to  all  kind  of  eyil ;  it  is  man  s  most  foe ;  it  is  a  leprosy 
fiiU  of  anguish ;  it  is  a  way  tliat  leads  unto  hell ;  it  is  a  sea  wherein  our 
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to  Bome  virtue,  as  Bomf  tMng  which  la  to  he  relieved,  &om  tiie  q)iO'5lMtian 
of  which  relief  the  Bpeotators  lire  to  derive  a  oartoin  Boothing  of  salf-refeiTed 
BstiB&kction.  We  turn  amy  &uin  the  real  essences  of  things  to  hunt  after 

their  rolative  BhadowB,  moral  duties  ;  nherons,  if  the  truth  ot  (hings " 

fairly  represented,  the  reUtive  duties  might  be  safelj  trostod  to  tl 
fiWer,  and  moral  phOoBopb;  lass  t^e  luuae  of  a  science.] 


Lieia,  iAe  Duie't  erealvre,  ct^oUt  a  poor  inidoiB  tniih  tie  appearance  of 
hospitaiitg  and  iteighboitrly  attenHoiu,  ihai  the  maw  3H  her  davghter- 
in-loK  (wAo  U  left  >■  the  moiher'i  care  j»  Iha  <o»  s  abiBBCB)  txlo  her 
iraiiu,  to  terve  the  Duk^i  pleaenre. 

LiviA.     Widow.     A  Gektleman,  Lieia'g  guest. 
Liv.  Widow,  come,  come,  I  bare  a  great  quarrel  to  you ; 
Fnith  I  must  chide  you  that  you.  must  ho  sent  forj 
Tou  make  yourself  so  strange,  neTer  come  at  us, 
And  yet  so  near  a  neighbour,  and  so  unkind ; 

patience  ia  oyerwhclniEd,  our  honour  is  canaumed,  onr  lives  are  ended, 
uud  our  souls  ure  utterly  lost  and  cost  awn;  for  ever.  The  poor  mau  is  > 
kind  of  money  that  is  not  current ;  the  Bubjoct  of  every  idle  housewifa'a 
cbat ;  the  olTaeiuti  of  the  people  j  the  duet  of  the  stri»t,  frst  tnunpkd 
under  foot  and  tlien  tbroim  on  the  dunghill ;  in  eonolusiou,  the  poor 
luno  ia  the  rich  man'a  aaa.  He  dincth  with  the  last,  Cireth  of  the  wors^' 
and  payeth  deuresl :  his  siipeuee  will  not  go  so  Cir  as  a  rich  man'a  three- 
pence ;  hia  opinion  ia  ignorance ;  bia  discretion,  foolishness ;  hia  sot&age,. 
soom ;  hia  atocb  upon  the  common,  ubuaed  hy  many  and  abhorred  of  all. 
If  ho  come  in  company,  he  is  not  liiaird ;  if  any  ohiuioe  to  meot  him,  they ' 
seok  to  shim  him  ;  if  he  advise,  though  never  so  wisely,  they  grudge  and 
murmur  at  him ;  if  he  work  miracleti,  they  say  he  is  a  witch  ;  if  rittuoui, 
that  he  goetb  about  to  dBCfave  1  his  venial  sin  is  a  blaaphemy  ;  his  thoughl 
ia  made  treason  ;  bis  muse,  be  it  never  so  just,  it  is  not  regarded  ;  aiA, 
\o  have  bia  wrongs  righted,  he  must  appeiJ  to  that  other  Lfe.  All  men 
cruah  him  ;  no  man  fikvoureth  Him  j  there  is  no  man  that  will  relieve  bit ' 
wants ;  no  man  that  will  comfort  him  in  biB  miseries  ;  nor  no  man  that 
will  bear  him  company,  when  ho  is  all  alone,  and  oppressed  with  grieE. 
Kone  help  him  ;  ^  hinder  him  )  none  give  biin,  all  teke  from  him  ;  be 
is  debtor  to  none,  and  vet  must  make  payment  to  alL  O,  the  unfortunata 
and  poor  condition  of  him  that  is  poor,  to  whom  even  the  vety  hours  aia 
si>ld,  which  the  clock  striketh,  and  pays  custom  £>r  the  auoshine  in 
August  1 " 
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Troth,  you  're  to  blame ;  you  cannot  be  more  welcome 
To  any  house  in  Florence,  that  I  '11  tell  you. 

Wid.  My  thanks  must  needs  acknowledge  so  much,  madam. 

JUv.  How  can  you  be  so  strange  then  ?   I  sit  here 
Sometimes  whole  days  together  without  company, 
When  business  draws  this  gentleman  from  home. 
And  should  be  happy  in  society 
Which  I  so  well  affect  as  that  of  yours. 
I  know  you  're  alone  too ;  why  should  not  we 
Like  two  kind  neighbours  then  supply  the  wants 
Of  one  another,  having  tongue-discourse, 
Experience  in  the  world,  and  such  kind  helps, 
To  laugh  down  time  and  meet  age  merrily  ? 

Wid.  Age,  madam !  you  speak  mirth :  'tis  at  my  door. 
But  a  long  journey  from  your  ladyship  yet. 

JUo.  My  faith,  I  'm  nine  and  thirty,  every  stroke,  wench : 
And  'tis  a  general  observation 

'Mongst  kmghts ;  wives,  or  widows,  we  account  ourselves 
Then  old,  when  young  men's  eyes  leave  looking  at  us. 
Come,  now  I  have  thy  company,  I  'U  not  part  with  it 
Till  after  supper. 

Wid,  Yes,  I  must  crave  pardon,  madam. 

Jjiv.  I  swear  you  shall  stay  supper ;  we  have  no  strangers, 
woman, 
None  but  my  sojourners  and  I,  this  gentleman 
And  the  young  neir  his  ward ;  you  know  your  company. 

Wid.  Some  other  time  I  will  make  bold  with  you,  madam. 

Ziv.  Faith  she  shall  not  go. 

Do  you  think  I  'U  be  forsworn  ? 

Wid.  'Tis  a  great  while 

Till  supper-time ;  I  'U  take  my  leave  then  now,  madam. 
And  come  again  in  the  evening,  since  your  ladyship 
Will  have  it  so. 

Idv.  In  the  evening !  by  my  troth,  wench, 

I  'U  keep  you  while  I  have  you :  you  've  great  business 

sure. 
To  sit  alone  at  home :  I  wonder  strangely 
What  pleasure  you  take  in 't.    Were 't  to  me  now, 
I  should  be  ever  at  one  neighbour's  house 
Or  other  all  day  long ;  having  no  charge. 
Or  none  to  chide  you,  if  you  go,  or  stay. 
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Who  may  li?e  merrier,  ny,  or  more  at  heart's  eoaeP 
Come,  we  '11  to  cheaa  or  draughts  ;  there  are  a  hundred 

To  drive  out  time  till  Bupper,  never  fear  't,  wench. 
[A  ehegs-hoard  u 

Wid.  I  'U  but  make  one  step  home,  and  return  straight, 
madam. 

Xio.  Come,  I  '11  not  trust  you,  you  make  more  escusea 
To  your  kind  friends  than  ever  I  knew  any, 
"What  business  can  yon  havo,  if  yon  be  sure 
You  've  lock'd  the  doors  ?  and,  that  being  all  you  ha- 
I  know  you  're  careful  on 't :  one  afternoon 
So  much  to  spend  here !  say  I  sbonld  entreat  you  no 
To  tie  a  night  or  two,  or  a  week,  wth  me, 
Op  leave  your  own  house  for  a  month  together ; 
It  were  a  kindness  that  long  neighbourhood 
And  friendship  might  well  hope  to  prevail  in : 
Would  you  deny  such  a  request  ?  i'  faith 
Speak  truth  and  freely. 

Wid.  1  were  then  uncivil,  madam, 

Lbi.  Go  to  then,  set  your  men ;  we  '11  have  whole  nights 
Of  mirth  together,  ere  we  be  much  older,  weneh, 

Wid.  As  good  now  tell  her  then,  for  she  will  know  it ; 

I  've  always  found  Lor  a  most  friendly  lady.         \_Aside 

Liv.  Why,  widow,  where  'a  your  mind  ? 

Wid.  Troth,  even  at  home,  madam. 
To  tell  you  truth,  I  left  a  gentle-p 
Even  sitting  all  alone,  which  is  uncomfortable. 
Especially  to  young  bloods. 

Liv.  Another  excuse. 

Wid.  No,  as  I  hope  for  health,  madam,  that's  a  truth  ; 
Please  you  to  send  and  see. 

Liv.  What  gentlewoman  ?  pish. 

Wid.  Wile  to  my  son  indeed. 

Liv.  Now  I  besljew  you. 

Could  you  be  so  unkind  to  her  and  me, 

To  come  and  not  bring  her  ?  &ith,  'tia  not  friendly. 

Wid.  I  fear'd  to  be  too  bold. 

Liv.  Too  bold!  0,  what's  become 

Of  the  true  hearty  love  was  wont  to  be 
'Mongst  neighbours  in  old  time  ? 
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JFid.  And  she 's  a  stranger,  madam 

Zdv,  The  more  should  be  her  welcome :  when  is  courtesy 

In  better  jpractice,  than  when  'tis  employed 

In  entertaining  strangers  ?    I  could  chide  ye  in  faith. 

Leaye  her  behind,  poor  gentlewoman — alone  too ! 

Make  some  amends,  and  send  for  her  betimes — go. 
Wid,  Please  you  command  one  of  your  servants,  madam. 
Zdv.  "Within  there. — 

Attend  the  gentlewoman\ 

JBrancha  resists  the  Duke*s  oittempt. 

Bran,  O  treachery  to  honour ! 
Duke.  Prithee  tremble  not. 

I  feel  thy  breast  shake  like  a  turtle  panting 

Under  a  loving  hand  that  makes  much  on 't. 

Why  art  so  fearful  ? 
Bran,  O  my  extremity  ! 

My  lord,  what  seek  you  ? 
Duke,  Love. 
Bran,  'Tis  gone  already : 

I  have  a  husband. 
Duke,  That 's  a  single  comfort ; 

Take  a  friend  to  him. 
Bran,  That  *s  a  double  mischief; 

Or  else  there  's  no  religion. 
Duke.  Do  not  tremble 

At  fears  of  thy  own  making. 
Bran.  Nor,  great  lord, 

Make  me  not  bold  with  death  and  deeds  of  ruin. 

Because  they  fear  not  you ;  me  they  must  fright ; 

Then  am  I  best  in  health :  should  thunder  speak 

And  none  regard  it,  it  had  lost  the  name. 

And  were  as  good  be  still.    I  'm  not  like  those 

That  take  their  soundest  sleeps  in  greatest  tempests ; 

Then  wake  I  most,  the  weather  fearfiiUest, 

And  call  for  strength  to  virtue. 

Winding  Sheet. 

to  have  a  being,  and  to  live  'mongst  men, 


1  This  is  one  of  those  scenes  which  has  the  air  of  being  an  immediate 
transcript  from  life.  Livia  the  "  good  neighbour  "  is  as  r^  a  creature  as 
one  of  Chaucer's  characiers.  She  is  such  another  jolly  housewife  as  the 
Wife  of  Bath. 


Ib  a  fearful  living  and  a  poor  one ;  let  a  man  truly  think  ' 

To  have  the  toil  and  griefs  of  fouraeore  years 
Put  up  in  n  white  sheet,  tied  with  two  tnots  ■ 
Methinks  it  should  strike  earthquakes  in  adulterers, 
When  even  the  very  sheets  they  commit  sin  in 
May  prove  for  aught  they  know  all  their  last  garments. 

Great  MetCa  Looks. 

Did  not  the  duke  look  up  P  methought  he  eaw  vs. — 

That's  every  one's  conceit  that  sees  a  dutse. 

If  he  look  steadfastly,  he  looks  straight  at  them : 
When  he  perhaps,  good  careful  eentleman, 
Never  minds  any,  but  the  look  he  casts 
Is  at  his  own  intentions,  and  his  object 
Only  the  public  good. 

Wesping  in  Love. 

Why  should  those  t«ars  be  fetch'd  forth  p  cannot  lo^e 
Be  even  as  well  express'd  in  a  good  look, 
But  it  must  see  her  face  still  iji  a  fountain  ? 
It  ehowB  hke  a  countiy  maid  dressing  her  head 
By  a  dish  of  water ;  come,  'tia  an  old  custom 
To  weep  for  love. 

Lover'i  CMdingi. 

—  prithee  forgive  me, 
I  did  but  chide  in  jest :  the  best  loves  use  it 
Sometimes ;  it  sets  an  edge  upon  affection  . 
When  we  invite  our  best  friends  to  a  feast, 
'Tis  not  aU  sweetmeats  that  we  set  before  'em ; 
There's  something  sharp  and  salt,  both  to  whet  appetite, 
And  make  'em  taste  their  wine  well :  so  methinks. 
After  a  friendly  sharp  and  savoir  chiding, 
A  kiss  tastes  wondrous  well,  and  full  o'  the  grape. 

Wedlock. 

O  thou,  the  ripe  time  of  man's  misery,  wedlock ! 

When  all  his  thoughts  like  over-laden  trees 

Crack  with  the  fruits  they  bear,  in  cares,  in  jealousiea. 

0,  that 's  a  fruit  that  ripens  hastily. 

After  'tis  knit  to  marriage  ;  it  begma, 

Ab  soon  as  the  sun  shines  upon  the  bride, 

A  little  to  show  colour.- 

Marri/ing  th»  AdvUeress,  the  Suaiand  dead. 
^^^otsin  Bure  enough  to  wretched  n 
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But  he  must  bind  himself  in  chains  to 't  ?  worse ! 
Must  marriage,  that  immaculate  robe  of  honour, 
That  renders  virtue  glorious,  fair,  and  fruitftd. 
To  her  great  master,  be  now  made  the  garment 
Of  leprosy  and  foulness  ?  is  this  penitence, 
To  sanctify  hot  lust  ?  what  is  it  otherways 
Than  worship  done  to  devils  ?  is  this  the  best 
Amends  that  sin  can  make  after  her  riots  P 
As  if  a  drunkard,  to  appease  Heaven's  wrath. 
Should  offer  up  his  surfeit  for  a  sacrifice : 
If  that  be  comely,  then  lust's  offerings  are 
On  wedlock's  sacred  altar. 


MOEE  DISSEMBLEES  BESIDES  WOMEN :  A  COMEDY,  BY 

THOMAS  MIDDLETON. 
Deaih. 

when  the  heart 's  above,  the  body  walks  here 

But  Hke  an  idle  serving-man  below, 

Gtiping  and  waiting  for  his  master's  coming. 

He  that  lives  fourscore  years,  is  but  like  one 

That  stays  here  for  a  friend :  when  death  comes,  then 

Away  he  goes,  and  is  ne'er  seen  again. 

Loving  a  Woman. 

of  all  the  frenzies 

That  follow  flesh  and  blood. 
The  most  ridiculous  is  to  fawn  on  women ; 
There 's  no  excuse  for  that :  'tis  such  a  madness, 
There  is  no  cure  set  down  for 't ;  no  physician 
Ever  spent  hour  about  it,  for  they  guess' d 
'Twas  all  in  vain,  when  they  first  loved,  themselves. 
And  never  since  durst  practise :  cry  heu  mihi ; 
That 's  all  the  help  they  have  for 't.    I'd  rather  meet 
A  witch  far  north  than  a  fine  fool  in  love ; 
The  sight  would  less  afflict  me.    But  for  modesty, 
I  should  fall  foul  in  words  upon  fond  man, 
That  can  forget  his  excellence  and  honour. 
His  serious  meditations,  being  the  end 
Of  his  creation,  to  learn  well  to  die ; 
And  live  a  prisoner  to  a  woman's  eye. 

Widow^s  Vow. 
Loi'd  Cardinal,  Increase  of  health  and  a  redoubled  courage 
To  chastity's  great  soldier :  what,  so  «»d»  «^^i^\£L'i 
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The  memory  of  her  aeyen  yeara  deceased  lord 

Springs  yet  into  hep  eyes,  ae  fresh  and  full 

As  at  the  seventh  hour  after  his  departure. 

What  a  perpetual  fountain  is  her  virtue ! 

Too  much  to  afflict  yourself  with  ancient  Borrow 

Ib  not  BO  strictly  for  your  strength  required : 

Tour  TOW  is  charge  enough,  believe  me  'tis,  madam  ; 

Ton  need  no  weightier  task. 

Jhich.  Eeligious  sir, 

Tou  heard  the  last  words  of  my  dying  lord. 

Lord  Card.  "Which  I  Bhall  ne'er  forget. 

Duch.  May  I  entreat 

Tour  goodness  hut  to  speak  'em  over  to  me, 
As  near  aa  memory  can  befriend  your  utterance  : 
That  I  may  tliink  awhile  I  stand  in  presence 
Of  my  departing  husband. 

Ziord  Card.  "What 's  your  meaning 
In  tliis,  most  virtuous  madam  ? 

DucA.  'Tia  a  courteBy 

I  stand  in  need  of,  sir,  at  thia  time  CBpeciaUy  j 
Urge  it  no  farther  yet ;  as  it  proves  to  me, 
Tou  shall  hear  from  me ;  only  I  desire  it 
Effectu^y  ft«m  you,  sir ;  that 's  my  request, 

Xkird  Card.  I  wonder ;  yet  I  '11  spare  to  question  fiirther : 
Tou  shall  have  your  desire. 

Duch.  I  thank  you,  sir ; 

A  blessing  come  along  with  it. 

Lord  Card,  [repeats]  "  Tou  see,  my  lords,  what  all  earth's 
glory  is, 
Eightly  defined  in  me,  uncertain  breath  ; 
A  dreain  of  threescore  years  to  the  long  sleeper. 
To  most  not  half  the  time.     Beware  ambition ; 
Heaven  is  not  reach'd  with  pride,  but  with  submisaion. 
And  you,  Lord  Cardinal,  labour  to  perfect 
Good  purposes  begun ;  be  what  you  seem, 
Swadiaat  and  uncorrupt,  your  actiona  noble, 
Tour  goodneaa  simple,  without  gain  or  w^ ; 
And  not  in  vesture  holier  than  in  heart. 
But  'tia  a  pain  more  than  the  panga  of  death 
To  think  that  we  must  part,  fellows  of  life.— 
Thou  richness  of  my  joys,  kind  and  dear  princeep, 
J^atb  bad  no  sting,  but  for  our  acparatio"  " 
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•Twould  Come  more  calm  than  an  eyening's  peace, 

That  brings  on  rest  to  labours  :  Thou  art  so  precious, 

I  should  depart  in  everlasting  envy 

TJnto  the  man,  that  ever  should  enjoy  thee. 

O,  a  new  torment  strikes  his  force  into  me ! 

When  I  but  think  on 't,  I  am  rack'd  and  torn 

(Pity  me)  in  thy  virtues." 

Ihich.  "  My  loved  lord. 

Let  your  confirmed  opinion  of  my  life,       ^ 
My  love,  my  feithfiil  love,  seal  an  assurance 
Of  quiet  to  your  spirit,  that  no  forgetfulness 
Can  cast  a  sleep  so  deadly  on  my  senses. 
To  draw  my  affections  to  a  second  liking." 

Z/ord  Card.  "  It  has  ever  been  the  promise,  and  the  spring 
Of  my  great  love  to  thee.     For,  once  to  marry 
Is  honourable  in  woman,  and  her  ignorance 
Stands  for  a  virtue,  coming  new  and  fresh ; 
But  second  marriage  shows  desires  in  flesh ; 
Thence  lust,  and  heat,  and  common  custom  grows : 
But  she  's  part  virgin,  who  but  one  man  knows. 
I  here  expect  a  work  of  thy  great  faith : 
At  my  last  parting  I  can  crave  no  more ; 
And  with  thy  vow,  I  rest  myself  for  ever ; 
My  soul  and  it  shall  fly  to  heaven  together : 
Seal  to  my  spirit  that  quiet  satisfaction. 
And  I  go  hence  in  peace." 

I>tu;h.  "  Then  here  I  vow,  never " 

Lord  Card,  Why,  madam 

Dtich.  I  can  go  no  further. 

Lord  Card,  What,  have  you  forgot  your  vow  ? 

Duch,  I  have,  too  certainly. 

Lord  Card,  Your  vow  ?  tnat  cannot  be ;  it  follows  now, 
Just  where  I  left. 

Duch,  My  frailty  gets  before  it ; 
Nothing  prevails  but  iU. 

Lord  Card,  What  ail  you,  madam  ? 

Ihich,  Sir,  I  ^m  in  love. 


NO  WIT \ LIKE  A  WOMAN'S:    A  COMEDY,  BY  THOMAS 
HELP/  MIDDLETON. 

Virtuous  Poverty. 

'Life,  had  he  not  his  answer  p  what  strange  lm^\\d&tks^<^ 
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Govema  in  maji,  wbeu  luat  ta  lord  of  him 

Thinks  lie  me  mad  ?  'cause  I  have  no  moneys  on 

That  I  '11  go  forfeit  my  estate  in  heaven, 

And  live  eternal  beggar  ?  ho  shall  pardon  me : 

That 's  my  soul's  jointure  ;  I  '11  starve  ere  I  sell  that. 

Comfort. 

— —  husband, 

Wake,  wake,  and  let  not  patience  keep  thee  poor ; 
House  up  thy  spirit  from  this  falling  slumber : 
Make  thy  distress  seem  hut  a  weeping  dream. 
And  thia  the  opening  morning  of  thy  comforts 
Wipe  the  salt  dew  from  off  thy  caretiil  eyes, 
And  drink  a  draught  of  gladness  neit  thy  heart 
To  expel  the  infection  of  all  poisonous  sorrows. 
Oood  and  III  -Fbrtuite,  _ 

O  my  biesaing! 
1  feel  a  h^id  of  mercy  lift  me  up 
Out  of  a  world  of  waters,  and  now  sets  me 
Upon  a  mountain,  where  the  sun  plays  most, 
To  cheer  my  heart  even  as  it  dries  my  limbs. 
What  deeps  I  see  beneath  me !  in  whose  falls 
Many  a  mmbte  mortal  toils. 

And  scarce  can  feed  himself:  the  streams  of  fortune, 
'Glainst  which  he  tuga  in  vain,  Btdl  heat  him  down, 
And  will  not  suiFer  him  (past  hand  to  mouth) 
To  lift  his  arm  to  his  posterities'  blessing. 
I  see  a  careful  sweat  run  in  a  ring 
About  his  temples,  but  all  will  not  do : 
For  till  aome  happy  means  reheve  his  state, 
There  he  must  stick  and  bide  the  wrath  of  fiite. 
Parting  t»  Amity, 

Let  our  parting 
Be  full  as  charitable  as  our  meeting  was ; 
That  the  pale  envious  world,  glad  of  the  food 
Of  others'  miseries,  civil  dissensions, 
And  nuptial  strifes,  may  not  feed  fat  with  ours. 

Meeting  with  a  Wife  a^osed  dead. 
0  my  reviving  joy !  thy  quickening  presence 
Makes  the  sad  night  of  threescore  and  ten  years 
Sit  like  a  youthfd  spring  upon  my  blood. 


1 

n  eai-th,      1 


I  cannot  make  thy  welcome  rich  enough 
With  all  the  wealth  of  words. 
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MotAer'g  Forgiveness, 

Mother,  Wby  do  your  words  start  back  ?  are  they  a&aid 
Of  her  that  ever  loved  them  ? 

Philip.  I  have  a  suit  to  you,  madam. 

Mother.  You  have  told  me  that  already ;  pray,  what  is  *t  ? 
If 't  be  so  great,  my  present  state  remse  it, 
I  shall  be  abler,  then  command  and  use  it. 
Whatever  *t  be,  let  me  have  warning  to  provide  for  *t. 

Philw,  Provide  forgiveness  then,  for  that  *s  tne  want 
My  conscience  feels.     0,  my  wild  youth  has  led  me 
Into  unnatural  wrongs  against  your  freedom  once. 
I  spent  the  ransom  which  my  father  sent, 
To  set  my  pleasures  free  ;  while  you  lay  captive. 

Mother.  And  is  this  all  now  ? 

You  use  me  like  a  stranger :  pray,  stand  up. 

JPhilip,  Bather  fall  flat :  I  shall  deserve  yet  worse. 

Mother.  Whate'er  your  faults  are,  esteem  me  still  a  friend ; 
Or  else  you  wrong  me  more  in  asking  pardon 
Than  when  you  did  the  vn'ong  you  ask  d  it  for : 
And  since  you  have  prepared  me  to  forgive  you. 
Pray  let  me  know  for  what ;  the  first  fault  *s  nothing. 

Philip.  Here  comes  the  wrong  then  that  drives  home  the  rest. 
I  saw  a  face  at  Antwerp,  that  quite  drew  me 
From  conscience  and  obedience :  in  that  fray 
I  lost  my  heart,  I  must  needs  lose  my  way. 
There  went  the  ransom,  to  redeem  my  mind ; 
'Stead  of  the  money,  I  brought  over  her ; 
And  to  cast  mists  before  my  father's  eyes. 
Told  him  it  was  my  sister  Qost  so  long) 
And  that  yourself  was  dead. — ^You  see  the  wrong. 

Mother.  This  is  but  youthful  still — 
I  forgive  thee 

As  freely  as  thou  didst  it.     For,  alas ! 
This  may  be  call'd  good  dealing,  to  some  parts 
That  love  and  youth  plays  daily  among  sons. 
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Hecate,  and  the  other  Witches^  at  their  Charms. 
Hec.  Titty  and  Tiffin,  Suckin 

And  Pidgen,  Liard,  and  Eobin! 
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White  apinte,  bWk  epirits,  grey  spiritB,  red  spirits, 

Devil-toad,  deyil-ram,  devil-cat,  and  devil-dain, 

"Wliy  Hoppo  and  Stadlin,  Hellwain  and  Puckle ! 
Stad.  Here,  aweating  at  the  veBeel. 
Sec.  Boil  it  ■well. 
Mop.  It  gallops  now. 
Mec.  Are  the  flames  bine  enough, 

Or  shall  I  use  a  Httle  aeetea'  more  ? 
Siad.  The  nips  of  lairios  upon  maids'  white  hipa 

Are  not  more  perfect  azure. 
Hec.  Tend  it  caMfully. 

Send  Stadlin.  to  me  with  a.  brazen  dish. 

That  I  may  fall  to  work  upon  these  aerpenta, 

And  squeeze  'em  ready  for  the  second  hour. 

Why,  when  ? 
Sfad.  Here 's  Stadlin  and  the  diah. 
Mec.  Here  take  this  unbaptized  brat : 

Boil  it  well — preserve  the  fat : 

Tou  know  'tis  precious  to  transfer 

Our  'nointed  flesh  into  the  air, 

In  moonlight  nights,  o'er  steeple  tops. 

Mountains,  and  pine  trees,  that  like  pricks,  or  stops, 

SeetQ  to  our  height :  high  towers,  and  roofs  of  princes, 

Like  ■wrinkles  in  the  eiuiih :  whole  provinces 

Appear  to  our  sight  then  even  like 

A  rusaet-mole  upon  some  lady's  cheek. 

When  hundred  leagues  in  air,  ■we  feast  and  sing, 

Dance,  kiss,  and  coll,  use  everything : 

What  young  man  can  ■we  wish  to  pleasure  us, 

But  we  enjoy  him  in  an  incubus  ? 

Thou  know'st  it,  Stadhn  ? 
Stad.  Usually  that's  done. 
See.  Away,  in. 

Go  feed  the  vessel  for  the  second  hour. 
Stad.  Where  be  the  magical  herbs  ? 
Sec.  They  're  down  hia  throat', 

Hia  mouth  cramm'd  full ;  hia  ears  and  nostrils  stuft. 

I  thrust  in  Eleaselinum,  lately 

Aconitum,  irondes  populeae,  and  soot. 

Tou  may  see  that,  he  looks  so  black  i'  th'  mouth. 

Then  8ium,  Acharum,  Vulgoro  too, 
'Seething.  ■  The  aeaddulg'i. 
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Dentapbilloii,  the  blood  of  a  flitter-mouse, 
Solaoum  somnificum  et  oleum. 

8tad.  Then  there 's  all,  Hecate. 

See,  Is  the  heart  of  wax 

Stack  Aill  of  magic  needles  P 

8tad,  'Tis  done,  Hecate. 

See.  And  is  the  burner's  picture,  and  his  wife's, 
Laid  down  to  the  fire  yet  ? 

Stad,  Thej  are  a-roasting  both  too. 

Sec.  Gh)od; 

Then  their  marrows  are  a-melting  subtilly, 
And  three  months'  sickness  sucks  up  life  in  'em. 
They  denied  me  often  flour,  barm,  and  milk, 
GkxJse-grease  and  tar,  when  I  ne'er  hurt  their  chumings, 
Their  brew-locks  nor  their  batches,  nor  forespoke 
Any  of  their  breedings.    'Now  I  'U  be  meet  with  'em. 
Seven  of  their  yoimg  pigs  I  have  bewitch' d  already 
Of  the  last  litter,  nine  ducklings,  thirteen  goslings,  and 

a  hog 
Fell  lame  last  Sunday,  after  even-song  too. 
And  mark  how  their  sheep  prosper ;  or  what  soup 
Each  milch-kine  gives  to  the  pail :  I  'U  send  these  snakes 
ShaU  milk  *em  aU  beforehand :  the  dew'd-skirted  dairy 

wenches 
Shall  stroke  dry  dugs  for  this,  and  go  home  cursing : 
I  'U  mar  their  sillabubs,  and  swarthy  feastings 
Under  cows'  bellies,  with  the  parish  youths. 

Sbbastiah'  consults  the  Witch/or  a  Charm  to  he  revenged  on  his 

successful  Rival. 

See.  Urchins,  elves,  hags,  satires,  pans,  fawns,  silence. 

Kit  with  the  candlestick ;  tritons,  centaurs,  dwarfs,  imps. 
The  spoon,  the  mare,  the  man  i'  th'  oak,  the  hellwain,  the 
nre-drake,  the  puckle.    A.  ab  hur.  bus. 

8eh.  Heaven  knows  with  what  unwillingness  and  hate 
I  enter  this  damn'd  place :  but  such  extremes 
Of  wrongs  in  love  fight  'gainst  religion's  knowledge. 
That  were  I  led  by  this  disease  to  deaths 
As  numberless  as  creatures  that  must  die, 
I  could  not  shun  the  way. — I  know  what  'tis 
To  pity  mad  men  now :  they  're  wretched  things 
That  ever  were  created,  if  tney  be 
Of  woman's  making  and  her  faithle&B  NOi^^. 

1* 


TUOMAB  MUHLETON. 


I  fear  they  're  now  a  kiesing :  what 's  o'clock  ? 
"~'a  now  but  supper-time :  but  night  will  come. 


And  all  n 


ied  couples  make  short  supperB 


Whate'er  thou  art,  I  have  no  spare  time  to  fear  thee ; 
My  horrors  are  ao  strong  and  great  already 
That  thou  seem'at  nothing.     Up  and  laze  not : 
Hadst  thou  my  business,  thou  couldst  ne'er  sit  so  j 
'Twould  firk  thee  into  air  a  thousand  mile, 
Beyond  thy  ointments :  I  would  I  were  read 
So  much  in  thy  black  power,  as  mine  own  grieft. 
I  'ra  in  great  need  of  help :  wilt  give  me  any  ? 

See.  Thy  boldness  takes  me  bravely ;  we  are  all  sworn 
To  sweat  for  such  a  spirit ;  see ;  I  regard  thee, 
I  rise,  and  bid  thee  welcome.     What  'a  thy  wish  now  ? 

Seb,  O,  my  heart  swells  with 't.     I  must  tate  breath  first. 

Hee.  Is 't  to  confound  some  enemy  on  the  seas  ? 
It  may  be  done  to-night.     Stadlin  'b  within ; 
She  raises  all  yoiu"  sudden  ruinous  storms 
That  shipwreck  barks ;  and  tears  up  growing  oaks  -, 
Flies  over  houses,  and  takes  Anno  Domini 
Out  of  a  rich  man's  chimney  (a  sweet  place  for 't, 
He  would  be  hang'dere  he  would  set  his  own  years  there ; 
They  must  be  chamber'd  in  a  five  pound  picture, 
A  green  silk  curtain  drawn  before  the  eyes  on  't. 
His  rotten  diseased  years)  !     Or  dost  thou  envy 
The  fat  prosperity  of  any  neighbour  ? 
I  '11  call  forth  Hoppo,  and  her  incantation 
Can  straight  destroy  the  young  of  all  his  cattle : 
Blast  vineyards,  orchards,  meadows ;  or  in  one  night 
Transport  his  dung,  hay,  com,  by  reeka,  whole  stacks, 
Into  thine  own  ground. 

Seb.  This  would  come  most  richly  now 

To  many  a  country  grazier :  But  my  envy 
Lies  not  so  low  aa  cattle,  com,  or  wines : 
'Twill  trouble  your  beat  powers  to  give  me  ease. 

Wee.  la  it  to  starve  up  generation  ? 

To  strike  a  barrenness  in  man  or  woman  ? 

Seh.  Hah! 

Hee.  Hah  !   Did  you  feel  me  there  P     I  knew  your  grief. 

Seb.  Can  there  be  such  things  done  ? 

Hee.  Are  these  the  skins 

uitB  ?  these  of  anakea?^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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£K^.  I  see  they  are. 

JSec.  So  sure  into  what  house  these  are  convey' d 
Knit  with  these  charms,  and  retentive  knots, 
Neither  the  man  begets,  nor  woman  breeds, 
No,  nor  performs  the  least  desire  of  wedlock, 
Being  then  a  mutual  duty ;  I  could  give  thee 
Chiroconita,  Adincantida, 
Archimadon,  Marmaritin,  Calicia, 
"Which  I  could  sort  to  villanous  barren  ends  ; 
But  this  leads  the  same  way :  More  I  could  instance : 
As  the  same  needles  thrust  into  their  pillows 
That  sow  and  sock  up  dead  men  in  their  sheets : 
A  privy  grissel  of  a  man  that  hangs 
After  sunset.     Good,  excellent :  yet  all 's  there,  sir. 

Seh.  You  could  not  do  a  man  that  special  kindness 
To  part  them  utterly,  now  ?     Could  you  do  that  ? 

Hec.  No :  time  must  do 't :  we  cannot  disjoin  wedlock ; 
'Tis  of  Heaven's  fastening :  well  may  we  raise  jars, 
Jealousies,  strifes,  and  heart-burning  disagreements. 
Like  a  thick  scurf  o'er  life,  as  did  our  master 
Upon  that  patient  miracle^ ;  but  the  work  itself 
Our  power  cannot  disjoin. 

Seh,  I  depart  happy 

In  what  I  have  then,  being  constrain' d  to  this : 
And  grant,  you  greater  powers  that  dispose  men. 
That  I  may  never  need  this  hag  again.  \JExit. 

Hec.  I  know  he  loves  me  not,  nor  there 's  no  hope  on 't ; 
'Tis  for  the  love  of  mischief  I  do  this : 
And  that  we  are  sworn  to  the  first  oath  we  take. 

HfiCATB,  Stadltn",  Hoppo,  iw'^A  the  other  "Witches,  preparing  for  their 

midnight  jottmet/  through  the  air.    Fibestoitb,  Hecate's  son. 
Sec.  The  moon 's  a  gallant :  see  how  brisk  she  rides. 
Stad,  Here 's  a  rich  evening,  Hecate. 
Jlec.  Ay,  is 't  not,  wenches. 

To  take  a  journey  of  five  thousand  mile  ? 
Sop.  Ours  will  be  more  to-night. 
Sec.  0,  'twill  be  precious. 

Heard  you  the  owl  yet  ? 
Stad.  Briefiy  in  the  copse. 

As  we  came  through  now. 
Sec,  'Tis  high  time  for  us  then. 

*  Job. 
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Stad.  There  was  a  bat  bung  at  my  lips  three  timea 

As  we  came  through  the  wooda,  and  drank  her  filL 
Old  Puckle  saw  her, 
Hee.  Tou  are  fortunate  still : 

The  very  ecreech-owl  lights  upon  your  shoulder, 
And  woos  you  hte  a  pigeon.     Are  you  funuBh'd  ? 
Have  you  your  ointments  ? 
Slad.  AH. 
Hee.  Prepare  to  flight  then ; 

I  'U  overtake  you  awiftly. 
Stad.  Hie  thee,  Hecate : 

We  abflU  be  up  betimes. 
Hec.  I  'U  reach  you  quickly.         [The  other  Witchea  mou/nt. 
Fire.  They  are  all  goiog  a-birdiog  to-night.     They  talk  or 
fowls  in  the  air,  that  fly  by  day :  I  am  sure,  they  'U 
be  a,  company  of  foul  sluta  there  to-night.     H  we 
have  not  mortditv  offer'd',  I  '11  be  hanged ;  for  tUey 
are  able  to  putrefy  it,  to  infect  a  whole  region.    She 
spies  me  now. 
See.  Wliat,  Firestone,  our  sweet  son  ? 
Fire.  A  little  sweeter  than  some  of  you ;  or  a  dunghill  were 

too  good  for  me. 
7lec.  How  much  hast  here  ? 
Fire.  Nineteen,  and  all  brave  plump  ones ;  besides  sis  lizards, 

aud  three  aerpentine  egga. 
Hec.  Dear  and  sweet  boy  :  what  herbs  hast  thou  ? 
Fire.  I  liave  aorae  Marmarttn  and  Mandragon. 
Sec.  Marmaritin  and  Mandragora  thou  wouldat  say. 
Fire.  Here  'a  Panoax  too :  I  thank  thee,  my  pan  achea  I  am 
With  kneeling  down  to  cut  'em.  [sure 

Sec.  And  Selago, 

Hedge  hyssop  too :  how  near  he  goea  my  cuttings ! 
Were  thCT-  all  crept  by  moonlight  ? 
Fire.  Every  blade  of  'em,  or  I  am  a  moon-ealf,  mother. 
Sec.  Hie  thee  home  with  'eui. 

Look  well  to  the  houae  to-night :  I  am  for  aloft. 
Fire.  Aloft,  quoth  you  ?  I  would  you  would  break  your  neck 
once,  that  I  might  have  all  quickly.     Hark,  hark, 
mother ;  they  ore  above  the  ateeple  already,  flying 
over  your  head  with  a  noise  of  musiciana. 
.Sm.  They  are  indeed.   Help  me,  help  me ;  I'mtoolateelae.  _ 
'  Probably  the  true  reading  is  a/!er 
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Soayim  fJU  Air, 

Come  cwa^y  come  awir ; 
HgiCTte,  Hecate,  come'awaT. 
Mac,  I  oome,  I  oome,  I  come,  t  ixfsae, 

"With  an  the  speed  I  mar. 

With  aU  the  speed  I  maV. 

Where'aStad&n? 
[.^Ixww.]  Bere. 
Mee.  Whete'sPnckle? 
[iiMNw.  J TTeie : 

And  Hoppo  too,  and  Hellwain  too : 

We  lack  but  yon ;  we  lack  but  jou : 

Come  awaj,  make  up  the  count. 
Sbc.  I  will  bat  'noint,  and  then  I  mount. 

'A  Spirit  like  a  Cat  deteendM, 
\Above^ ^There's  one  comedown  to  fetch  his  dues ; 

A  kisa,  a  ooD,  a  sip  of  blood : 

And  why  thou  staj'st  so  long,  I  muse,  I  muse. 

Since  the  air 's  so  sweet  and  i^ood. 
Hec.  O,  art  thou  come  ? 

What  news,  what  news  ? 
Spirit.  AU  goes  still  to  our  delight : 

Either  oome,  or  else 

Befbae,  refuse. 
Sec.  Now  I  am  fnrmsVd  for  the  flight. 
J^ire.  Hark,  hark,  the  Cat  sings  a  brave  treble  in  her  own 
Mec.  [Oaing  up.']  Now  I  go,  now  1  fly,  [language. 

Malkin  my  sweet  Spirit  and  J. 

O,  what  a  dainty  pleasure  *tis 

To  ride  in  the  air 

When  the  moon  shines  £iir, 

And  sing,  and  dance,  and  toy,  and  kiss! 

Over  woods,  high  rocks,  and  mountains, 

Over  seas  (our  mistress'  fountains). 

Over  steep  towers  and  turrets. 

We  fly  by  night  'mongst  troops  of  Spirits. 

No  ring  of  bells  to  our  ears  sounds. 

No  howls  of  wolves,  no  yelps  of  hounds ; 

No,  not  the  noise  of  water's  breach. 

Or  cannon's  throat,  our  height  can  reach. 

[Above.'] No  ring  of  bells,  &c. 

Fife.  Well,  mother,  I  thank  your  kindness ;  yoa ' 
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Giamboling  iti  the  air,  and  IcaTe  me  to  walk  hero  like  a 
fool  and  a  mortal  •         *         #         •        • 

A  Ducheee  coatulls  the  Witch  about  inflieting  a  sfidden  Death. 
Dd  CHESS.    Hecate.    Fiee  stoke. 
Sec.  What  death  ia  't  you  desire  for  Almachildes  P 
Duck.  A  euddes  and  a  subtle. 
Hea.  Then  I  've  fitted  you. 

Here  lie  the  gifts  of  both  ;  sudden  and  subtle: 
His  picture  made  in  wax,  and  gently  molten 
By  a  blue  fire,  kindled  with  dead  men's  eyea,  \ 

WOl  waste  him  by  degrees,  ) 

Dueh.  In  what  time  prithee  ? 
Hee.  Perhaps  in  a  moon's  progress. 
Dtich.  What,  a  month  P 

Out  upon  pictures,  if  they  be  so  tedious ! 
&i¥B  me  things  with  some  life, 
/fee.  Then  seek  no  farther. 
Dach.  This  must  be  done  with  speed,  despatch'd  this  night. 

If  it  be  possible, 
/fee.  I  have  it  for  you : 

Here  's  that  wtII  do 't :  stay  but  perfection's  time, 
And  that 's  not  five  hours  hence. 
Duch.  Canst  thou  do  this  ? 
Kee.  Can  I? 

Duch.  I  mean,  so  closely? 
Kec.  So  closely  do  yon  mean  too  P 
I  Dach.  So  artfully,  so  cunningly  ? 

1  ifec.  Worse  and  worse.     Doubts  and  incredulities, 

I  They  make  me  mad.     Let  acnipulous  creatures  know : 

1  Cum  volui,  ripis  ipsis  mirantibu3,  amnes 

^  In  funtes  rediere  suos ;  concussaque  sisto, 

H  Staatia  concutio  cantu  freta ;  nubila  peUo, 

■  Nubilaque  induco :  ventos  abigoque,  vocoque. 
H  Tipereaa  rumpo  verbis  et  carmine  fauces ; 

H  Et  aylvae  moveo,  jubeoque  tremiacere  monies, 

H  !Et  mugire  solum,  manesque  exire  sepulcris. 

H  Te  quoque,  Luna^  traho. 

H  Can  you  doubt  me  then,  daughter ; 

■  That  can  make  mountains  tremble,  miles  of  woods  walk, 
B  Whole  earth's  foundation  bellow,  and  the  spirits 

^L  Of  the  entomb'd  to  burst  out  from  their  marbles ; 

^^^^^^  Na,^,  draiv  jon  moon  to  my  involved  deaigna  ?     ^^^^ 
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Fire.  1  know  as  well  as  can  be  when  my  mother 's  mad,  and 
our 

Great  cat  angry;  for  one  spits  French  then,  and  the 
other  spits  Latin. 
Duch,  I  did  not  doubt  you,  mother. 
Sec.  No !  what,  did  you  ? 

My  power 's  so  finn,  it  is  not  to  be  question'd. 
Ihtch.  Forgive  what 's  past ;  and  now  I  know  the  offensive- 

That  vexes  art,  I  'U  shun  the  occasion  ever.  [ness 

Hec,  Leave  all  to  me  and  my  five  sisters,  daughter. 

It  shall  be  convey' d  in  at  howlet-time. 

Take  you  no  care.     My  spirits  know  their  moments : 

Eaven  or  screech-owl  never  fly  by  the  door 

But  they  call  in  (I  thank  'em;  and  they  lose  not  by 't. 

1  give  'em  barley  soak'd  in  infant's  blood : 

They  shall  have  semina  cum  sanguine. 

Then*  gorge  cramm'd  fiill,  if  they  come  once  to  our  house : 

"We  are  no  niggard. 

JS^e,  They  fare  but  too  weU  when  they  come  hither :  they 
ate  up  as  much  the  other  night  as  would  have 
made  me  a  good  conscionable  pudding. 
Sec,  Give  me  some  lizard's  brain,  quickly,  Firestone. 

Where 's  grannam  Stadlin,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  sisters  ? 
Fi/re.  All  at  hand,  forsooth.  [The  other  Witches  a^ppear. 

Hec,  Give  me  Marmaritin ;  some  Bear-breech :  when  ? 
Fire,  Here 's  Bear-breech  and  lizard' s-brain,  forsooth* 
Hec,  Into  the  vessel ; 

And  fetch  three  ounces  of  the  red-hair' d  girl 

I  kiU'd  last  midnight. 
Fi/re,  Whereabout,  sweet  mother  ? 
Hec,  Hip ;  hip,  or  flank.    AVTiere  's  the  Acopus  ? 
Fire,  You  shall  have  Acopus,  forsooth. 
Hec,  Stir,  stir,  about ;  whilst  I  begin  the  charm. 

A  Cha/tm  Song  about  a  Vessel, 
Hec,  Black  spirits  and  white,  red  spirits  and  grey ; 

Mingle,  mingle,  mingle,  you  that  mingle  may. 

Titty,  Tiffin,  keep  it  stiff  in ; 

Fire-drake,  Puckey,  make  it  lucky ; 

Liard,  Eobin,  you  must  bob  in. 

Bound,  around,  aroimd,  about,  about,  about ; 

All  111  come  running  in,  all  Good  keep  out. 
First  Witch,  Here  's  the  blood  of  a  bat. 


See.  Put  in  that,  0,  put  in  that. 

Sec.  Witch.  Here's  libbaJMi's-bane, 

Mec.  Put  in  i^^n- 

Firxt  Witch.  The  juice  of  toad ;  the  oil  of  adder. 

See.  Witeh.  Those  will  make  the  younker  madder. 

Sec.  Put  in,  there  'b  all,  and  rid  the  stench. 

Mre.  Nay,  here  'a  three  ounces  of  the  red-bair'd  wench. 

All.  Bound,  around,  around,  &c. 

Sec.  So,  80,  enough:  into  the  vessel  with  it. 

There ;  't  hath  the  true  perfection :  I  am  bo  light' 

At  any  mischief,  there  's  no  riUany 

But  is  a  tune  methinks. 
Fire.  A  tune !  'tis  to  the  tune  of  damnation  then,  I  warrant 

And  that  song  hath  a  viHanoua  hiuthen.  [you, 

Sec.  Come,  ray  sweet  sisters,  let  the  air  strike  oior  tune ; 

Whilst  we  show  reverence  to  yon  peeping  moon. 

[The  W  itches  dance,  et  Sxeunt. 

[Thougli  BomD  roacmlilaneo  may  bo  tracod  between  thoChiimis  in  Mac- 
beth and  the  Icciintat^ona  in  this  Plajjivluch  is  enpposed  to  hare  preceded 
it,  (luB  comcidence  mil  not  detrnct  much  from  the  originahty  of  Shak' 
spears.  His  witches  are  distinguished  &om  the  witches  of  Uiddleton  bj 
eaaontiBl  difforenoea.  These  are  creatures  to  whom  nmn  or  woman  plot- 
ting some  dire  nuschief  might  resort  for  occasional  connultation.  TboBa 
originate  deeds  of  blood,  and  begin  bad  impulses  to  men.  From  the  mo- 
ment that  iteir  ejea  first  meet  with  Maobelli's,  be  is  speL-bound.  That 
meeling  swajs  liis  deslinj.  Ue  can  nortT  break  the  fascination.  These 
witches  can  hurt  the  bod;  ;  those  have  power  oyer  the  soul. — Hecate  in 
Middleton  has  a  Sdq,  a  low  buffoon :  the  bags  of  Shakspeare  have  neithof 
child  of  their  own,  nor  seem  to  be  desccmlcd  from  any  parent.  They  are 
fonl  AnomaUes,  of  whom  wo  know  not  abenoe  they  are  sprung,  nor  whe- 
eler th^  haye  b^iimicg  or  ending.  As  the;  are  without  human  passions, 
BO  they  seem  to  be  without  human  relations.  They  come  with  thunder 
and  lightning,  and  vanish  to  airy  music.  This  is  all  wo  know  of  them. — 
Except  Hecate,  thej  have  no  names  ;  which  heightens  their  rnvsterioua- 
ness.    Their  names,  and  some  of  the  properties,  wluch  Middleton  has 

?'ven  ia  his  hags,  excite  smiles.  The  Wiard  Sisters  aro  serious  things, 
heir  presenca  cannot  co-enst  with  mirth.  But  in  a  lesser  degree,  uw 
Witches  of  Hiddkton  are  fine  creations.  Their  power  too  is,  in  some 
measure,  over  the  mind,  The;  raise  jars,  jesJousios,  strifea,  Sie  a  Vuoh 
aiMtf  o'er  life.'] 

'  Light-hi^arted, 
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THE  WITCH  OF  EDMONTON :  A  TEAai-COMEDT,  BY 
WILLIAM  BOWLEY,  THOMAS  DECKER,  JOHN  FOED,  Ao. 

MoTHEB  Sawteb  (before  she  turns  Witch)  aiUme. 

Saw.  And  why  on  me  ?  why  should  the  envious  world 
Throw  all  their  scandalous  malice  upon  me  ? 
'Cause  I  am  poor,  deform' d,  and  ignorant, 
And  like  a  bow  buckled  and  bent  together 
By  some  more  strong  in  mischiefs  than  myself; 
Must  I  for  that  be  made  a  common  sink 
For  all  the  filth  and  rubbish  of  men's  tongues 
To  fall  and  run  into  ?    Some  call  me  "Witch 
And  being  ignorant,  of  myself,  they  go 
About  to  teach  me  how  to  be  one :  urging 
That  my  bad  tongue  (by  their  bad  usage  made  so) 
Forespeaks  their  cattle,  doth  bewitch  their  com. 
Themselves,  their  servants,  and  their  babes  at  nurse : 
This  they  enforce  upon  me ;  and  in  part 
Make  me  to  credit  it*. 

Banks,  a  Fanner,  enters. 

Banks.  Out,  out  upon  thee,  "Witch. 

Saw.  Dost  call  me  W  itch  ? 

Banks.  I  do,  "Witch,  I  do : 

And  worse  I  would,  knew  I  a  name  more  hateful. 
What  makest  thou  upon  my  ground  ? 

Saw.  Gather  a  few  rotten  sticks  to  warm  me. 

Banks.  Down  with  them  when  I  bid  thee,  quickly ; 
I  '11  make  thy  bones  rattle  in  thy  skin  else. 

Saw.  You  won't  r  churl,  cut-throat,  miser :  there  they  be. 
Would  they  stuck  cross  thy  throat,  thy  bowels,  thy 
maw,  thy  midriff 

Banks.  Say'st  thou  me  so  ?    Hag,  out  of  my  ground. 

Saw.  Dost  strike  me,  slave,  curmudgeon  ?  Now  thy  bones 
aches,  thy  joints  cramps. 
And  convulsions  stretch  and  crack  thy  sinews. 

Banks.  Cursing,  thou  hag  ?  take  that,  and  that.  [^Eont, 

Saw.  Strike,  do :  and  wither' d  may  that  hand  and  arm 

Whose  blows  have  lamed  me,  drop  jfrom  the  rotten  trunk. 
Abuse  me !  beat  me !  call  me  hag  and  witch ! 
What  is  the  name,  where,  and  by  what  art  leam'd  ? 

1  This  soliloquy  anticipates  all  that  Addison  has  said  in  the  conclusion 
Df  the  117th  Si.ectator. 
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What  spells,  or  cliamis,  or  inTocationa, 
May  the  thing  caU'd  Familiar  be  purchased  P 

1  am  shunn'd 

And  hated  like  a  BicltneBa :  made  a  scom 
To  all  degreea  and  sexes.     I  have  heard  old  beldams 
Talk  of  FamiliarB  in  the  shape  of  mice. 
Bats,  ferrets,  weasela,  and  I  wot  not  what, 
That  have  appear'd;  and  suck'd,  aome  say,  their  blood. 
But  by  what  means  they  came  acquainted  with  them, 
I  'in  now  ignorant.   "Wonld  some  power,  good  or  bad, 
Instruct  me  which  way  I  might  be  revenged 
Xfpon  this  churl,  I  'd  go  out  of  myself. 
And  give  this  fury  leave  to  dwell  within 
This  niin'd  cottage,  ready  to  fiUl  with  age ; 
Abjure  all  goodness,  be  at  hate  with  prayer, 
And  study  curses,  imprecations, 
Blasphemous  speeches,  oaths,  detested  oaths, 
Or  anything  that 's  ill ;  so  I  might  work 
Bevenge  upon  this  miser,  this  black  cur, 
That  barks,  and  bites,  and  sucks  the  very  blood 
Of  me,  and  of  my  credit.    'Tis  all  one 
To  be  a  witch  as  to  be  counted  one. 
She  gets  a  Familiar  wiieh  lerees  her  in  the  liienen  of  a  Blaci  Dog, 
MoTHEK  Sawtbk.     Familiar. 

SatB.  I  am  dried  up 

"With  cursing  and  with  madness ;  and  have  yet 

No  blood  to  moisten  these  sweet  lips  of  tbine. 

Stand  on  thy  hind-lega  up.     Kiss  me,  my  Tommy ; 

And  rub  away  some  wrinkles  on  my  brow, 

By  making  my  old  ribs  to  shrug  for  joy 

Of  thy  fine  tncks.  What  hast  thou  done  ?  Let  'b  tickle. 

Haat  thou  struck  the  horse  larao  as  I  bid  thee  p 

Famil.  Tes,  and  nipt  the  sucking  cluld. 

Saw.  Ho,  ho,  my  dainty, 

My  little  pearl !     No  lady  loves  her  hound, 
Monkey,  or  parakeet,  as  I  do  thee. 

Famil.  The  maid  haa  been  churning  butter  nine  hours,  but 
it  shall  not  come. 

Saw.  Let  'm  eat  cheese  and  choke. 

Famil.  I  had  rare  sport 

Among  the  clowns  in  the  n 

Sbia.  J  camd  dance 
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Out  of  my  skin  to  bear  thee.    But,  my  curl-pate, 

Huit  jade,  that  foul-tongued Nan  !feUitcM, 

Who,  for  a  little  soap  lick'd  by  my  sow, 
Struck,  and  had  almc^  lamed  it :  did  not  I  charge  thee 
To  pinch  that  quean  to  the  heart  p      •      •      •      • 
Her  Eamiliar  abtemU  Ikinuelf:  Ae  imooket  him. 

Saw.  Not  see  me  in  three  days  P 

I  'm  lost  without  my  Tomalin ;  prithee  come ; 

Itevenge  to  me  is  sweeter  tar  than  life : 

Thou  flfft  my  raven,  on  whose  coal-black  wings 

Eevenge  comes  flying  to  me :  O,  my  best  love, 

I  am  on  fire  (even  in  the  midst  of  ice) 

"Raking  my  blood  up,  till  my  shrunk  knees  feel 

Thy  currd  head  leaning  on  them.    Come  then,  my  dar- 

If  m  the  air  thou  hover'st,  fall  upon  me  [)^S' 

In  some  dark  cloud ;  and,  as  I  orb  have  seen 

Dragons  and  serpents  in  the  elements, 

Appear  thou  now  so  to  me.    Art  thou  i'  the  sea  ? 

Muster  up  all  the  monsters  from  the  deep, 

And  be  the  ugliest  of  them :  so  that  my  bulch 

Show  but  his  swarth  cheek  to  me,  let  earth  cleave, 

And  break  jfrom  heU,  I  care  not :  could  I  run 

lake  a  swift  powder-mine  beneath  the  world. 

Up  would  I  blow  it,  all  to  find  out  thee. 

Though  I  lay  ruiu'd  in  it. — Not  yet  come  ? 

I  must  then  fall  to  my  old  prayer :  sancUbiceter  nomen 

twum. 

He  comes  in  white. 

Saw,  Why  dost  thou  thus  appear  to  me  in  white. 

As  if  thou  wert  the  ghost  of  my  dear  love  ? 
Fimiil,  I  am  dogged,  list  not  to  teU  thee,  yet  to  torment  thee, 

My  whiteness  puts  thee  in  mind  of  thy  winding-sheet. 
Saw,  Am  I  near  death  ? 
Famil,  Be  blasted  with  the  news. 

Whiteness  is  day's  footboy,  a  fore-runner  to  light,  which 
shows  thy  old  riverd  face :  viUanies  are  stript 
naked,  the  witch  must  be  beaten  out  of  her  cockpit. 
Saw,  Why  to  mine  eyes  art  thou  a  flag  of  truce  P 

I  am  at  peace  with  none ;  'tis  the  black  colour. 

Or  none,  which  I  fight  under :  I  do  not  like 

Thy  puritan-paleness. 

[Mother  Sawyer  differs  from  the  hags  of  Middleton  or  Shakspesre.  She 
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ia  the  pkm  traditional  old  womeii  wifch  of  our  aiKJentore ;  poor,  t 
formed,  and  ignorant  j  the  terror  of  viUttgea,  hereelf  ainenaUfltoBijuatiL., 
That  should  be  a  hardy  BheriiF,  witli  the  power  of  a  cmuntj  at  hia  heeler 
that  woiJd  laj  hands  on  tlie  Weird  SialcrB.  They  are  of  another  juriB-- 
diction.  But  upon  tha  conunuD  and  ri^Ted  opinion  the  autlior  (ae 
authors)  have  engrafted  strong  fancy.  There  i)  eomothing  fpightfu^f 
earnest  in  her  invocatioas  to  tlie  Familiar.] 

THE  ATHEISTS  TTtAGEDT;  OR,  THE  HONEST  MJH'8 
BEVEIfGE.  BY  CYREL  TOUKNEUH. 
D'AstviLtE  (f  4s  jHheinf),  miih  the  aid  of  hi»  tcicied  iaitrameat,  BoBA- 
CHIO,  mardera  his  brother,  Mqntpebhees,  for  Ju  eataie.  After  tit 
d-eed  ii  done,  Bobicbio  and  he  tali  tageiAer  of  the  drcuvieianoaK 
which  attend  the  irmrder, 

D'Jm.  Here  'b  a,  sweet  comedy,  begins  with  O  dolentk,  and! 

coacluiieB  with  ha,  ha,  ho. 

Bor.  Ha,  ha,  he. 

D'Am.  0  my  echo !    I  could  stand  reverberating  this  BweeSi 

musical  air  of  joy,  till  I  had  perished  my  sound 

lunga  with  Tiolent  laughter.     Lovely  night-rayen, 

thou  hast  seized  a  carcase  p 

Bar.  Put  him  out  on  'b  pain.     I  kv  so  fitly  underneath  the 

bmik  from  whence  he  lell,  that  ere  hia  faltering 

tongue  could  utter  double  0,  I  knocked  out  hig 

brains  with  this  fair  ruby  ;  and  had  another  stono 

just  of  this  form  and  bigness  ready,  that  I  laid  in 

the  broken  skull  upon  the  ground  for  hia  pillow,' 

against  the  which  they  thought  he  fell  aud  perished. 

VAm.  Upon  this  ground  I  '11  build  my  manor  houflSj 

And  this  shall  he  chiefest  comer-stone. 
Bor.  This  crown'd  the  most  judicious  murder,  that 

The  brain  of  man  was  e'er  delivered  of. 
D'Am.  Ay,  mark  the  plot.     Not  any  circumstance 
That  stood  within  the  reach  of  the  design, 
Of  persons,  dispositions,  matter,  time. 
Or  place,  but  by  this  brain  of  mine  was  made 
An  mstrumental  help ;  yet  nothing  from 
The  induction  to  the  aeeompliahmeut  aeem'd  forced, 
Or  done  o' purpose,  but  by  accident. 

[Mere  they  reckon  wp  the  several  circumttancMt 
Bor.  Then  darkness  did 

Protect  the  execution  of  the  work 
Both  from  prevention  and  diaggyCT 
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jyjjn.  Here  was  a  murder  bravely  carried  through 

The  eye  of  observation,  unobserved. 
Bcr,  And  those  that  saw  the  passage  of  it,  made 

The  instruments ;  yet  knew  not  what  they  did. 
U^Am.  That  power  of  ride,  philosophers  ascribe 

To  him  they  call  the  Supreme  of  the  Stars, 

Making  their  influences  governors 

Of  sublunary  creatures,  when  theirselves 

Are  senseless  of  their  operations. 

[Thtmder  and  lightning. 

What !  dost  start  at  thunder  ?  Credit  my  belief,  'tis  a 
mere  eflect  of  nature,  an  exhalation  hot  and  dry, 
involved  within  a  watery  vapour  in  the  middle  re- 
gion of  the  air,  whose  coldness  congealing  that  thick 
moisture  to  a  cloud,  the  angry  exhalation  shut  within 
a  prison  of  contrary  qualify,  strives  to  be  free ;  and 
with  the  violent  eruption  through  the  grossness  of 
that  cloud,  makes  tms  noise  we  hear. 
Bor.  'Tis  a  fearful  noise. 

IXAm.  'Tis  a  brave  noise;  and,  methinks,  graces  our  ac- 
complished project,  as  a  peal  of  ordnance  does  a 
triumph.  It  speaks  encouragement.  Now  nature 
shows  thee  how  it  favoured  our  performance  •  to 
forbear  this  noise  when  we  set  lorth,  because  it 
should  not  terrify  my  brother's  going  home,  which 
would  have  dashed  our  purpose:  to  forbear  this 
lightning  in  our  passage,  lest  it  should  have  warned 
hun  of  the  pitfall.  Then  propitious  nature  winked 
at  our  proceedings ;  now,  it  doth  express  how  thai 
forbearance  favoured  our  success.    *    *   *    * 

Drowned  Soldier, 

walking  upon  the  fatal  shore. 

Among  the  slaughter'd  bodies  of  their  men, 
Which  the  fuU-stomach'd  sea  had  cast  upon 
The  sands,  it  was  my  unhappy  chance  to  light 
X^on  a  face,  whose  favour  when  it  lived 
Mj  astonish'd  mind  inform'd  me  I  had  seen. 
He  lay  in  his  armour,  as  if  that  had  been 
His  coffin ;  and  the  weeping  sea  (like  one 
Whose  milder  temper  doth  lament  the  death 
Of  him  whom  in  his  rage  he  slew)  runs  up 
The  shore,  embraces  him,  kisses  his  cheek ; 
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Goea  ba^k  again,  and  forces  up  the  eands 

To  bury  him  ;  and  every  time  it  parts, 

Sheda  teara  upon  h'"" ;  till  at  last  (us  if 

It  could  no  longer  endure  to  see  the  man 

Wiom  it  had  BlaiiL,  yet  loath  to  leave  him)  with 

A  kind  of  unresolved  unwilling  pace, 

"Winding  her  waves  one  in  another  (like 

A  man  that  folds  hia  arms,  or  wriiiga  his  hands, 

Tor  grief)  ehb'd  from  the  body,  and  descends ; 

Aa  if  it  would  sink  down  into  the  earth, 

And  hide  itself  for  shame  of  such  a  deed'. 

Matuh  Sfflaed. 

I  entertain  the  offer  of  this  match, 

With  ptu^oae  to  confirm  it  presently. 

I  have  already  moved  it  to  my  daughter ; 

Her  soft  escuaea  savour'd  at  the  firat 

Methought  but  of  a  modest  innocence 

Of  blood,  whose  unmoved  stream  waa  never  drawn 

Into  the  current  of  affection.     But  when  I 

Eeplied  with  more  &miliar  arguments, 

Thmking  to  make  her  apprehension  bold ; 

Her  modest  blush  fell  to  a  pale  dislike. 

And  she  refused  it  with  such  confidence, 

Aa  if  she  had  been  prompted  by  a  love 

Inclining  firmly  to  some  other  mail ; 

And  in  that  obstinacy  she  remains. 

Love  and  Courage. 
0,  do  not  wrong  him.     'Tia  a  generous  mind 
That  led  hia  disposition  to  the  war; 
For  gentle  love  and  noble  courage  are 
80  near  allied,  that  one  begeta  another : 
Or  love  is  sister,  and  courage  is  the  brother. 
Could  I  affect  him  better  thau  before, 
Hia  soldier's  heart  would  make  me  love  him  more. 


THE  EEVENG-ER'S  TBAGEDY.    BY  CTRIL  TOXJBNEUB. 
Tranioi  addreasea  the  BicuU  of  Mi  dead  Ladg. 

Thou  sallow  picture  of  my  poison'd  love. 
My  study's  ornament,  thou  shell  of  death, 

'  This  way  of  description,  which  eeema  iiDwiUiii);  ever  to  leave  o£ 
wearing  parenUvtiB  mlian  ■pareaibxaia,  vaa  brought  to  ita  hd^iT  bj  Si 
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Once  tke  bright  face  of  my  betrothed  lady, 
When  life  and  beauty  naturally  fill'd  out 
These  ragged  imperfections ; 
When  two  heaven-pointed  diamonds  were  set 

In  those  unsightly  rings then  'twas  a  face 

So  far  beyond  the  artificial  shine 

Of  any  woman's  bought  complexion, 

That  the  uprightest  man  (if  such  there  be 

That  sin  but  seven  times  a  day)  broke  customi, 

And  made  up  eight  with  lookmg  after  her. 

O,  she  was  able  to  have  made  a  usurer's  son 

Melt  all  his  patrimony  in  a  kiss ; 

And  what  his  father  nfty  years  told, 

To  have  consumed,  and  yet  his  suit  been  cold. 

Here 's  an  eye 
Able  to  tempt  a  great  man— to  serve  God ; 
A  pretty  hanging  lip,  that  has  forgot  now  to  dissemble. 
Methinks  this  mouth  should  make  a  swearer  tremble ; 
A  drunkard  clasp  his  teeth,  and  not  undo  'em, 
To  sufier  wet  damnation  to  run  through  'em. 
Here  's  a  cheek  keeps  her  colour  let  the  wind  go  whistle : 
Spout  rain,  we  fear  thee  not :  be  hot  or  cold, 
All 's  one  with  us :  and  is  not  he  absurd. 
Whose  fortunes  are  upon  their  faces  set. 
That  fear  no  other  God  but  wind  and  wet  P 
Does  the  silk-worm  expend  her  yellow  labours 
For  thee  ?  for  thee  does  she  undo  herself? 
Are  lordships  sold  to  maintain  ladyships, 
For  the  poor  benefit  of  a  bewitching  minute  ? 
Why  does  yon  fellow  falsify  highways. 
And  put  his  life  between  the  judge's  lips. 
To  refine  such  a  thing  ?  keep  his  horse  and  men. 
To  beat  their  valours  for  her  ? 
Surely  we  're  all  mad  people,  and  they 
Whom  we  think  are,  are  not. 
Does  every  proud  and  self-affecting  dame 
Camphire  her  face  for  this  ?  and  grieve  her  Maker 
In  sinfiil  baths  of  milk,  when  many  an  infant  starves, 

Philip  Sidney.  He  seems  to  have  set  the  example  to  Shakspeare.  Many 
beautiful  instances  may  be  found  all  over  the  Arcadia.  These  bountiful 
wits  always  gire  full  measure,  pressed  down  and  running  over. 
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For  her  auperfuouH  outside,  for  all  tliia  ? 

Who  now  bids  twenty  pound  a  night  ?  prepares 

Music,  perfumes,  and  sweetmeatB  ?  all  are  huah'd. 

Thou  mayet  lie  chaste  now  !  it  were  fine,  methiuks, 

To  have  thee  seen  at  revels,  forgetftd  feasts, 

And  unclean  brothels :  sure  'twould  fright  the  sinner. 

And  make  liim  a  good  coward :  put  a,  reveller 

Out  of  his  antict  amble. 

And  cloy  an  epicure  with  empty  dishes. 

Here  might  a  Bcoruful  and  ambitious  woman 

Look  through  and  through  herself. — See,  ladies,  with 

false  forma 
Tou  deceive  men,  but  cannot  deceive  worms'. 

TDrDICJ,  having  diiffuised  himielf,  makes  trial  of  Mi  litfir  CtaTlta'i 
virtue;  andaftenBordgofhismoiher'a. 

Vranici.     Castiza. 
Vin.  Lady,  the  best  of  wishes  to  yom-  e 

Pair  skins  and  new  gowns. 
Catt.  0,  they  shall  thank  jou,  sir. 

Whence  this  ? 
rill.  O,  irom  a  dear  and  worthy  friend. 
Ca»t.  From  whom  ? 
Vin.  The  duke's  son. 
Cast.  Eeceive  that.  [A  l>ox  o'  the  ear  to  Iwr  brot/wr. 

I  an'ors  I  would  put  anger  in  my  hand. 

And  pass  the  virgin  limits  of  myself. 

To  hun  that  nest  appear'd  in  that  base  ofGce, 

To  be  his  sin's  attorney.     Bear  to  him 

That  figure  of  my  hate  upon  thy  cheek, 

Whilst  'tis  yet  hot,  and  1  '11  reward  thee  for 't ; 

Tell  him  my  honour  shaU  have  a  rich  name, 

When  several  harlots  ahull  share  his  with  shame. 

Farewell ;  commend  me  to  him  in  my  hate.  [U^t. 

Vin.  It  is  the  sweetest  box 

'  The  nale  imS.  fiimale  slielctoi]  in  Oonilibert  it 
mortification  which  bus  been  rend  from  bonoB. 

This  dismal  gallery,  lofty,  long  and  wide, 

Was  bung  with  skeletona  of  every  kind ; 
Human,  and  all  tbat  learaad  human  pride 

Thinks  mtuie  to  obey  num'e  high  Lmmartal  m 

Yet  on  that  wall  huagi  He,  too,  nho  eo  thouglkt : 

And  She,  dried  by  Him,  whom  that  He  obej'd. 
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That  e'er  my  nose  came  nigh ; 
The  finest  draw-work  cuff  that  e'er  was  worn ; 
I  'U  love  this  blow  for  ever,  and  this  cheek 
Shall  still  henceforward  take  the  waU  of  this. 
O,  I  'm  above  my  tongue :  most  constant  sister, 
In  this  thou  hast  right  honourable  shown ; 
Many  are  caU'd  by  their  honour,  that  have  none. 
Thou  art  approved  for  ever  in  my  thoughts. 
It  is  not  in  the  power  of  words  to  taint  thee. 
And  yet  for  the  salvation  of  my  oath, 
As  my  resolve  in  that  point,  I  will  lay 
Hard  siege  unto  my  mother,  though  I  know, 
A  siren's  tongue  could  not  bewitch  her  so. 
Mass,  fitly  liere  she  comes !  thanks,  my  disguise — 

The  MoTHEB  enters. 
Madam,  good  afternoon. 
Moth,  You  are  welcome,  sir. 
Vin.  The  next  of  Italy  commends  him  to  you, 

Our  mighty  expectation,  the  duke's  son. 
Moth.  I  think  myself  much  honour'd,  that  he  pleases 

To  rank  me  in  his  thoughts. 
Vin.  So  may  you,  lady : 

One  that  is  like  to  be  our  sudden  duke ; 
The  crown  gapes  for  him  every  tide ;  and  then 
Commander  o'er  us  all,  do  but  think  on  him. 
How  blest  were  they  now  that  could  pleasure  him 
Ev'n  with  anythiag  almost ! 
Moth.  Ay,  save  their  honour. 
Vin.  Tut,  one  would  let  a  little  of  that  go  too. 

And  ne'er  be  seen  in 't,  ne'er  be  seen  in 't ;  mark  you, 
I  'd  wink  and  let  it  go. 
Moth.  Marry  but  I  would  not. 

Vin.  Marry  but  I  would,  I  hope ;  I  know  you  would  too. 
If  you  'd  that  blood  now  which  you  gave  your  daughter. 
To  her  indeed  'tis,  this  wheel  comes  about ; 
That  man  that  must  be  all  this,  perhaps  ere  morning, 
(For  his  white  father  does  but  mould  Away) 
Has  long  desired  your  daughter* 
Moth.  Desired? 
Vin.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

He  desires  now,  that  will  command  hereafter ; 
Therefore  be  wise,  I  speak  as  more  a  Mend 

Ik 
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To  Tou  tlian  him  ;  madam,  I  know  you  're  poor. 

And  (lack  the  day!)  there  are  too  maay  poor  ladies 

already ; 
Why  should  you  wax  the  number  P  'tis  despised. 
Live  wealthy,  rightly  understaml  the  world, 
Aud  chide  away  that  foolish  country  girl 
Keeps  company  with  your  daughter.  Chastity, 

Moth.  O  fie,  fie !  the  ricnea  of  the  world  cannot  hire   a 
mother 
To  such  a  most  unnatural  task. 

Vin.  No,  hut  a  thousand  augela  can  ; 

Men  have  no  power,  angels  must  work  you  to 't : 
The  world  descends  into  such  baae-bom  evUs, 
That  forW  augela  can  make  fourscore  devils. 
There  wifl  be  foola  stOl  I  perceive — still  fool  P 
"Would  I  be  poor,  dejected,  Hcom'd  of  greatness. 
Swept  fi\)m  tne  palace,  and  see  others'  daughters 
Spring  with  the  dew  of  the  court,  having  mine  own 
So  much  desired  and  loved — by  the  duke's  son  ? 
No,  I  would  raise  my  state  upon  her  breast. 
And  call  her  eyes  my  tenants ;  I  would  count 
My  yearly  mamteuaace  upon  her  cheeks  ; 
Take  coach  upon  her  lip ;  and  all  her  parts 
Should  keep  men  after  men ;  and  I  would  ride 
In  pleasure  upon  pleasure. 
Tou  took  great  pains  for  her,  once  when  it  was, 
Ijet  her  requite  it  now,  though  it  be  but  some ; 
You  brought  her  forth,  she  may  well  bring  you  home. 

Moth.  0  heavens,  this  o'ercomes  me ! 

Vin.  Not  I  hope  already  ?  \Agide. 

Moth.  It  is  too  strong  for  me  ;  men  know  that  know  us, 
We  are  so  weak  their  words  can  overthrow  us : 
He  touch'd  me  nearly,  made  my  virtues  bate, 
When  his  tongue  struck  upon  my  poor  estate.    [^Aside, 

Vin.  I  even  quake  to  proceed,  my  spirit  turns  edge. 

I  fear  me  she 's  unmother'd,  yet  I  '11  venture.      [^Aside. 
What  think  you  now,  lady  P  speak,  are  you  wiser  P 
What  said  advancement  to  you  P  thus  it  said. 
The  daughter's  fall  lifts  up  the  mother's  head ; 
Did  it  not,  madam  ?  but  I  '11  swear  it  does  1 

In  many  places  ;  but  this  i^  fears  no  man,  I 

^^^^^^     'Tie  no  abame  to  be  bad,  because  'tis  common,    ^^^^^H 
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Moth.  Ay,  that 's  the  comfort  on 't. 
Tin.  The  comfort  on 't ! — 

I  keep  the  best  for  last.     Can  these  persuade  you 

To  forget  heaven — ^and —  [,Qffhr8  her  money* 

Moth.  Ay,  these  are  they — 
Vin.  O! 
Moth.  That  enchant  our  sex ; 

These  are  the  means  that  govern  our  affections, — 

Tliat  woman 

"Will  not  be  troubled  with  the  mother  long, 

That  sees  the  comfortable  shine  of  you : 

I  blush  to  think  what  for  your  sakes  I  'U  do. 
Vvn.  O  suffering  heaven !  with  thy  invisible  finger, 

Ev'n  at  this  instant  turn  the  precious  side 

Of  both  mine  eye-balls  inward,  not  to  see  myself.  {Aside. 
Moth.  Look  you,  sir. 
Vin.  HoUo. 

Moth.  Let  us  thank  your  pains. 
Vin.  0,  you  are  a  kind  madam. 
Moth.  I  'U  see  how  I  can  move. 
Vin.  Tour  words  wiU  sting. 

Moth.  If  she  be  still  chaste,  I  'U  ne'er  call  her  mine. 
Vin.  Spoke  truer  than  you  meant  it ! 

Moth.  Daughter  Castiza 

Cast,  [within.']  Madam! 

Vin.  O,  she 's  yonder,  meet  her. 

Troops  of  celestial  soldiers  guard  her  heart. 

Tour  dam  has  devils  enough  to  take  her  part. 

[Castiza  returns. 
Cast.  Madam,  what  makes  yon  evil-officed  man 

Li  presence  of  you  ? 
Moth.  Why? 
Cast.  He  lately  brought 

Immodest  writing  sent  from  the  duke's  son. 

To  tempt  me  to  dishonourable  act. 
Moth.  Dishonourable  act  ? — ^good  honourable  fool. 

That  wouldst  be  honest,  'cause  thou  wouldst  be  so, 

Producing  no  one  reason  but  thy  will ; 

And  it  has  a  good  report,  prettily  commended. 

But  pray  by  whom  ?  poor  people :  ignorant  people ; 

The  better  sort,  I  'm  sure,  cannot  abide  it. 

And  by  what  rule  should  we  equaxe  out  qiv3cc>^«&^ 
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But  by  our  betters'  actiooa  ?  0,  if  thou  knew'st 


"Wiat  'twere  to  lose  it,  tbou  wouldat  n 


But  there  'a  a  cold  c 


eluid 


upou  a 


"Whilst  others  c!  ^ 

Deny  advancement !  treaaure !  the  duke'a  eon ! 
Cast.  I  cry  you  mercy,  lady,  I  miatook  you; 

Pray  did  you  see  my  mother?  which  way  went  you  ? 

Pray  Gk>d  I  have  not  lost  her. 
Vin.  Prettily  put  by.  [Anide. 

Moth.  Are  you  as  proud  to  me,  as  coy  to  him  ? 

Do  you  not  know  me  now  ? 
Oast.  Why,  are  you  she  p 

The  world  'b  bo  chaoged,  one  shape  into  another, 

It  ia  a  wise  child  now  that  knows  her  mother. 
Vm.  Most  right,  i'  faith.  ]_Agide, 

Moth.  I  owe  your  cheek  my  haod 

For  that  presimiption  now,  but  I  '11  forget  it ; 

Come,  you  shah  leave  those  childish  'haviours. 

And  understand  your  time.     Fortunes  flow  to  you. 

What,  will  you  be  a  girl  p 

If  all  fear'd  drowning  that  spy  waves  ashore. 

Gold  would  grow  rich,  and  all  the  merchanta  poor. 
Cast.  It  ia  a  pretty  sayiug  of  a  wicked  one,  but  methiiikB 

It  does  not  show  bo  well  out  of  your  mouth ; 
Better  in  his. 
Via.  Faith,  bad  enough  in  both, 

Were  I  in  earnest,  as  I  'U  seem  no  less.  [Aside. 

I  wonder,  lady,  your  own  mother's  worda 

Cannot  be  taken,  nor  stand  in  full  force, 

"Tis  honesty  you  urge ;  what 's  honesty  ? 

'Tis  but  heaven's  beggar ;  and  what  woman  is  so  foohah 

to  keep  honesty, 
And  be  not  able  to  keep  herself?  no. 
Times  are  grown  wiser,  and  will  keep  less  charge. 
A  maid  that  has  small  portion  now,  intends 
To  break  up  house,  and  live  upon  her  friends. 
How  blest  are  you !  you  have  nappiness  alone ; 
Others  must  fall  to  thouaands,  you  to  one ; 
SufGeieut  in  himself  to  make  your  forehead 
Dazzle  the  world  with  jewels,  and  petitionary  people 
Start  at  /our  jjresence,  _ 
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0  think  upon  the  pleasure  of  the  palace ! 
Secured  ease  and  state !  the  Btirring  meats, 

Beady  to  move  out  of  the  dishes,  that  even  now  cjuiL'keii 

when  they  're  eatea ! 
Banquets  abroad  by  torch-light!  music!  sportsl 
Bare-headed  vassals,  that  had  ne'er  the  fortune 
To  keep  on  their  own  hata,  but  let  horns  wear  thein  ! 
Kine  coaches  waiting — hurry,  hurry,  hurry — 

Catt.  Ay,  to  the  deyii — 

Vin.  Ay,  to  the  devil !  to  the  duke,  hy  my  fiiith, 

Moth.  Ay,  to  the  duke.     Daughter,  you  'd  acorn  to  think 
Of  the  devil,  aii'  you  were  there  once. 

Vin.  Who  'd  sit  at  home  in  a  neglected  room. 

Dealing  her  short-lived  beauty  to  the  picturea. 
That  are  aa  useless  as  old  men,  when  thoae 
Poorer  in  face  and  fortune  than  herself 
Walk  with  a  hundred  acres  on  their  backs. 
Fair  meadows  cut  into  green  fore-parts  ? — 
Fair  trees,  those  comely  foretops  of  the  field. 
Are  cut  to  maintain  head-tires  : — much  untold — 
All  thrives  but  chastity,  she  lies  cold. 
S^ay,  shall  I  come  nearer  to  you  ?  mark  but  this : 
Why  are  there  ao  few  honest  women,  but  because  'tis 
the  poorer  profession?  that 's  accounted  best,  that's 
beat  follow  d ;  least  in  trade,  least  in  fashion ;  and 
that 's  not  honesty,  believe  it ;  and  do  but  note  the 
low  and  dejected  price  of  it ; 
Lose  but  a  pearl,  we  search  and  cannot  brook  it  j 
But  that  onee  gone,  who  is  so  mad  to  look  it  P 

Moth.  Troth,  he  saja  true. 

Out.  False :  .1  defy  you  both. 

1  have  endured  you  with  an  ear  of  fire  I 

Tour  tongues  have  struck  hot  irons  on  ray  face. 
Mother,  come  from  that  poisonous  woman  there. 

Moth.  Where? 

Out,  Do  you  not  see  her  ?  she 's  too  inward  then. 
Slave,  perish  in  thy  office,     Tou  heavens  please. 
Henceforth  to  make  the  mother  a  disease. 
Which  first  begins  with  me  ;  yet  I  've  outgone  you. 

Vin.  O  angels,  clap  your  wings  upon  the  skies. 

And  give  tliis  virgiu  crystal  pla,\i.to.i6a\  \Aj 

Mei//.  Peevish,  coy,  foolish !— tut  return  thia  k 
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My  lord  aball  be  most  welcome,  when  hia  plens\irQ 
Conducts  him  thia  way ;  I  will  Bway  mine  own ; 
Women  with  women  can  work  be«t  alone,  lUxil. 

Vin.  Forgive  me,  Heaven,  to  call  ray  mother  wicked ! 

0  leaaen  not  my  days  upon  the  earth. 

1  oannot  honour  her. 

Tie  BrathtTs,  VinniCI  and  Hippolito,   fhreatea  their  Moteeee  with 

death  for  eomealUtg  to  t!i£  dUionmr  of  their  Suiter, 
Vin.  O  thou  for  whom  no  name  is  had  enough  ! 
Moth.  What  mean  tdj  eons  ?  what,  will  you  murther  me  ? 
Vin.  Wicked  unnatural  parent ! 
H^.  Friend  of  women  t 
Moth.  0  I  are  sons  tum'd  monsters  ?  help  I 
Vin.  In  vain. 
Moth.  Are  you  so  barbaroua  to  aet  iron  nipples 

Upon  the  breast  that  gave  jou  suck  P 
77re.  That  breast 

Is  tom'd  to  quarled  poison. 
Motk.  Cut  not  your  days  for 't.     Am  not  I  your  mother  ? 
Vin.  Thou  dost  usuip  that  title  now  by  fraud, 
For  in  that  ehell  of  mother  breeds  a  bawd. 
Moth.  A  bawd !  0  name  far  loathaomer  than  hell ! 
I£y>.  It  should  be  ao,  knew'st  thou  thy  office  well. 
Mott.  I  hate  it. 
Vin.  Ah,  is  it  poaaible,  you  powers  on  high. 

That  women  ahould  dissemble  when  they  die  ? 
Moth.  Dissemble ! 
Vin,  Did  not  the  duke's  son  direct 

A  fcUow  of  the  world's  condition  hither. 
That  did  corrupt  all  that  waa  good  in  thee  ? 
Made  thee  uncivilly  forget  thyself. 
And  work  our  slater  to  hiB  purpose  P 
Moth.  Who,  I  ? 

That  had  been  monstrous.     I  defy  that  man 
Por  any  auch  intent.     None  hvea  ao  pure, 
But  shall  be  soil'd  with  slander. 
Good  son,  believe  it  not. 
Vin.  0, 1  'm  in  doubt 

Whether  I  am  myself  or  no — 

Stay,  let  me  look  again  upon  this  face. 

'"'"''O-gi^l  he  saved  when  mothers  have  no  grace  ? 

^Eesumes  ku  diaguwa 
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Hip,  'Twould  make  one  half  despair. 
Vin,  I  was  the  man. 

Defy  me  now,  let 's  see,  do 't  modestly. 
Moth,  O,  hell  unto  my  soul ! 
Vin,  In  that  disguise,  I,  sent  from  the  duke's  son, 

Tried  you,  and  found  you  base  metal, 

As  any  villain  might  have  done. 
Moth,  O  no, 

No  tongue  but  yours  could  have  bewitch' d  me  so, 
Yin,  O  nimble  in  damnation,  quick  in  turn ! 

There  is  no  devil  could  stnke  fire  so  soon. 

I  am  confuted  in  a  word. 
Moth,  O  sons, 

Forgive  me,  to  myself  I  '11  prove  more  true ; 

You  that  should  honour  me,  I  kneel  to  you. 
Yvn.  A  mother  to  give  aim  to  her  own  daughter ! 
Hip,  True,  brother ;  how  far  beyond  nature  'tis, 

Though  many  mothers  do  it ! 
Vin,  Nay,  and  you  draw  tears  once,  go  you  to  bed. 

Wet  will  make  iron  blush  and  change  to  red. 

Brother,  it  rains,  'twill  spoil  your  dagger,  house  it. 
Hip.  'Tis  done. 
Yin,  V  faith  'tis  a  sweet  shower,  it  does  much  good. 

The  fruitful  grounds  and  meadows  of  her  soul 

Have  been  long  dry :  pour  down,  thou  blessed  dew ! 

Eise,  mother ;  troth,  this  shower  has  made  you  higher. 
Moth,  O,  you  heavens  ! 

Take  this  iofectious  spot  out  of  my  soul ; 

I  '11  rinse  it  in  seven  waters  of  mine  eyes. 

Make  my  tears  salt  enough  to  taste  of  grace. 

To  weep  is  to  pur  sex  naturally  given ; 

But  to  weep  truly,  that 's  a  eixfc  from  Heaven. 
Vin,  Nay,  I  '11  kiss  you  now.     Eass  her,  brother : 

Let 's  marry  her  to  our  souls,  wherein 's  no  lust, 

And  honourably  love  her. 
Hip,  Let  it  be. 
Vin.  For  honest  women  are  so  seld  and  rare, 

'Tis  good  to  cherish  those  poor  few  that  are. 

O  you  of  easy  wax !  do  but  imagine, 

Now  the  disease  has  left  you,  how  leprously 

That  office  would  have  ckng'd  unto  your  forehead! 

All  mothers  that  had  any  graceful  hue, 
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Would  have  worn  maaka  to  hide  their  face  at  yon. 
It  would  have  grown  to  this,  at  your  foul  name 
Green-colour' d  maida  woiild  have  tum'd  red  with  shame. 

Hip.  And  then  our  sister,  fidl  of  hire  and  baseness — 

Vi/i.  There  had  been  boiling  lead  again ! 
The  duke's  son's  great  coneuhme  ! 
A  drab  of  state,  a  doth-o'-ailver  slut, 
~>  To  have  her  train  borne  up,  and  her  aoul  trail  in  the  dirt ! 

Hip.  To  be  great,  miserable ;  to  be  rich,  eternally  wretched. 

Vin.  0  common  madneaa  ! 

Ask  but  the  tliriving'st  harlot  in  cold  blood, 
She  'd  give  the  world  to  make  her  honour  good. 
Perhaps  you'll  say,  hut  only  to  the  duke'a  eon 
In  private ;  why,  she  first  begins  with  one 
"Who  afterwards  to  thouaands  proves  a  whore : 
Break  ice  in  one  place,  it  will  crack  in  more. 

Moth.  Most  certainly  applied. 

Kip.  0  brother,  you  forget  our  business. 

Vin.  And  well  remeraber'd ;  joy 's  a  subtile  elf; 

I  think  man  's  happieat  when  he  forgets  himself. 
Farewell,  once  dry,  now  holy-water'd  mead; 
Our  hearts  wear  leathers,  that  before  w^ore  lead, 

Moik.  I  '11  give  you  this,  that  one  I  never  knew 

Plead  bettex  for,  and  'gainst  the  devil  than  you, 

Vm.  You  make  me  proud  on 't. 

ffip.  Commend  us  in  all  virtue  to  oui  siater. 

Vin.  Ay,  for  the  love  of  heaven,  to  that  true  maid. 

Moth.   With  ray  beat  words. 

V,n.  Why,  that  was  motherly  said'. 

Castizx  »eema  to  cument  to  her  MoTHza's  meted  motion. 
Castiza.     MOTHEII. 

Cast.  Now,  mother,  you  have  wrought  with  me  so  strongly. 
That,  wliat  for  my  advancement,  as  to  calm 
The  trouble  of  your  tongue,  I  am  content. 

>  The  reality  and  lifs  of  Ihia  diologuD  passes  any  ncPiucal  illiuion  I  ever 
felt.  I  never  read  it  bnt  mj  ears  tingle,  and  I  feel  u  hot  bluet  spread 
mj  oheekB,  as  if  I  were  preeently  about  to  "proclaim"  goma  sueh  "mnle- 
fiiDtians"  of  myself,  as  the  brothere  hero  rebu^  in  their  unnatural  psj^nt ; 
in  vords  more  keen  and  dagg^-lilra  than  those  whieh  Hamlet  speaks  to 
his  mother.  Such  power  lias  the  paasion  of  shnnie  truly  personated,  nut 
only  to  "strike  gullrt  creatures  onto  the  soul,"  but  to  "appal"  even 
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Hbth.  Content,  to  what  ? 

Vatt,  To  do  as  you  liave  wish'd  me ; 

To  prostitute  my  breast  to  tLe  duke's  aon, 

And  put  myself  to  common  usury. 
Moth.  I  hope  you  will  not  bo. 
Qist.  Hope  you  I  wiU  not  ? 

That  'b  not  the  hope  you  look  to  be  saved  in. 
Moth.  Truth,  but  it  is. 
Cast.  Do  not  deceive  yourself. 

I  am  as  you,  ev'n  out  of  marble  ■wrought. 

What  would  you  now  ?  are  ye  not  pleased  yet  with  me  ? 

Tou  shall  not  wish  me  to  be  more  lascivioua, 

Than  I  intend  to  be. 
Moth.  Strike  not  me  cold. 
Cast.  How  often  have  you  charged  me  on  your  bleasing 

To  be  a  cursed  woman  I  when  you  Jinew 

Tour  blessing  had  no  force  to  make  me  lewd, 

Tou  laid  your  curse  upon  me ;  that  did  more ; 

The  mother's  curse  is  heavy  ;  where  that  fights. 

Sons  set  in  st«rm  and  daughters  lose  their  lights. 
Moth.  Good  child,  deffl"  maid,  if  there  be  any  spark 

Of  heavenly  intellectual  light  within  thee, 

0  let  my  breath  revive  it  to  a  flame. 

Put  not  all  out  with  woman's  wilful  folliea. 

1  am  recover'd  of  that  foiil  disease 

That  haunts  too  many  mothers ;  kind,  forgive  me, 
Make  me  not  sick  in  health  !  if  then 
My  words  prevail'd,  when  they  were  wickedness. 
How  much  more  now,  when  they  are  just  and  good ! 

Cast.  I  wonder  what  you  mean :  iu«  not  you  she, 
Por  whose  infect  persuasions,  I  could  scarce 
Kneel  out  my  prayers ;  and  had  much  ado, 
In  three  hours  riding,  to  untwist  so  much 
Of  the  black  serpent,  as  you  wound  about  me  ? 

Moth.  'Tis  unfruitful  held,  tedious, -to  repeat  what  'b  past, 
I  'm  now  your  present  mother. 

Oast.  Fish,  now  'tis  too  late. 

Moth.  Bethink  again,  thou  know'st  not  what  thou  say'at. 

Cast.  No!  deny  advancement.!  trcasiu'e!  the  duke's  son ! 

Moth.  0  see,  I  spoke  those  words,  and  now  they  poison  me. 
What  will  the  deed  do  thenp 
^^^  Advancement !  true ;  as  high  a; 


For  treaaure :  who  e'er  knew  a  harlot  rich  ? 

Or  eould  build  by  tbe  purcLase  of  her  aiii 

An  hospital  to  keep  her  bastards  in  ? 

The  duke's  son!  O;  when  women  are  young  courtiers, 

They  are  sure  to  be  old  beggars. 

To  know  tbe  miseries  moat  harJots  taste. 

Thou  'dafc  wish  thyself  unborn  wten  thou  'rt  unchaate. 
Cast.  0  mother,  let  me  twice  about  yoiu"  neck. 

And  kiss  you  till  my  soul  melt  on  your  lips : 

I  did  but  this  to  try  you. 
Moth.  0,  speak  truth. 
Cast.  Indeed  I  did  not ;  for  no  tongue  hath  force 

To  alter  me  from  honest: 

K  maidens  would,  men's  words  could  have  no  power ; 

A  Yirgin's  honour  is  a  crystal  tower, 

Which  being  weak  is  guarded  with  good  spirits  j 

Until  she  basely  yields,  no  01  inherits. 
Moth.  0  happy  child !  faith,  aud  thy  birtb,  hath  saved  me, 

'Mongst  thousand  daughters,  happiest  of  all  others ; 

Buy  thou  a  gtaas  for  maids,  and  I  for  mothers. 

Evil  Report  after  Death, 

What  is  it  to  have 
A  flattering  felse  inaculption  on  a  tomb, 
And  in  men's  hearts  reproach  p  the  'bowel'd  corpse 
May  be  aear'd  in,  but  (with  free  tongue  I  speak) 
The  fiiulta  of  great  men  through  their  Bear-clotlies  break. 

Bastards. 

0  what  a  grief  'tis  that  a  man  should  live 
But  once  in  the  world,  and  then  to  live  a  bastard ! 
The  curse  of  the  womb,  the  thief  of  nature, 
Begot  against  the  seventh  commandment. 
Half  danm'd  in  the  conception  by  the  justice 
Of  that  unbribed  everlasting  law ! 

Too  nice  reepecta  in  ComiaA^. 
Ceremony  baa  made  many  fools. 
It  is  aa  easy  wav  imto  a  duchess 
As  to  a  hatted  oame,  if  her  love  answer ; 
But  that  by  timorous  honours,  pale  respects, 
Idle  degrees  oi  tear,  men  make  their  ways 
Sard  of  themselves. 
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THE  DEVIL'S  LAW  CASE  ;  OE,  WHEN  WOMEN  GO  TO  LAW, 
THE  DEVIL  IS  FULL  OP  BUSINESS.  A  TEAai-COMEDY, 
BY  JOHN  WEBSTEB. 

CJoKTASiKO  chciUenges  Ebcolb  to  fight  with  him  for  the  possesnon  of 

JOLENTA,  iDhom  they  both  love. 

Con,  Sir;  my  love  to  you  has  proclaim' d  you  one, 
Whose  word  was  still  led  by  a  noble  thought, 
And  that  thought  follow' d  Dy  as  fair  a  deed : 
Deceive  not  that  opinion :  we  were  students 
At  Padua  together,  and  have  long 
To  the  world's  eye  shown  like  Mends. 
Was  it  hearty  on  your  part  to  me  ? 

Ere,  Unfeigned. 

Con.  You  are  false 

To  the  good  thought  I  held  of  you ;  and  now, 
Join  the  worst  part  of  man  to  you,  your  maJice, 
To  uphold  that  falsehood.     Sacred  innocence 
Is  fled  your  bosom.     Signior,  I  must  tell  you ; 
To  draw  the  picture  of  unkindness  truly, 
Is  to  egress  two  that  have  dearly  loved, 
And  fallen  at  variance.     'Tis  a  wonder  to  me, 
Knowing  my  interest  in  the  fair  Jolenta, 
That  you  should  love  her. 

Ere,  Compare  her  beauty  and  my  youth  together. 
And  you  wiU  find  the  fair  effects  of  love 
No  miracle  at  aU. 

Con,  Yes,  it  wiU  prove 

Prodigious  to  you :  I  must  stay  your  voyage. 

Ere.  Your  warrant  must  be  mighty. 

Con,  'Tis  a  seal 

Prom  heaven  to  do  it,  siuce  you  'd  ravish  from  me 

"What 's  there  entitled  mine ;  and  yet  I  vow. 

By  the  essential  front  of  spotless  virtue, 

I  have  compassion  of  both  our  youths : 

To  approve  which,  I  have  not  taken  the  way 

Like  an  Italian,  to  cut  your  throat 

By  practice  that  had  given  you  now  for  dead 

And  never  frown' d  upon  you. 

You  must  fight  with  me. 

Ere.  I  will,  sir. 

Con.  And  instantly. 

Ere,  I  will  haste  before  you.     Point  whither. 
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Con.  Why,  you  speak  nobly ;  and,  for  tHa  fair  dealing, 
Were  the  rich  jewel  (which  we  vary  for) 
A  thing  to  be  divided^  by  my  life, 
I  would  be  well  content  to  give  you  half: 
But  since  'tis  vain  to  think  we  can  be  friends, 
'Tie  needful  one  of  us  be  ta,ken  away 
From  beiog  the  other's  enemy. 

Etc.  Tet,  methmka, 

Thia  looks  not  like  a  quarrel. 

Con.  Not  a  quarrel ! 

Ere.  Tou  have  not  apparelled  your  fury  well ; 
It  goes  too  plainj  like  a  scholar. 

Con.  It  ia  an  ornament. 

Makes  it  more  terrible ;  and  you  shall  find  it, 
A  weighty  injury,  and  attended  on 
By  discreet  toIout  ;  because  I  do  not  strike  yon. 
Or  give  you  the  He,  (such  foul  preparatives 
Would  allow  like  the  stale  injury  of  wine,) 
I  reserve  my  rage  to  sit  on  my  sword's  point; 
Which  a  great  quantity  of  your  beat  hlood 
Can't  aatiafy. 

Ere.  Tou  promiae  well  to  yourself. 
Shall  'b  have  no  seconds  ?  _ 

Con.  None,  for  fear  of  prevention. 

Ere.  The  length  of  our  weapons 

Con.  We  '11  ht  them  by  the  way : 

So  whether  our  time  calla  us  to  live  or  die, 
Let  us  do  both  like  noble  gentlemen, 
And  true  Italians. 

Ere.  I'or  that,  let  me  embrace  you. 

Con.  Methinka,  being  an  Italian,  I  trust  you 
To  come  aomewbat  too  near  me : 
But  your  jealousy  gave  that  embrace,  to  try 
If  I  were  arm'd — i£d  it  not  ? 

Ere.  No,  believe  me. 

I  take  your  heart  to  be  aufficient  proof 
Without  a  privy  coat :  and,  for  my  part, 
A  taffety  ia  all  the  ahirt  of  mail 
I  am  arm'd  with. 

Con.  You  deal  equally', 

selected  Ihia  ecene  as  the  model  af  a  well-miuuiged  and  g 
lO  diHareace. 


■l 
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SUtingfor  a  Piciure, 
Must  you  have  my  picture  ? 
Tou  will  enjoin  me  to  a  strange  punisliment. 
"With  what  a  compell'd  face  a  woman  sits 
While  she  is  drawing !     I  have  noted  divers 
Either  to  feign  smiles,  or  suck  in  the  Hps, 
To  have  a  little  mouth ;  ruffle  the  cheeks, 
To  have  the  dimple  seen ;  and  so  disorder 
The  face  with  affectation,  at  next  sitting 
It  has  not  been  the  same :  I  have  known  others 
Have  lost  the  entire  fjEishion  of  their  face 
In  half  an  hour's  sitting — ^in  hot  weather — 
The  painting  on  their  face  has  been  so  mellow. 
They  have  left  the  poor  man  harder  work  by  half 
To  mend  the  copy  he  wrought  by.    But  indeed, 
K  ever  I  would  nave  mine  drawn  to  the  life, 
I  would  have  a  painter  steal  it  at  such  a  time 
I  were  devoutly  kneeling  at  my  prayers ; 
Tliere  is  then  a  heavenly  beaufy  in 't,  the  soul 
Moves  in  the  superficies. 

Son<mr(ible  JEmployment. 
O,  my  lord,  lie  not  idle : 
The  chiefest  action  for  a  main  of  great  spirit 
Is  never  to  be  out  of  action.     We  should  think ; 
The  soul  was  never  put  into  the  body. 
Which  has  so  many  rare  and  curious  pieces 
Of  mathematical  motion,  to  stand  still. 
Virtue  is  ever  sowing  of  her  seeds : 
In  the  trenches  for  ttie  soldier ;  in  the  wakeful  study 
For  the  scholar ;  in  the  furrows  of  the  sea 
For  men  of  our  profession :  of  all  which 
Arise  and  spring  up  honour. 

Selling  of  Land. 

I  could  wish 
That  noblemen  would  ever  live  in  the  country, 
Eather  than  make  their  visits  up  to  the  city 
About  such  business.    Noble  houses 
Have  no  such  goodly  prospects  any  way 
As  into  their  own  Imiq  :  the  decay  of  that 
(Next  to  their  begging  church-land)  is  a  ruin 
Worth  all  men's  pity. 


Dirge  in  a  Funerid  FageaM. 
All  the  flowers  of  the  spring 
Meet  to  perfume  our  burying : 
These  have  but  their  growing  prime, 
And  man  does  flonriah  but  las  time. 
Survey  our  progress  from  our  birth ; 
"We  are  set,  we  grow,  we  turn  to  earth. 
Courts  adieu,  and  all  delights, 
All  bewitching  ap[>etites. 
Sweeteat  breath  and  clearest  eye 
(Like  perfumes)  go  out  and  die  ; 
And  consequently  this  is  done. 
As  shadowa  wait  upon  the  sun. 
Vain  the  ambition  of  kings, 
Who  seek  by  trophies  and  dead  things 
To  leave  a  living  name  behind, 
And  weave  but  nets  to  catch  the  wind. 


APPIUS  AHl)  TIBQTNU :  A  TEAGEDT,  BT  JOHN  WEB8TEK. 

Afpius,  thf  Roniaa  Deeein^r,  not  heing  ahle  to  cormpt  the  ion 
TlRGLNlA,  davghter  to  TlEOINIua  the  Somas  general,  aad  tu 
rUd  to  Iciucs  a  young  aid  tiohle  gealleman  ;  to  get  poeeeaaion  of  htr 
peraon,  Mbonu  out  Ci:OD!tra  to  claim  her  at  t!Ae  daughter  of  a  iecetued 
bond-woman  of  Aiff,  on  the  testimony  of  certain  forged  toritingj,  pre- 
tended to  be  tte  depoiition  of  that  tnoman,  on  her  deatMed,  eoiffessiiig 
thai  the  child  had  beea  tpvrioualt/  pamed  vjion  ViaBmrvs  for  hia  oirm  : 
ihe  cauje  u  tried  at  Some  before  AppiITB. 

Apfius.    VrEQDJiA.    ViaQisma,  her  father.     Icilius,  hrr 

htuhand.  Senators  of  Rome.  Kurae,  orarfoiSer  "Witnesses. 
Virffittius.  My  lords,  believe  not  this  spruce  orator'. 

Had  1  but  fee'd  him  first,  he  would  have  told 

As  smooth  a  tale  on  our  side. 
Jppim.  Give  us  leave. 
Virgimw.  He  deals  in  formal  glosses,  cunning  shows, 

And  eiUBB  not  greatly  which  way  the  case  goes 

Esamine,  I  beseech  you,  this  old  woman, 

"WTio  is  the  truest  witness  of  her  birth. 
Appiu*.  Soft  you,  is  she  your  only  witness  P 
Virjiniu*.  She  is,  my  lord. 

'  Ooimsel  for  Clo^aa> 
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Appius,  Why,  is  it  possible, 

Such  a  great  lady,  in  her  time  of  child-birth. 
Should  have  no  other  witness  but  a  nurse  ? 

Virginitis,  For  aught  I  know,  the  rest  are  dead,  my  lord. 

Appius,  Dead  ?  no,  my  lord,  belike  they  were  of  counsel 
With  your  deceased  lady,  and  so  shamed 
Twice  to  give  colour  to  so  vile  an  act. 
Thou  nurse,  observe  me,  thy  offence  already 
Doth  merit  punishment  above  our  censure ; 
Pull  not  more  whips  upon  thee. 

Nv/rse.  I  defy  your  whips,  my  lord. 

Appius.  Command  her  silence,  lictors. 

Virffinius,  O  injustice !  you  frown  away  my  witness. 
Is  this  law,  is  this  uprightness  ? 

Appitis.  Have;  you  view'd  the  writings  ? 

This  is  a  trick  to  make  our  slaves  our  heirs 
Beyond  prevention. 

Virffinius,  Appius,  wilt  thou  hear  me  ? 

You  have  slander' d  a  sweet  lady  that  now  sleeps 
In  a  most  noble  monument.     Observe  me ; 
I  would  have  taken  her  simple  word  to  gage 
Before  his  soul  or  thine. 

Appius.  That  makes  thee  wretched. 

Old  man,  I  am  sorry  for  thee ;  that  thy  love 
By  custom  is  grown  natural,  which  by  nature 
Should  be  an  absolute  loathing.     Note  the  sparrow ; 
That  having  hatch' d  a  cuckoo,  when  it  sees 
Her  brood  a  monster  to  her  proper  kind, 
Forsakes  it,  and  with  more  fear  shuns  the  nest 
Than  she  had  care  in  the  spring  to  have  it  drest 
Here  's  witness,  most  sufficient  witness. 
Think  you,  my  lord,  our  laws  are  writ  in  snow. 
And  that  your  breath  can  melt  them  ? 
Virginvus.  No,  my  lord, 

We  have  not  such  hot  livers :  mark  you  that  ? 
Virginia.  Eemember  yet  the  gods,  O  Appius ; 
Who  have  no  part  in  this.     Thy  violent  lust 
Shall,  like  the  biting  of  the  envenom' d  aspick. 
Steal  thee  to  hell.     So  subtle  are  thy  evils ; 
In  life  they  '11  seem  good  angels,  m  death  devils, 

Appitts.  Observe  you  not  this  scandal  ? 

Icilius.  Sir,  'tis  none. 
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I  '11  show  thy  letters  full  of  violent  lust 

Sent  to  thia  lady. 
Appiug.  My  lords,  these  are  hut  dilatory  Bhifta. 

Birrali,  I  know  you  to  tbe  very  hefui;, 

And  I'U  observe  you. 
Icilius.  Do,  but  do  it  with  justice. 

Clear  thyself  first,  0  Appiua,  ere  thou  judge 

Our  imperfections  rashly,  for  we  wot 

The  office  of  a  justice  ia  perverted  quite 

When  one  thief  hangs  another. 
1  Senator.  Tou  are  too  hold. 
Appiue.  Lictore,  take  charge  of  him. 
Iciiiua.  'Tia  very  good. 

Will  no  man  view  these  jjapcre'  ?  what,  not  one  P 

Jove,  thou  hast  found  a  rival  upon  earth ; 

TTJH  nod  strikes  all  men  dumb. 

My  duty  to  you. 

The  ass  that  carried  laia  on  hia  hock, 

Thought  that  the  auperetitioua  people  kneel'd 

To  give  his  dulnesa  humhle  reverence. 

If  thou  think'st  so,  proud  judge,  I  let  thee  aee 

I  bend  low  to  thy  gown,  hut  not  to  thee. 
Virginiits.  There  'a  one  in  hold  dready.     Noble  youth ; 

Fettera  grace  one,  being  worn  for  speaking  truth. 

I  '11  lie  with  thee,  I  awear,  though  m  a  dungeon. 

The  injuriea  you  do  ua  we  shall  pardon ; 

But  it  is  just,  the  wrongs  which  we  forgive 

The  goda  ore  charged  therewith  to  see  revenged. 
Appiits.  Tour  madness  wrongs  you :  by  my  soul,  I  love  you. 
Virgiiiius.  Thj[  aoul " 


O,  thy  opinion,  old  PythiKoras : 

Whither,  0  whither  should  thy  black  soul  fiv  P 

Into  what  ravenous  bird,  or  beast  moat  vile  P 


Whither,  0  whither  should  thy  black  soul  fiv 

Into  what  ravenous  bird,  or  bea 

Only  into  a  weeping  crocodile. 

Love  me ! 

Thou  lovest  me,  Appius,  aa  the  earth  loves  rain. 

Onlyto  swallow  it, 
AppitM.  Know  you  the  place  you  stand  in? 
Virginiuf.  I  'U  speak  freely. 

Good  men,  too  much  truating  their  innocence, 

Do  not  betake  them  to  that  juat  defence 
'  Thefbi^ery. 
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Which  gods  and  nature  gave  them ;  but  even  wink 

In  the  black  tempest,  and  so  fondly  sink. 
.dppitis.  Let  us  proceed  to  sentence. 
FirginitLS,  Ere  you  speak, 

One  parting  farewell  let  me  borrow  of  you 

To  take  of  my  Virginia. 
Appitis,  i*ray,  take  your  course. 
Virginitbg,  Farewell,  my  sweet  Virginia :  never,  never 

Shall  I  taste  finiit  of  the  most  blessed  hope 

I  had  in  thee.    Let  me  forget  the  thought 

Of  thy  most  pretty  infancy :  when  first. 

Returning  from  tne  wars,  I  took  delight 

To  rock  thee  in  my  target ;  when  my  girl 

"Would  kiss  her  father  in  his  burganet 

Of  glittering  steel  hung  'bout  his  armed  neck, 

And,  viewing  the  bright  metal,  smile  to  see 

Another  fair  Virginia  smile  on  thee ; 

"When  I  first  taught  thee  how  to  go,  to  speak ; 

And  (when  my  wounds  have  smarted)  I  have  sung, 

"With  an  unskilful  yet  a  willing  voice. 

To  bring  my  girl  asleep.     O  my  Virginia ; 

"When  we  begun  to  be,  begun  our  woes ; 

Licreasing  still,  as  dying  life  still  grows. 

Thus  I  surrender  her  into  the  court 

Of  all  the  gods.  \Kills  her. 

And  see,  proud  Appius,  see ; 

Although  not  justly,  I  have  made  her  free. 

And  if  thy  lust  with  this  act  be  not  fed, 

Bury  her  in  thy  bowels  now  she 's  dead. 


THE  TEAGEDY  OF  THE  DUCHESS  OF  MALFY. 
BY  JOHN  WEBSTER. 

The  Duchess  o/^Malfy  marries  ANTomEO,  her  Steward. 

DucHESSi     Caeiol'a,  her  Maid. 

Duchess,  Is  Antonio  come  ? 

Cariola,  He  attends  you. 

Duch.  Good  dear  soul. 

Leave  me :  but  place  thyself  behind  the  arras, 
"Where  thou  mayst  overhear  us :  wish  me  good  Q2i^^«A^ 
Por  I  am  going  into  a  wildemeaa, 
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Where  I  Bhall  find  nor  path  nor  fiiendly  clue 


To  be  my  guide. 


Ahtonio  enters. 


[Caeiola  mthdrawt. 


I  sent  for  you,  sit  down. 


I  Ihi 

I  An 

I  J)u 

■  ^ix 
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Take  pen  and  ink  and  write.     Are  you  ready  ? 
Am.  Tea. 

Buch.  What  did  I  say  P 
Ant.  That  I  should  write  somewhat. 
Duch.  0,  I  remember. 

After  these  triumphs  and  this  large  eipenae, 
It  'a  fit,  like  thrifty  huehands,  we  inq^uire 
What  'a  laid  up  for  to-morrow. 
Ant.  So  please  your  beauteous  escellence. 
J}uch.  Beauteous  indeed !  I  thank  you ;  I  look  young 

For  your  sake.     Ton  have  taken  my  carea  upon  you. 
Anl.  I  '11  fetch  your  grace  the  purticulara  of  jour  revenuo 

and  expense. 
Duch.  O,  you  're  an  upright  treasurer :  but  you  mistook, 
For  when  I  said  1  meant  to  make  inquiry 
What  'a  laid  up  for  to-morrow,  I  did  mean 
What  'a  laid  up  yonder  for  me. 
Ant.  Where? 
Duck.  In  heaTen. 

I'm  making  my  will  (as  'tis  fit  princes  should), 
In  perfect  memory ;  and  I  pray,  sir,  tell  me, 
Were  not  one  better  make  it  smiling,  thus, 
Than  in  deep  groans  and  terrible  ghastly  looks, 
Aa  if  the  gifts  we  parted  with  procured 
That  violent  distraction  P 
Ant.  0,  much  better. 

Dock.  If  I  had  a  husband  now,  this  care  were  quit. 
But  I  intend  to  make  you  OTeraeer : 
What  good  deed  shall  we  first  remember,  aay  ? 
Ani.  Begin  with  that  first  good  deed,  began,  in  the  world 
After  man'a  creation,  the  aacrament  of  marriage. 
I  'd  have  you  first  provide  tor  a  good  husband ; 
Give  him  dl. 
Duch.  All!  _  I 

Ant.  Tes,  your  eicellent  aelf. 
Ditch.  In  a  winding  sheet  ? 
Axt.  In  a  couple. 
;Puek.  8t,  IVimfred,  thajj.y^ere  a  strange  willl 
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Ant,  'Twere  stranger  if  there  were  no  will  in  you 

To  marry  again. 
Dtich,  What  do  you  think  of  marriage  ? 
Ant,  I  take  it,  as  those  that  deny  purgatory  5 

It  locally  contains  or  heaven  or  hell, — 

There 's  no  third  place  in 't. 
Ihich,  How  do  you  affect  it  ? 
Ant,  My  banishment,  feeding  my  melancholy, 

Would  often  reason  thus. 
Duch,  Pray  let  us  hear  it. 
Ant,  Say  a  man  never  marry,  nor  have  children. 

What  takes  that  from  him  ?  only  the  bare  name 

Of  being  a  father,  or  the  weak  delight 

To  see  the  little  wanton  ride  a  cock-horse 

Upon  a  painted  stick,  or  hear  him  chatter 

Like  a  taught  starling. 
Duch,  Fie,  fie,  what 's  aU  this  ? 

One  of  your  eyes  is  bloodshot ;  use  my  ring  to 't : 

They  say  'tis  very  sovran :  'twas  my  wedding  ring, 

Ana  I  (fid  vow  never  to  part  with  it 

But  to  my  second  husband. 
Ant,  Tou  have  parted  with  it  now. 
Duch.  Yes,  to  help  your  eyesight. 
Ant,  Tou  have  made  me  stark  bliad, 
Duch.  How? 
Ant,  There  is  a  saucy  and  ambitious  devil. 

Is  dancing  ia  tms  circle. 
Duch.  Remove  him. 
Ant.  How? 
Duch,  There  needs  small  conjuration,  when  your  finger 

May  do  it ;  thus :  is  it  fit  ? 

[She  puts  the  ring  on  his  finger. 
Ant,  What  said  you  ?  [Se  kneels, 

Dtufh,  Sir! 

This  goodly  roof  of  yours  is  too  low  built ; 

I  cannot  stand  upright  in 't  nor  discourse, 

Without  I  raise  it  higher :  raise  yourself; 

Or,  if  you  please  my  hand  to  help  you :  so. 
Ant,  Ambition,  madam,  is  a  great  man's  madness, 

That  is  not  kept  in  chains  and  close-pent  rooms, 

But  iu  fair  lightsome  lodgings,  and  is  girt 

With  the  wild  noise  of  pratUing  yy^i^iosii^^, 


160  JOmS  WllBBTEB.  ^H 

Which  makes  it  lunatic  beyond  all  cure. 
Conceive  not  I  'm  so  stupid,  but  I  aim 
"Whereto  your  favours  tend :  but  he  'b  a  fool 
That,  being  a-cold,  would  tbruBt  his  hands  in  the  fire 
To  warm  them. 

Diich.  So,  now  the  ground 's  broke, 

Tou  may  discover  what  a  wealthy  mine 
I  make  you  lord  of 

Ant.  O,  my  unworthineaB ! 

Dueh.  Tou  were  iU  to  sell  yourself, 

Thia  darkening  of  your  worth  is  not  like  that 
Which  tradesmen  uae  in  the  city ;  their  false  lights 
Are  to  rid  bad  wares  off:  and  I  must  t*ll  you, 
If  you  win  know  where  breathes  a  complete  man, 
(I  speak  it  without  flattery,)  turn  your  eyes, 
And  progress  through  yourself. 

Ant.  Were  tbere  nor  heaven  nor  hell, 

I  should  be  houeat :  I  have  long  served  virtue, 
And  never  taken  wages  of  her. — 

Duch.  Now  she  pays  it. — 

The  misery  of  ua  that  are  born  great! 

We  are  forced  to  woo,  because  none  dare  woo  us : 

And  as  s  tvrant  doublea  with  bis  words, 

And  fearfmly  equivocates ;  so  we 

Are  forced  to  express  our  violent  passiona 

In  riddles,  and  in  dreams,  and  leave  the  path 

Of  simple  virtue,  which  was  never  made 

To  seem  the  thing  it  ia  not.     Go,  go,  brag 

Tou  have  left  me  heartless ;  mine  is  in  your  bosom ; 

I  hope  'twill  multiply  love  there ;  you  do  tremble ; 

Make  not  your  heart  so  dead  a  piece  of  flesh, 

To  fear  more  than  to  love  me ;  sir,  be  couiident. 

Wbat  ia  it  distracta  you  ?    This  ia  flesh  and  blood,  sir ; 

'Tis  not  the  figure  cut  in  alabaster 

Kneels  at  my  husband's  tomb.    Awake,  awake,  man. 

I  do  here  put  off  aD  vain  ceremony. 

And  only  do  appear  to  you  a  young  widow : 

I  use  but  half  a,  blush  in 't. 

Ant.  Truth  speak  for  me ; 

I  will  remain  the  constant  sanctuary 
Ofyour  good  name. 

thank  you,  gentle  ]jve^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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And  'cause  you  shaU  not  come  to  me  in  debt 

(Being  now  my  steward),  here  upon  your  lips 

I  sign  your  quiettis  est :  this  you  should  have  begg'd  now. 

I  have  seen  children  ofb  eat  sweetmeats  thus, 

As  fearful  to  devour  them  too  soon. 
Ant.  But,  for  your  brothers — 
Duch.  Do  not  think  of  them. 

All  discord,  without  this  circumference, 

Is  only  to  be  pitied,  and  not  fear'd : 

Yet,  should  they  know  it,  time  will  easily 

Scatter  the  tempest. 
Ant,  These  words  should  be  mine, 

And  all  the  parts  you  have  spoke ;  if  some  part  of  it 

Would  not  have  savour'd  flattery. 

[Caeiola  comes  forward, 
Duch,  Kneel. 
Ant.  Ha! 
Duch,  Be  not  amazed ;  this  woman 's  of  my  council. 

I  have  heard  lawyers  say,  a  contract  in  a  chamber 

Per  verba  prcBsenti  is  absolute  marriage ; 

Bless,  heaven,  this  sacred  Gordian,  which  let  violence 

Never  untwine. 
Ant,  And  may  our  sweet  affections,  like  the  spheres, 

Be  still  in  motion. 
Duch.  Quickening,  and  make 

The  like  soft  music. 
Car.  Whether  the  spirit  of  greatness,  or  of  woman, 

Eeign  most  in  her,  I  know  not ;  but  it  shows 

A  fearful  madness :  I  owe  her  much  of  pity. 

The  Duchess's  marriage  wUh  AirroNio  being  discovered^  her  brother 
Febdinaitd  shuts  her  wp  in  a  prison^  and  torments  her  with  various 
trials  of  studied  crueltt/.  By  his  command,  Bosola,  the  instrument  of 
his  devices,  shows  her  the  bodies  of  her  husband  and  children  counter' 
feited  in  wax,  as  dead. 

Bos.  He  doth  present  you  this  sad  spectacle. 
That  now  you  know  directly  they  are  dead. 
Hereafter  you  may  wisely  cease  to  grieve 
For  that  which  cannot  be  recovered. 

Duch,  There  is  not  between  heaven  and  earth  one  wish 
I  stay  for  after  this :  it  wastes  me  more 
Than  were 't  my  picture  fashion' d  out  of  wax, 
Stuck  with  a  magical  needle,  and  t\ieTL\s\mftftL 


In» 


le  foul  dunghill ;  and  'yond  's  nn  excellent  property 
Wrant,  which  1  would  account  mercy. 


Soa.  What 's  that  ? 

Buch.  If  they  would  bind  me  to  that  lifeleBs  trunk, 

And  let  me  freeze  to  death. 
Bos.  Come,  you  must  live. 

IJeave  this  vain  sorrow. 

Things  being  at  the  worst  begin  to  mend. 

The  bee, 

Wbeu  he  hath  shot  his  sting  into  your  hand. 

May  then  play  with  your  eyelid. 
Duch.  Good  comfortable  fellow, 

Persuade  a  wretch  that  'a  broke  upon  the  wheel 

To  haye  all  his  bones  new  set ;  entreat  him  live 

To  be  executed  again.    Who  must  despatch  me  ? 

I  account  this  world  a  tedious  theatre. 

For  I  do  play  a  part  in 't  'gainst  my  will. 
Bos.  Come,  be  of  comfort ;  I  will  save  your  life, 
Duch.  Indeed  I  have  not  leisure  to  attend 

Bo  small  a  business. 

I  will  go  pray. — Ho :  I  'U 
Bog.  O  fie ! 

Buck.  I  could  curse  the  stars ! 
Bon.  0  fearful. 
Bnc/r.  And  those  three  smiling  seasons  of  the  year 

Into  a  EuBsian  winter :  nay,  the  world 

To  its  first  chaos. 

Plagues  (that  make  lanes  through  largest  families) 

Consume  them' ! 

Let  them  like  tyrants 

Ke'er  be  remember'd  but  for  the  ill  they  've  done ! 

Let  all  the  Kcalous  prayers  of  mortified 

Churchmen  forget  them ! 

Let  heaven  a  little  while  cense  crowning  martyrs. 

To  punish  them !  go,  howl  them  this ;  and  say,  I 


e  mercy  when  men  kill  with  speed.  [Ej 

FEaDiKAiTD  enters. 
Ferd.  Escellent,  as  I  would  wish  :  she 's  plagued  in  art. 
These  presentations  are  but  framed  in  wai. 
By  the  curious  master  in  that  quality 
'  Her  broilers. 
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Vincentio  Laurioln,  and  she  takes  them 
For  true  BubataDtial  bodies. 

£<M.  Why  do  you  do  this  ? 

Ferd.  To  bring  her  to  dfiBpair. 

jBm,  Faith,  end  here ; 

And  go  no  further  in  your  cruelty. 
Send  her  a  penitential  garment  to  put  on 
Neat  to  her  dcHcate  akin,  and  furnish  her 
With  beads  and  prayer-booka. 

Ferd.  Danin  her ;  that  body  of  hers, 

While  that  my  blood  ran  pure  in 't,  was  more  worth 
Than  that,  which  thou  wouldat  comfort,  caU'd  a  aoul. 
I  'n  send  her  masques  of  common  courtezans. 
Have  her  meat  served  up  by  bawds  and  ruffians, 
And  ('eauae  she  '11  need  be  mad)  I  am  reaolved 
To  remove  forth  the  common  hospital 
All  the  mad  folk,  and  place  them  near  her  lodging : 
There  let  them  practise  together,  sing,  and  dance. 
And  act  their  gambols  to  the  full  of  the  moon. 

She  is  iepi  woitinjr  wiih  noiaes  oftSaSnum :  and,  at  lait,  u  itrangled  hi, 


Duchess.     Cahiola. 

Duoh.  What  hideous  noise  was  that  P 

Gar.  'Tie  the  wild  consort 

Of  madmen,  lady ;  which  your  tyrant  brother 
Hath  placed  about  yovu-  lodging ;  this  tyranny 
I  think  was  never  practised  till  this  hour. 

Duch.  Indeed  I  thank  him ;  nothing  but  noise  and  folly 
Can  keep  me  in  my  right  wits,  whereas  reasoi 
And  silence  make  me  stark  mad ;  sit  down, 
Discourse  to  me  some  dismal  tragedy. 

Car.  0,  'twill  increase  your  mehtnehoiy. 

Duch  Thou  art  deceived. 

To  hew  of  greater  grief  would  lessen  mine. 
This  is  a  prison  ? 

Car.  Tea ;  but  thou  shalt  live 
To  shake  this  durance  off. 

Ditch.  Thou  art  a  fool. 

The  robin-redbreast  and  the  nightingale 
Never  hve  long  in  eagi 

Cw.  Pray,  dry  your  eyes. 
What  think  you  o^  ir 


Duck.  Of  nothing  T 

Wten  I  muse  thus,  I  sleep. 

Oar.  Like  a,  madman,  with  your  eyes  open  ? 

Duck.  Dost  thou  think  we  shall  Imow  one  another 
In  the  other  world  p 

Car.  Tea,  out  of  c[uestion. 

Ditch.  0  that  it  were  possible  we  might 

But  hold  Bome  two  days'  conference  with  the  dead '. 

From  them  I  should  lenm  somewhat  I  am  sure 

I  never  shaD  know  here.     I  '11  tell  thee  a,  miracle  ; 

I  am  not  mad  yet,  to  my  cause  of  sorrow. 

The  heaven  o'er  my  head  seems  made  of  molten  brasB, 

The  earth  of  flaming  sulphur,  yet  I  am  not  mad ; 

I  am  acquainted  with  sad  misery. 

As  the  taun'd  galley-aiave  is  with  his  oar  j 

Neeesaitj  makes  me  suffer  constautly, 

And  custom  makes  it  easy.     Who  do  I  look  like  now  ? 

Car.  Like  to  your  picture  iu  the  gallery : 

A  deal  of  life  m  show,  hut  none  in  practice : 
Or  rather,  lite  some  reverend  monument 
"Whose  ruins  are  ev'n  pitied. 

Ditch.  Very  proper ; 

And  Fortune  seems  only  to  have  her  eyesight,        ^^^ 

To  behold  my  tragedy:  how  now,  ^^H 

What  noise  m  that  ?  ^^M 

A  Servant  enters.  ^^^M 

Serv.  I  am  come  to  teU  you,  1 

Tour  brother  hath  intended  you  some  sport. 
A  great  physician,  when  the  Pope  was  aick 
Of  a  deep  melancholy,  presented  him 
With  several  sorts  of  madmen,  which  wild  ohject 
(Being  fuD  of  change  and  sport)  forced  him  to  laugh. 
And  BO  the  impoHthume  broke :  the  selfsame  cure 
The  duke  intends  on  you. 

Duch.  Let  them  come  in. 

HereJbllotcsaDaaceofauiidn/gortiof'M.idniBnjWith  mvtio  atwaat' 

able  ihereto ;  after  la/tich  Boboia  (Uie  an  old  man)  eaten, 
Duch.  Is  he  mad  too  ? 
Bos.  I  am  come  to  make  thy  tomb. 
Duck.  Ha!  my  tomb  ? 

Thou  speak'st  as  if  I  lay  upon  my  deathbed, 
Gasping  tor  breath :  d»)st  thou  perceivfi  me  mck  f        J 
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JB08.  Yes,  and  tlie  more  dangerously,  since  thy  sickness  is 
insensible. 

Ihich.  Thou  art  not  mad  sure :  dost  know  me  P 

Boa,  Yes. 

I)uch,  Who  am  I  ? 

J5o«.  Thou  art  a  box  of  wormseed ;  at  best  but  a  salvatory  of 
green  mummy.  What 's  this  flesh  ?  a  little  crudded 
milk,  fantastical  puff-paste.  Our  bodies  are  weaker 
than  those  paper-prisons  boys  use  to  keep  flies  in, 
more  contemptible ;  since  ours  is  to  preserve  earth- 
worms. Didst  thou  ever  see  a  lark  in  a  cage  ?  Such 
is  the  soul  in  the  body :  this  world  is  like  her  little 
turf  of  grass  ;  and  the  heaven  o'er  our  heads,  like 
her  looking-glass,  only  gives  us  a  miserable  know- 
ledge of  the  small  compass  of  our  prison.  / 

Duch.  Am  not  I  thy  duchess  ? 

Bos,  Thou  art  some  great  woman  sure,  for  riot  begins  to  sit 
on  thy  forehead  (clad  in  grey  hairs)  twenty  years 
sooner  than  on  a  merry  milk-maid's.  Thou  sleepest 
worse,  than  if  a  mouse  should  be  forced  to  take  up 
her  lodging  in  a  cat's  ear :  a  little  infant  that  breeds 
its  teeth,  should  it  lie  with  thee,  would  cry  out,  as 
if  thou  wert  the  more  unquiet  bedfellow. 

Duch.  I  am  Duchess  of  Malfy  stiQ. 

Bos,  That  makes  thy  sleeps  so  broken  : 

Glories,  like  glow-worms,  afar  off  shine  bright ; 
But,  look'd  too  near,  have  neither  heat  nor  light. 

Duch,  Thou  art  very  plain. 

Bos,  My  trade  is  to  flatter  the  dead,  not  the  living. 
I  am  a  tomb-maker. 

Duch,  And  thou  comest  to  make  my  tomb  ? 

Bos,  Yes. 

Duch,  Let  me  be  a  little  merry. 

Of  what  stuff  wilt  thou  make  it  ? 

Bos,  NW,  resolve  me  first ;  of  what  fisishion  ? 

Duch,  Why,  do  we  grow  fantastical  in  our  death-bed  ? 
Do  we  affect  fashion  in  the  grave  ? 

Bos,  Most  ambitiously.  Princes'  images  on  their  tombs  do 
not  lie  as  they  were  wont,  seeming  to  pray  up  to 
heaven ;  but  with  their  hands  under  their  cheeks 
(as  if  they  died  of  the  tooth-ache)  :  they  are  not 
earved  witik  i-lmr  eyea  fixed  ui^ou  t\i<6^\ajc%%\sv3Js»^^sak 
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their  minds  were  wholly  bent  upon  the  world,  the 
BelfHflme  way  they  seem  to  turn  their  I'acea. 
Dueh.  Let  me  know  fully  therefore  the  effect 

Of  this  thy  dismal  preparation. 

This  talk,  fit  for  a  chamel. 
Sot.  Now  I  shall.  \A  cofflrv,  corA»,  and  a  hell,  prodaced. 

Here  is  a  preeeut  from  your  princely  hrothcrs ; 

And  may  it  arrive  welcome,  for  it  brings 

Last  benefit,  lost  sorrow. 
Duvh.  Let  me  see  it. 

I  have  BO  much  obedience  in  my  blood, 

I  wish  it  in  their  veins  to  do  them  good. 
Soi.  This  is  your  last  presence-chamber. 
Car.  O  my  sweet  lady  ! 
Duck.  Peace,  it  afflights  not  me. 
Bos.  I  am  the  common  bellman, 

That  usually  is  sent  to  condemn'd  persons 

The  night  before  they  suffer. 
Diich.  Even  now  thou  saidst, 

Thou  wast  a  tomb-maker. 
£of.  'Twas  to  bring  you 

By  degrees  to  mortification.    Listen. 

Dirge. 
Hark,  now  everything  is  still ; 
This  Bcreech-owl,  and  the  whistler  shrill. 
Call  upon  our  dame  aloud. 
And  hid  her  quickly  d'on  her  shroud. 
Much  you  had  of  land  and  rent ; 
Tour  length  in  clay  's  now  competent. 
A  long  war  disturb' d  your  mind; 
Here  your  perfect  peace  is  sign'd. 
Of  what  is  t  fools  make  such  vain  keeping  ? 
Sin,  their  conception;  their  birth,  weeping: 
Their  life,  a  general  mist  of  error ; 
Their  death,  a  hideous  storm  of  terror. 
Strew  your  hair  with  powders  sweet, 
D'on  dean  linen,  bathe  your  feet : 
And  (the  foul  fiend  more  to  check) 
A  crucifii  let  bless  your  neck. 
'Tis  now  full  tide  'tween  night  and  day; 
£^d  your  groan,  and  come  away. 
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Ckifr,  Hence,  villains,  tyrants,  murderers :  alas ! 

"What  will  you  do  with  my  lady  ?     Call  for  help. 
Dtkch,  To  whom ;  to  our  next  neighbours  ?    They  are  mad 

Farewell,  Cariola.  [folks. 

I  pray  thee  look  thou  givest  my  little  boy 

Some  syrup  for  his  cold ;  and  let  the  girl 

Say  her  prayers  ere  she  sleep. — Now  what  you  please ; 

mat  death  ? 
Boa,/  Strangling.    Here  are  your  executioners. 
DucTi,  I  forgive  them. 

The  apoplexy,  catarrh,  or  cough  of  the  lungs, 

Would  do  as  much  as  they  do. 
Boa.  Doth  not  death  fright  you  ? 
Ihich.  Who  would  be  afraid  on  't. 

Knowing  to  meet  such  excellent  company 

In  the  other  world  ? 
Bos,  Yet  methinks, 

The  manner  of  your  death  should  much  afflict  you ; 

This  cord  should  terrify  you. 
Duch,  Not  a  whit. 

What  would  it  pleasure  me  to  have  my  throat  cut 

With  diamonds  ?  or  to  be  smother' d 

With  cassia  ?  or  to  be  shot  to  death  with  pearls  ? 

I  know,  death  hath  ten  thousand  several  doors 

!For  men  to  take  their  exits  :  and  'tis  found 

They  go  on  such  strange  geometrical  hinges, 

You  may  open  them  both  ways ;  any  way :  (for  heaven's 
sake) 

So  I  were  out  of  your  whispering :  tell  my  brothers, 

That  I  perceive,  death  (now  I  'm  well  awake) 

Best  gift  is,  they  can  give  or  I  can  take. 

I  would  fain  put  off  my  last  woman's  fault ; 

I  'd  not  be  tedious  to  you. 

Pull,  and  pull  strongly,  for  your  able  strength 

Must  puU  down  heaven  upon  me. 

Yet  stay,  heaven  gates  are  not  so  highly  arch'd 

As  princes'  palaces ;  they  that  enter  there 

Must  so  upon  their  knees.    Gome,  violent  death, 

Serve  for  Mandragora  to  make  mb  ddep. 

Go  tell  my  brothers ;  whea  J 

They  then  may  feed  in 
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FsHDiNAND  enters. 
Ferd.  Is  fiLe  dead  ? 
Bog.  She  ia  what  you  would  have  her. 

Pis  jour  eye  here. 
Ferd.  ConBtautly. 
Boa.  Do  you  not  weep  P 

Other  sins  only  spealt ;  murder  shriefce  out. 

The  element  of  water  moistens  the  earth, 

But  hlood  flies  upwards  and  hedewa  the  heavens. 
Ferd.  Cover  her  face ;  mine  eyes  dazzle ;  ahe  died  young. 
Bos.  I  think  not  so :  her  iufeheity 

Seem'd  to  have  years  too  many. 
Ferd.  She  and  I  were  twins : 

And  should  I  die  this  instant,  I  had  lived 

Her  time  to  a  minute'. 

Single  Life. 
O  fie  upon  this  aingle  Ufe  !  forego  it. 
"We  read  how  Daphne,  for  her  peevish  flight, 
Became  a  fmitlese  bay-tree  :  Sjrini  tum'd 
To  the  pale  empty  reed :  Anaxarate 
"Was  frozen  infi  marble:  whereas  those 
"Which  married,  or  proved  kind  unto  their  friends, 
Were,  by  a  gracious  influence,  trMis-ahaped 
Into  the  olive,  pomegranate,  mulberry ; 
Became  flowers,  precious  stones,  or  eminent  stars, 
'  A]l  the  Eeveral  porta  of  ths   dreadful  &ppamtiia  nitli  nhich  tlia 
Duchess's  death  19  uahered  in,  are  not  more  remote  &om  the  conceptiom 
of-ordinBry  TeogFance,  thsji  the  HtrongB  cbaract^  of  suifering  which  tht^  1 
seem  to  bring  upoo  their  victima  is  bejond  the  imaginotion  of  ordinaiy 
poets.    Aa  they  ore  not  like  inSictiona  ofilm  life,  so  her  language  Be~    ~ 
«0l  of  this  world.    Bhe  has  Eved  among  hoirorB  till  she  is  hccomo  "  na 
and  endowHl  wxta  that  element."    She  ipeaia  the  dialect  of  deapair,  her 
tongue  hns  a  ansteh  of  Tartarus  and  theeoula  inhale. — What  are  "Luke's 
iron  crown,"  the  brazen  bull  of  Perillns,  ProeruBtes'  bed,  to  the  waxen 
imaffea  which  Eonnterfcit  death,  to  the  wild  mneqne  of  niadioen,  ths 
tomh-makor,  the  bellnuin,  the  living  pereon'a  dii^  the  mortificotJon  bj 
degrees !     To  move  a,  horror  skilful^,  Co  touch  a  soul  to  the  quick,  to  li^ 
upon  fear  aa  much  aa  it  can  bear,  to  wean  and  weiuy  a  life  till  it  ia  ready 
to  drop,  and  then  step  in  with  mortal  inatrumeuts  to  take  ib  last  forfeit — 
tide  only  a  Webster  can  do.     Writers  of  aji  inferior  genius  may  "npon 
horror's  head harroreacDatnulate,"  but  thej  cannot  do  this.   TheyudstukB 
qunntiij  for  quality,  thcj  "  terrify  babos  with  painted  dcrils,"  but  th^ 
inow  not  how  a.  soul  is  capable  of  being  moved ;  their  terrora  want  dig- 
~i^i  tbair  offHgblmsatB  are  without  decorum. 
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Fahle. 

Upon  a  time,  Reputation,  Love,  and  Death, 
W  ould  travel  o'er  the  world :  and  'twas  concluded 
That  they  should  part,  and  take  three  several  ways. 
Death  told  them,  they  should  find  him  in  great  battles. 
Or  cities  plagued  with  plagues :  Love  gives  them  counsel 
To  inquire  for  him  'mongst  unambitious  shepherds, 
Where  dowries  were  not  talk'd  of;  and  sometimes, 
'Mongst  quiet  kindred  that  had  nothing  left 
By  their  dead  parents :  Stay,  quoth  Eeputation ; 
Do  not  forsake  me,  for  it  is  my  nature, 
If  once  I  part  from  any  man  I  meet, 
I  am  never  found  again. 

Another, 
A  Sahnon,  as  she  swam  unto  the  sea. 
Met  with  a  Dog-fish ;  who  encounters  her 
With  his  rough  language  :  Why  art  thoU  so  bold 
To  mix  thyself  with  our  high  state  of  floods  ? 
Being  no  eminent  courtier,  but  one 
That  for  the  calmest  and  fresh  time  of  the  year 
Dost  live  in  shallow  rivers,  rank'st  thyself 
With  silly  Smelts  and  Shrimps : — ^and  darest  thou 
Pass  by  our  Dog-ship  without  reverence  ? 
O  (quoth  the  Salmon)  sister,  be  at  peace ; 
Thank  Jupiter  we  both  have  past  the  net. 
Our  value  never  can  be  truly  Known, 
TiU  in  the  fisher's  basket  we  be  shown : 
Li  the  market  then  my  price  may  be  the  higher ; 
Even  when  I  am  nearest  to  the  cook  and  fire. 
So  to  great  men  the  moral  may  be  stretched : 
Men  oft  are  valued  high  when  they  are  most  wretched. 


THE  WHITE    DEVIL:   OR,    VITTOEIA    COROMBONA,    A 
LADY  OE  VENICE :  A  TRAGEDY,  BY  JOHN  WEBSTERJ. 

The  arraignment  of  Vittoeia. — ^Paitlo  Gioedano  Uesini,  Duke  of 
Brachiano,  for  the  love  of  Vittobia  Gobombona,  a  Venetian  lady^ 
and  at  her  suggestion,  causes  her  husband  Camillo  to  he  murdered. 
Suspicion  falls  upon  Vittobia,  who  is  tried  at  Some,  on  a  double 

^  The  author's  Dedication  to  this  Play  is  so  modest,  yet  so  conscious  of 
self-merit  withal,  he  speaks  so  frankly  of  the  dcservings  of  others,  and  by 
implication  insinuates  lus  own  deserts  so  ingenuously^  that  I  casm&it^<»* 
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eharffe  qf  murder  and  innonfmeno*,  i»  the  preiencs  qf  CiSDIStl.  UOS- 
tUCtlMO,  eoiiriH  la  the  deceated  CaMillo;  Fhahoisco  B«  Mbdicib, 
brother-iit-law  to  BatOBUNO;  (A*  AmbasBadorB  of  JVanw,  Spairi, 
England,  ^o.  At  the  arraignment  U  beffinmiy,  the  Duka  coafidenttg 
enterr  the  court, 

Mon.  Forbear,  my  lord,  here  ia  no  pW*  assign'd  you : 
Thia  biiBineB3,  by  hia  liolineas,  la  left 
To  our  cxaminfltioD. 

bear  inaerting  it,  a«  a  Bpecimcn  how  b  man  ma;  praisa  himsdf  giscdoUy 
and  cotimieDd  otherB  mthout  Biupicion  of  bdtj. 
"  To  the  Reader. 

"  In  pabliabiiig  this  rrsgedy,  I  do  but  chullcnge  to  mjself  that  liberty 
which  otber  menbave  tsliai  before  me;  not  thut  I  aSbctpreiw  bjit,  for 
n<M  hao  noviimu  e»M  nihil ;  only  since  it  was  soted  in  so  open  and  blaok 
a  theatre,  that  it  wanted  (tliat  whiofa  IB  the  onlj  grane  and  seCtiag-out  of 
a  tragedj)  a  full  and  underatanding  auditory  ;  and  that,  since  (hat  time^ 
I  have  noted,  moat  of  (be  people  that  come  to  that  play-house  reBemble 
those  ignorant  usaes  (who  visiting  stationers'  shops,  their  use  is  not  to 
inqoiro  for  good  boots,  but  new  boola),  I  present  it  to  the  genera]  view 
with  this  confidence, 

Nee  rhoncho)  nustuei  maligrmrtm 
JTbd  Kombfis  tttnicaa  dahis  molestai. 
If  it  be  objected  this  is  no  trua  dramatic  poem,  I  shall  easily  oonfees  it, 
Hon  polea  in  migaa  dicere  plnra  meiK,  wwa  eao  qvitm  dixi ;  willingly,  and 
not  ignorontly,  have  I  fainted.  For  ehould  a  man  present,  to  such  an 
auditory,  tbe  moat  sententious  tragedy  that  ever  was  written,  observing 
all  Ibo  critical  lawa,  as  h«ght  of  style,  and  gravity  of  person,  ennch  it 
with  the  aealentious  chorus,  and,  as  it  were,  enhven  death,  in  the  paa- 
uonate  and  weighty  Nnutius  ;  yet  aRer  all  tliis  divine  rapture,  O  dtira 
tnaseontm  Uia  1  Qie  breath  that  comes  from  tbe  nncapable  uiuttitude  is 
able  to  poison  it ;  and  ere  it  be  acted,  let  tbe  author  raolve  to  fix  to  eveiy 
scene  thia  of  Horseo : 

Mac  hadie  porcit  eamideada  mlinguet. 

"  To  those  who  report  I  was  a  long  time  in  flniahing  thia  Tragedy,  I 
confess,  I  do  not  write  with  a  goo^e-quill  winged  vrith  two  feathers ;  and 
if  th^  will  needa  make  it  my  bult,  T  must  answer  them  with  that  of 
EoripideB  to  Alceatides,  a  tragic  writer :  Alcestides  objecting  that  Guri- 
pides  had  only,  in  three  li^a,  composed  three  versea,  whereaa  himself  had 
written  three  himdred  :  l^ou  teUeat  truth  (quoth  be)  ;  but  here  'e  tbe 
difference :  thine  shall  only  be  read  lor  three  days,  whereaa  mine  ahsll 
oontinne  three  ages. 

"  Detraction  ia  tbe  Bwom  fiiend  to  ignorance  :  for  mine  own  part,  I 
have  ever  truly  cherished  my  good  opinionofotherraen's  worthy  labours, 
espeulally  of  that  full  and  heightened  style  of  Master  Chapman,  the  la- 
boured and  underftoiiding  works  of  Master  Jonson,  (he  no  less  worthy 
eiimposuree  of  the  both  worthily  eicelleiit  Mooter  Beaumont  and  Master 
Flotober ;  and  lastly  (without  wrong  last  to  be  named),  tho  right  happy 
i/)d  copious  indusUy  of  Master  Shakspcare,  Matter  Decker,  and  Mast^ 
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jBro,  Mav  it  thrive  with  you ! 
Fra,  A  cliair  there  for  his  lordship. 

[Lays  a  rich  gown  under  him. 
Bra,  Forbear  yoiir  kindness ;  an  unbidden  guest 

Should  travel  as  Dutch  women  go  to  church, 

Bear  their  stool  with  them. 
Mon,  At  your  pleasure,  sir. 

Stand  to  the  table,  gentlewoman. — Now,  Signior, 

Fall  to  your  plea. 
Lawyer,  Domme  jtidex,  cofwerte  oculos  in  hanc  pestem  muli- 

ertmi  corrvftisavmam. 
Vit,  What 's  he  ? 

Fra,  A  lawyer,  that  pleads  against  you. 
Vit,  Pray,  my  lord,  let  him  speak  Hs  usual  tongue ; 

I  '11  make  no  answer  else. 
Fra,  Why,  you  understand  Latin. 
Vit,  I  do,  sir,  but  amongst  this  auditory 

Which  come  to  hear  my  cause,  the  half  or  more 

May  be  ignorant  in 't. 
Mon,  Q-o  on,  sir. 
Vit,  By  your  favour, 

I  will  not  have  my  accusation  clouded 

In  a  strange  tongue :  all  this  assembly 

Shall  hear  what  you  can  charge  me  with. 
Fra,  Signior,  [guage. 

You  need  not  stand  on  *t  much ;  pray,  change  your  lan- 
Mon.  0,  for  Q-od's  sake !  gentlewoman,  your  credit 

Shall  be  more  famous  by  it. 
Law,  Well  then,  have  at  you. 
Vit,  I  am  the  mark,  sir,  I '11  give  aim  to  you. 

And  tell  you  how  near  you  shoot. 
Law.  Most  literated  judges,  please  your  lordships 

So  to  connive  your  judgements  to  the  view 

Of  this  debauch' d  and  diversivolent  woman ; 

Who  such  a  concatenation 

Of  mischief  hath  effected,  that  to  extirp 

The  memory  of  it,  must  be  the  consummation 

Of  her,  and  her  projections. 

Heywood,  wishing  what  I  write  may  be  read  by  their  light  j  protesting 
that,  in  the  strength  of  mine  own  judgement,  I  know  them  so  worthy,  that 
though  I  rest  silent  in  my  own  work,  yet  to  most  of  theirs,  I  dare  (without 
flattery)  fix  that  of  Martial :  non  norunt  hcBc  monumenta  tnorii* 


ra.  What  'a  all  this  P 
Law.  Hold  your  peace! 

Exorbitant  Bins  muat  liaye  enilceration. 
Vit.  Siirely,  my  lorda,  thia  lawyer  bath  awallow'd 

Some  apothecaiies'  hills,  or  proclamations  j 

And  now  the  hard  and  no  digestible  words 

Come  up  like  etonea  we  uae  give  hawks  for  physio. 

Why,  this  is  Welsh  to  Latin. 
Law.  My  lords,  the  woman 

Knowa  not  her  tropes,  nor  ia  perfect 

In  the  academic  derivatiou 

Of  grammatical  elocution, 
^'o    Sir,  your  paina 

Shall  -be  well  spared,  and  your  deep  eloquence 

Be  worthily  applauded  among  thoae 

Which  imderatand  you. 
Law.  My  good  lord. 
Fra.  Sir, 

Put  up  your  papers  in  your  fustian  bag ; 

[Peahcisco  gpealcs  this  as  in  scorn. 

Cry  mercy,  sir,  'tis  buckram,  and  accept 

My  notion  of  your  leam'd  verbosity. 
Law.  I  most  graduatically  thank  your  lordship; 

I  shall  have  use  for  them  elsewhere.  [out 

Mon.  (to  ViTTOitiA.)  I  shaU  be  plainer  with  you,  and  paint 

Tour  follies  in  more  natural  red  and  white, 

Than  that  upon  your  cheek. 
Vit.  0,  you  mistake, 

Ton  raise  a  blood  as  noble  in  this  oheek 

As  ever  was  your  mother' a. 
ITon.  I  must  spare  you,  till  proof  ciy  whore  to  that. 

Observe  this  creature  here,  my  honour'd  lorda, 

A  woman  of  a  most  prodigious  spirit. 
Vit.  My  honourable  lord. 

It  doth  not  suit  a  reverend  cardinal 

To  play  the  lawyer  thus. 
Mon.  0,  your  trade  mstructs  your  Imiguage. 

Tou  see,  my  lords,  what  goodly  fruit  she  seems. 

Yet  like  those  apples  travellers  report 

To  grow  where  Sodom  and  Gomorrah  stood, 

I  wjli  but  touch  her,  and  you  straight  shall  see 
,         Sbo  'Jl  ikil  to  aoot  and  ashes. 
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Tit.  Tour  envenom'd  apothecary  should  do 't. 
Mon.  I  dju  resolved, 

Were  there  a  second  paradise  to  loae, 
This  devil  would  betray  it. 
Vic.  O,  poor  charity, 

Thou  art  seldom  found  in  scarlet ! 
Mon.  Who  knowa  not  how,  when  several  night  by  night 
Her  gates  were  choked  with  coachea,  and  her  rooma 
Outbraved  the  atara  with  several  kinds  of  lights  j 
When  she  did  counterfeit  a.  prince's  court 
In  music,  banquets,  and  moat  riotous  surfeits ; 
This  whore  forsooth  was  holy  ! 
Vit.  Ha !  wbore  ?  what 's  that  ? 
Mim.  Shall  I  expound  whore  to  you  ?  sure  I  shall. 
I  '11  give  their  perfect  character.     They  are  first, 
Swoetmeata  which  rot  the  eater;  in  man's  nostrils 
Poison'd  perfumes.     They  are  cozening  alchymy  ; 
Shipwrecks  in  calmest  weather.     What  are  whores  ? 
Cold  itussiau  winters,  that  appear  so  barren, 
Aa  if  that  nature  had  forgot  the  spring. 
They  are  the  true  material  fire  of  hell. 
Worse  than  those  tributes  i'  the  low  countries  paid, 
Exactions  upon  meat,  drink,  garments,  sleep  ; 
Ay,  even  on  man's  perdition,  his  sin. 
They  are  those  brittle  evidences  of  law. 
Which  forfeit  all  a  wretched  man's  estate 
For  leaiTue  out  one  syllable.     What  are  whores  P 
They  are  those  flattering  bells  have  all  one  time. 
At  weddings  and  at  funerals.     Tour  rich  whores 
Are  only  treasuries  by  eitortion  fiU'd, 
And  emptied  by  cursed  riot.     They  are  wonie. 
Worse  than  dead  bodies,  which  are  begg'd  at  the  gallowa 
And  wrought  upon  by  surgeons,  to  teach  man 
Wherein  he  is  imperfect.     What 's  a  whore  ? 
She  's  like  the  gilt  counterfeited  coin. 
Which,  whosoe'er  first  stamps  it,  brings  in  trouble 
All  that  receive  it. 
Vii.  This  character  'scapes  me. 
Jfoii.  Tou,  gentlewoman  ? 

Take  from  aU  beasts  and  from  all  minerals 
Their  deadly  poii 
Fit.  Well,  what  thee 
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Mon.  I'll  ten  thed; 

I  '11  find  in  thee  an  apothecary's  ehoD, 

To  sample  them  all, 
Fr.  limb.  She  hath  Uved  ill. 
E71.  Emh.  True,  but  the  cardinal  'e  too  hitter. 
Mon.  You  know  what  whore  ia,     ]N"est  the  devil  adultery, 

Enters  the  devil  murder. 
Fra.  Tour  unhappy  hushand 

fit.  O,  he 's  a  happy  huahand, 

Kow  he  owes  nature  nothing, 
-SVfl.  And  hy  a  vaulting  engine. 
Mon.  An  active  plot : 

He  jump'd  mto  his  grave. 
Fra.  What  a  prodigy  was  't, 

That  from  Bome  two  yards  high,  a  slender  tnn.Ti 

Should  breali  hia  neck  ? 
Mon.  V  the  rushes ! 
Fra.  And  what 's  more, 

Upon  the  instant  lose  all  use  of  speech. 

All  vital  motion,  like  a  man  had  lain 

Wound  up  three  days.     Now  mark  each  circamstaiice. 
Mon.  And  look  upon  thia  creature  was  hia  wile. 

She  cornea  not  like  a  widow :  she  comes  arm'd 

With  Hcom  and  impudence :  ia  this  a  mourning-habit  P 
Tit.  Had  I  foreknown  his  death  aa  you  suggest, 

I  would  have  bespoke  my  mourning. 
Mon.  O,  you  are  cunning. 
Vit.  Tou  shamo  your  wit  and  judgement, 

To  call  it  80 ;  what,  is  my  just  defence 

By  him  that  is  ray  judge  called  impudence  ? 

Let  me  appeal  then  &om  this  Christian  court 

To  the  uncivil  Tartar. 
Mon.  See,  my  lords, 

She  scandals  our  proceedicga. 
Vit.  Humbly  thuH, 

Thua  low,  to  the  moat  worthy  nnd  respected 

Leigcr  ambaaaadora,  my  modesty 

And  womanhood  I  tender ;  but  withiU, 

So  entangled  in  a  cursed  accuaation. 

That  my  defence,  of  force,  like  Perseus, 
Jtfuat  personate  masculine  virtue.    To  the  point. 
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Find  me  but  guilty,  sever  head  from  body, 

"We  '11  part  good  friends  *  I  scorn  to  hold  my  life 

At  yours,  or  any  man's  entreaty,  sir. 
Un,  JSmh,  She  hath  a  brave  spirit. 
Mon,  Well,  well,  such  counterfeit  jewels 

Make  true  ones  oft  suspected. 
Vit,  Tou  are  deceived ; 

!For  know,  that  all  your  strict  combined  heads, 

Which  strike  against  this  miae  of  diamonds, 

Shall  prove  but  glassen  hammers,  they  shall  break. 

These  are  but  feigned  shadows  of  my  evils. 

Terrify  babes,  my  lord,  with  painted  devils ; 

1  am  past  such  needless  palsy.    For  your  names 

Of  whore  and  murderess,  they  proceed  from  you, 

As  if  a  man  should  spit  against  the  wmd ; 

The  filth  returns  in  's  face. 
Mon,  Pray  you,  mistress,  satisfy  me  one  question : 

Who  lodged  beneath  your  roof  that  fatal  night  i 

Tour  husband  brake  his  neck  ? 
Bra,  That  question 

Enforceth  me  break  silence ;  I  was  there. 
Mbn,  Tour  business  ? 
£ra.  Why,  I  came  to  comfort  her. 

And  take  some  course  for  settling  her  estate. 

Because  I  heard  her  husband  was  in  debt 

To  you,  my  lord. 
Moil,  He  was. 
JBra.  And  'twas  strangely  fear'd 

That  you  would  cozen  her. 
Mon,  Who  made  you  overseer  ? 
JBra,  Why,  my  charity,  my  charity,  which  should  flow 

From  every  generous  and  noble  spirit, 

To  orphans  and  to  widows. 
Mon,  Tour  lust. 
Bra.  Cowardly  dogs  bark  loudest !  sirrah,  priest, 

I  '11  talk  with  you  hereafter. — ^Do  you  hear  P 

The  sword  you  frame  of  such  an  excellent  temper, 

I  '11  sheath  in  your  own  bowels. 

There  are  a  number  of  thy  coat  resemble 

Tour  common  post-boys. 
Man.  Ha! 
Jh,.Totir  mercenary  post-boys. 


J  JOIIN  WEBSTEB. 

Your  lettere  carry  truth,  but  'tis  your  g 

To  fill  your  moutna  with  gross  and  impudent  liea. 

Servant.  My  lord,  your  gown. 

Sra.  Thou  lieat,  'twaa  my  stool. 

Bestow 't  upon  thy  master,  that  wiU  challenge 
The  rest  o'  the  household  stuff,  for  Brachiano 
Was  ne'er  so  beggarly  to  take  a  stool 
Out  of  another's  lod^ng :  let  hira  make 
Valance  for  his  bed  on 't,  or  demy  foot-c)oth 
For  his  moat  reverend  moile.     Monticelao,  nemo  me 
impane  lacetsit.  '[Exit  Beaciiiano, 

Man.  Tour  champion  'b  gone, 

Vit.  The  wolf  may  prey  the  better. 

Fra.  My  lord,  there  'a  great  suspicion  of  the  murder, 
But  no  sound  proof  who  did  it.     For  my  part, 
I  do  not  thmlc  ehe  hath  a  aoul  so  blacli 
To  act  a  deed  so  bloody :  if  she  have, 
As  ia  cold  countries  husbandmen  plant  vines, 
And  with  warm  blood  manure  them,  even  so 
One  summer  she  will  bear  unsavoury  fruit, 
And  ero  nest  spring  wither  both  branch  and  root. 
The  act  of  blood  let  pass,  only  descend 
To  matter  of  incontinence. 

Vii.  I  discern  poison 

TTnder  your  gilded  pills. 

]Uon.  Now  the  duke  'a  gone  I  will  produce  a  letter, 
Whereiu  'twas  plotted,  he  and  you  shall  meet. 
At  an  apothecary's  summer-houae, 
Down  by  the  river  Tiber.     View 't,  my  lorda : 
Wliere  after  wanton  bathing  and  the  heat 
Of  a  lascivious  banquet — I  pray  read  it. — 
I  aliame  to  speak  the  rest. 

Vil.  Grant  I  was  tempted ; 

Temptation  proves  not  the  act ; 

Casta  est  qurnn  nemo  rogaoit. 

You  read  bia  hot  love  to  me,  jbut  you  want 

My  frosty  answer. 

Mon.  Frost  i'  the  dog-days !  strange ! 

Vit.  Condemn  you  me  for  that  the  duke  did  love  me  P 
So  may  you  hiame  some  fair  and  crystal  river 
For  that  some  melancholic  diatracted  man 
SJOb  diowu  'd  ilimBolf  in 't. 
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Mbn,  Truly  drown'd,  indeed. 

Vii.  Sum  up  my  faults,  I  pray,  and  you  shall  find,    . 

That  beauly  and  gay  clothes,  a  merry  heart, 

And  a  good  stomach  to  feast,  are  all, 

All  the  poor  crimes  that  you  can  charge  me  with. 

In  faith,  my  lord,  you  might  go  pistol  flies, 

The  sport  would  be  more  noble. 
Mon,  Very  good.  [me  first, 

Vit,  But  take  you  your  course ;  it  seems  you  've  begg'd 

And  now  would  fain  undo  me.    I  have  houses. 

Jewels,  and  a  poor  remnant  of  crusadoes ; 

Would  these  would  make  you  charitable ! 
Mon.  If  the  devil 

Did  ever  take  good  shape,  behold  his  picture ! 
Vit.  You  have  one  virtue  left. 

You  wiU  not  flatter  me. 
Fra,  Who  brought  this  letter  ? 
Vit.  I  am  not  compell'd  to  tell  you. 
Mon.  My  lord  duke  sent  to  you  a  thousand  ducats, 

The  twelfth  of  August. 
Vit.  'Twas  to  keep  your  cousin* 

Erom  prison,  I  paid  use  for 't. 
Mon.  I  rather  think, 

'Twas  interest  for  his  lust. 
Vit.  Who  says  so  but  yourself?  if  you  be  my  accuser, 

Pray  cease  to  be  my  judge :  come  from  the  bench,    ' 

Give  in  your  evidence  against  me,  and  let  these 

Be  moderators.     My  lord  cardinal, 

Were  your  intelligencing  ears  as  loving, 

As  to  my  thoughts,  had  you  an  honest  tongue, 

I  would  not  care  though  you  proclaim'd  them  all. 
Mon.  G-o  to,  go  to. 

After  your  goodly  and  vain-glorious  banquet, 

I  '11  give  you  a  choke-pear. 
Vit.  Of  your  own  grafting  ? 
Mon.  You  were  bom  in  Venice,  honourably  descended 

From  the  VitteUi ;  'twas  my  cousin's  fate, 

III  may  I  name  the  hour,  to  marry  you ; 

He  bought  you  of  your  father. 
Vit.  Ha! 
Mon.  He  spent  there  in  six  monthfl 

Twelve  thousand  ducats,  and  (to  11^7  \s3iss7i\<i^^ 
^  Her  husband  Oanullo,  who  was  cousm  \»"^CftsSass^stfi% 


.a  dowry  with  you  not  one  juHo. 

'Twas  a,  hard  peniLywortn,  the  ware  being  ho  light. 

I  yet  but  draw  the  curtain,  now  to  your  picture  : 

You  caine  from  thence  ft  moat  notorious  Btrumpet, 

And  80  you  have  continued. 
Vit.  My  lord! 
Mon.  Nay,  hear  me, 

Tou  shall  have  time  to  prate.    My  lord  Brachiano- 

Alnfi !  I  make  hut  repetition. 

Of  what  is  ordinary  and  Eialto  taik. 

And  baUated,  and  would  be  play'd  o'  the  stage 

But  that  vice  many  times  finds  such  loud  friends, 

That  preachers  are  charm'd  silent. 

Tour  pubUc  fault, 

Joiu'd  to  the  condition  of  the  present  time, 

Takes  from  you  all  the  fruits  of  noble  pity, 

Such  a  corrupted  trial  have  you  made 

Both  of  your  life  and  beauty,  and  been  styled 

No  less  an  ominous  late,  than  blading  stars 

To  princes.     Hear  your  sentence ;  you  are  confined 

TInto  a  house  of  converts. 
Vit.  A  house  of  converts !  what's  that? 
Mon,.  A  house  of  penitent  whores. 
Fit.  Do  the  noblemen  in  Eome 

Erect  it  for  their  wives,  that  I  am  sent 

To  lodge  there  ? 
Fm.  Tou  must  have  patience. 
Vit.  I  must  first  have  vengeance. 

1  fain  would  know  if  you  have  your  solvatiou 

By  patent,  that  you  proceed  thus. 
Mon.  Away  with  her, 

Take  her  hence. 
Vit.  A  rape  !  a  rape  ! 
Mon.  How  ? 
Vit.  Yes,  you  have  ravish'd  justice; 

Porced  her  to  do  your  pleasure. 
Mon.  Tie,  she 's  mad ! 
Vit.  Die  with  those  pills  in  your  moat  cursed  maw, 

Should  bring  you  health !  or  while  you  sit  o'  the  bi 

Let  your  own  spittle  choke  you ! 
Mon.  She 's  tum'd  fury, 

/?/.  That  the  last  day  of  judgment  may  so  find  you, 
And  leave  you  the  same  devil  you  ■were  before  I 


InBtnict  me  Bome  good  horse-leech  to  spe^  treason. 
Fop  81  


cannot  take  my  life  for  deeds, 
poor  revenge, 


Take  it  for  words :  0,  womaji'i 


Which  dweUa  but  in  the  tongue !    I  will  not  weep. 

No ;  I  do  acorn  to  call  up  one  poor  tear 

To  fawn  on  your  injustice ;  bear  me  hence 

Unto  this  houae  of what  'a  your  mitigating  title  ? 

Mon.  Ofconverta. 

Tit.  It  shall  not  be  a  house  of  converts ; 
My  mind  shall  make  it  honestep  to  n 
Than  the  pope's  palace,  and  more  pei 
Than  thy  aoul,  though  thou  art  a  cardinal. 
Enow  this,  and  let  it  aomewhat  raise  your  spite, 
Through  darkness  diamonds  spread  their  richest  light'. 


COBKELIA.      JIaECELIO. 

Cor.  I  hear  a  whispering  all  about  the  court, 
Tou  are  to  flght :  who  is  your  opposite  ? 
What  is  the  quarrel  P 

Mar.  'Tia  an  idle  rumour. 

Cor.  Will  you  dissemble  ?  sure  you  do  not  well 
To  fright  me  thus ;  you  never  look  thus  pale, 
But  when  you  are  most  angry.     I  do  charge  you. 
Upon  my  bleasing ;  nay,  I  '11  call  the  duke, 
And  he  shall  school  you. 

Mar.  Publish  not  a  fear. 

Which  would  convert  to  laughter :  'tis  not  so. 
Was  not  this  crucifix  my  father's  ? 

Cor.  Tea. 

'  This  Wiite  Devil  of  Italy  sets  off  a  bad  raoBe  BO  apooiouely,  and  pleadi 
nith  ancb  an  innocenoe-resembling  boldness,  tliat  we  eeem  to  see  tl  ' 
Iiuit«hlee3  beauty  of  her  face  which  inspires  su{^h  gay  confidenee  into  hi 
and  are  ready  tx>  expect,  when  she  has  dxmc  her  pleadings,  thaC  ber  v 
judges,  her  amosers,  the  grave  ambassadors  who  sit  as  spectators,  atid  all 
the  court,  will  rise  and  mote  prufier  to  defend  her  in  spite  of  tie  utmost 
conviotioQ  of  her  guilt ;  as  the  shepherds  in  Don  Quixote  malie  proffer  tc 
follow  the  bcauti&l  shepherdess  Maroela  "  wittout  reaping  any  profit  oulp 
of  hor  manifest  resolution  made  there  in  their  hearing." — 
8rj  sweet  and  lovely  does  she  inalte  the  shame, 
'Which,  like  a  canker  in  the  (raemnt  rose, 
""  e»  spot  the  beauty  of  hei  bi^&n^iu 


JOHN  WEBSTEE. 


Lg  my  brother  suck, 
a  Ilia  hands, 


ij  indeed. 

?    I  '11  to  aanetuary, 

lUxit  Flam. 
31£cer)  enters. 


Mar.  I  have  heard  you  say,  f 

He  took  the  crucifix  bet 

And  broke  &  limb  off, 
Cbr.  Tea  ;  but  'tis  mended. 

J'lAMiKEO  enters. 
Fla,  I  have  brought  your  weapon  back. 

[Flaildteo  runs  Maecello  through. 
Oor.  ITa,  0  my  horror ! 
Mar.  Tou  have  brought  it  bom 
Cor.  Help,  0  he  'e  muxder'd ! 
Fla.  Do  you  turn  your  gall  up 

And  aend  a  surgeon  to  you 

HOETENBIUB  (an 

JLoT.  How,  o'  the  ground  ? 
Mar.  0  mother,  now  remember  what  I  told 
Of  breaking  off  the  crucifis.     Farewell. 
There  are  some  ains,  which  Heaven  doth  duly  punieh 
In  a  whole  family.     This  it  ia  to  riae 
Bv  all  dishonest  means.     Let  all  men  know. 
That  tree  shall  long  time  keep  a  steady  foot, 
Wboae  branches  spread  no  wider  than  the  root. 
Cor.  O  my  perpetual  sorrow  ! 
Kor.  Virtuoua  MarceUo ! 

He  'a  dead.     Fray  leave  him,  lady :  come,  you  shall. 
Cor.  Alas  1  he  ia  not  dead ;  he  's  in  a  trance. 

"Wby,  here  'a  no  body  ahall  get  anything  by  hia  death 
Let  me  call  him  again,  for  God'a  sake ! 
Kor.  I  would  you  were  deceived. 
Cot.  O  you  abuae  me,  you  abuse  me,  you  abuae  me ! 

How  many  have  gone  away  thus,  for  lack  of  'tendance ! 
Bear  up's  bead,  rear  up 'a  head;  bia  bleeding  inward 
will  kill  him. 
Hor.  Tou  see  he  ia  departed. 

Cor.  Let  me  come  to  him  [  giw  me  liim  as  he  is ;  if  he  be 
tum'd  to  earth,  let  me  but  eive  hira  one  heart)'  kies, 
and  vou  shall  put  us  both  into  one  coffin.  letch  a 
lookmg-glasa,  see  if  his  breath  will  not  stain  it ;  or 
pull  out  some  feathers  from  my  pillow,  and  lay 
them  to  bia  lips :  will  you  ioac  him  for  a  little  pains- 
taking ? 
jHiw.  Tour  kindest  office  ia  to  pray  for  !iim. 
Cbr.  Aha  I  I  irould  not  pray  ior  hira  jet.     He  may  live  to  j 
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lay  me  i'  the  ground,  and  pray  for  me,  if  you  '11  let 
me  come  to  him. 
The  DrKE  entert  with  Flammeo,  and  Paqe. 

Bra.  Waa  this  your  handy-work  ? 

IFla.  It  was  my  miafortiuie. 

Cor,  He  lies,  he  lies ;  he  did  not  kill  him ;  these  have  kill'd 
him,  that  would  not  let  him  be  better  look'd  to. 

Bra.  Have  comfort,  my  grieved  mother. 

Cor.  0  you'  screech-owl ! 

Hot.  Eorbear,  good  madam. 

Cor.  Let  me  go,  let  me  go.    [^Ske  runs  to  Flamineo  toiih  her 
knife  drawn,  and  coming  to  him,  lets  it/all. 
The  God  of  heaven  forgive  thee.     Doat  not  wonder 
I  pray  for  thee  ?     I  '11  tell  thee  what  'a  the  reason : 
I  have  scarce  breath  to  number  twenty  minutes ; 
I  'd  not  apend  that  in  ctirsing.     Fare  thee  well : 
Half  of  thyaelf  lies  there :  and  mayat  thou  live 
To  fill  an  hour-glnas  with  his  moulder'd  aahea. 
To  teU  how  thou  ahouldst  spend  the  time  to  come 
In  blest  repentance. 

Sra.  Mother,  pray  tell  me 

How  came  he  by  hia  death  ?  what  waa  the  quarrel  ? 

Cor.  Indeed,  my  younger  boy  presumed  too  much 
Upon  hia  mmhood,  gave  him  bitter  words, 
Drew  hia  sword  firat ;  and  so,  1  know  not  how, 
For  I  waa  out  of  my  wita,  he  fell  with 'a  head 
Juat  in  my  boaom. 

I'age.  This  is  not  true,  madam. 

Cor.  I  prithee  peace. 

One  arrow  's  grazed  already:  it  were  vain 
To  lose  this,  for  that  will  ue'er  be  found  again. 


FaAMOIBOO  dfiSCT-iies  ioFLiMiSEO  the  grief  of  CosjisjA^  althefitne 
o/MiUOEJAjO. 

Tour  reverend  mother 
la  grown  a  very  old  woman  in  two  hours. 
I  found  them  winding  of  Marcello's  corse ; 
And  there  is  such  a  aolemn  melody, 
'Tween  doleful  aongs,  t^ars,  and  sad  elegiea  ; 
Such  aa  old  grandamea,  watching  by  the  dead, 
Wera  wont  to  outwear  the  nights  with  *,  thaJu^^^En^T&s^ 


I  "Tw 

L  8uc 


I  had  no  eyes  to  guide  me  forth  the  roouij 
They  were  so  o'ereharged  with  water. 
FKneral  Dirge/or  Maecello. 

[H«  MoTniB  lingi  it. 
Call  for  the  rohin-redhreaat,  and  the  wren, 
Since  o'er  ahady  groves  they  hover, 
And  with  leaves  and  flowers  do  cover 
The  fiiendless  bodies  of  nnhuried  men. 
Call  unto  hia  funeral  dole 
The  ant,  the  field-mouse,  and  the  mole, 
To  raise  him  hiUocks  that  shuU  keep  him  warm. 
And  (when  gay  tomha  are  robb'd)  Bustain  no  harm ; 
But  keep  the  wolf  far  thence,  that  'b  foe  to  meo, 
Por  with  hia  "t'la  he  '!1  dig  them  np  again'. 
Folded  ThoagUi. 
Come,  come,  my  lord,  untie  your  folded  thoughts 
And  let  them  dangle  loose  as  a  bride's  hair. 
Tour  sister's  poison' d. 

Dffity  iVificM. 

To  Bee  what  solitariness  ia  about  dying  priaces  1  As  here- 

tofore  they  have  unpeopled  towns,  divorced  friends, 

and  made  great  houses  unhoapitable !  so  now,  O 

justice !  where  are  their  flatterers  now  ?  flatterers 

are  hut  the  shadows  of  princes'  bodies ;  the  least 

thick  cloud  makes  them  mvisible. 

Ifataral  Death, 

O,  thou  soft  natural  death !  that  aj^  joint  twin 

To  sweetest  slumber  !^no  rough-bearded  comet 

Stares  on  thy  mild  departaire ;  the  dull  owl 

Beats  not  aguiuBt  thy  casement ;  the  hoarse  wol 

Scents  not  thy  carrion.     Pity  winds  thy  corse, 

Whilst  horror  waits  on  princes' 

VoK  of  JUurd/rr  rebuked. 
Miserable  creature, 
If  thou  persist  in  this,  'tis  damnable. 
Dost  thou  imagine  thou  canst  slide  on  blood, 
And  not  be  tainted  with  a  shamelul  fall  F 

I  I  nnver  sKvr  BDjtIiiiig  IDco  this  Dirge,  except  the  Ditty  ntucli  rmniadl 
^erdiiiand  of  bis  dn^wnixf  lather  in  the  Tompeat.  As  tliat  is  of  the  wateTg 
WBtciT  i  w)  this  is  of  the  eailh,  eartlij.  Both  hare  that  iutensenees  of  feei- 
ng wiic^esenu  to  nsdTe  itself  Into  the  Qlementawluiih  it  DODtemplatei. 
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Or  like  the  black  and  melancholic  yew-tree, 
Dost  think  to  root  thyself  in  dead  men's  graves 
And  yet  to  prosper  ? 

Dying  Man, 
See,  see  how  firmly  he  doth  fix  his  eye 
Upon  the  crucifix ! 
O,  hold  it  constant. 

Z'j  settles  his  wild  spirits :  and  bo  his  eyes 
M'elt  into  tears. 

Despair, 
O,  the  cursed  devil, 
Which  doth  present  us  with  all  other  sins 
Thrice  candied  o'er ;  despair,  with  gall  and  stibiiim, 
Tet  we  carouse  it  off"! 


THE  LOVER'S  MELANCHOLY,  BY  JOHN  FOED. 

ConteTtUon  of  a  Sird  and  a  Musician, 

Passing  from  Italy  to  Greece,  the  tales 

Which  poets  of  an  elder  time  have  feign'd 

To  glorify  their  Tempo,  bred  in  me 

Desire  of  visiting  that  paradise. 

To  Thessaly  I  came,  and  living  private, 

Without  acquaiotance  of  more  sweet  companions' 

Thau  the  old  inmates  to  my  love,  my  thoughts, 

I  day  by  day  frequented  silent  groves 

And  solitary  walks.     One  morning  early 

This  accident  encounter' d  me :  I  heard 

The  sweetest  and  most  ravishing  contention 

That  art  or  nature  ever  were  at  strife  in. 

A  sound  of  music  touch' d  mine  ears,  or  rather 

Indeed  entranced  my  soul :  a^  I  stole  nearer. 

Invited  by  the  melody,  I  saw 

This  youth,  this  fair-faced  youth,  upon  his  lute 

With  strains  of  strange  variety  and  harmony 

Proclaiming  (as  it  seem'd)  so  bold  a  challenge 

To  the  clear  quiristers  of  the  woods,  the  birds, 

That  as  they  fiock'd  about  him,  all  stood  silent, 

Wondering  at  what  they  heard.     I  wonder' d  too. 

A  nightingale, 

^Nature's  best  skill' d  musician,  up.d'irtak^^ 


The  challenge ;  and,  for  every  several  strain 

The  well-shaped  youth  could  touch,  she  sung  her  down ; 

He  could  not  run  division  with  more  art 

Upon  his  quaking  instrument,  than  she 

The  nightingale  did  with  her  various  notes 

Reply  to. 

Some  time  thus  spent,  the  young  man  grew  at  last 

Into  a  pretty  anger ;  that  a  bird. 

Whom  art  had  never  taught  cliffs,  moods,  or  notes, 

Should  vie  with  him  for  mastery,  whose  study 

Had  busied  many  hours  to  perfect  practice : 

To  end  the  controversy,  in  a  rapture 

Upon  his  instrument  he  plays  so  swiftly, 

So  many  volimtaries,  ana  so  quick. 

That  there  was  curiosity  and  cunning. 

Concord  in  discord,  lines  of  differing  method 

Meeting  in  one  full  centre  of  delight. 

The  bird  (ordain' d  to  be 

Music^s  first  martyr)  strove  to  imitate 

These  several  sounds :  which  when  her  warbling  throat 

Pail'd  in,  for  grief  down  dropt  she  on  his  lute 

And  brake  her  heart.    It  was  the  quaintest  sadness, 

To  see  the  conqueror  upon  her  hearse 

To  weep  a  funeral  elegy  of  tears. 

He  looks  upon  the  trophies  of  his  art, 

Then  sigh'd,  then  wiped  his  eyes,  then  sigh'd,  and  cried, 

"  Alas !  poor  creature,  I  will  soon  revenge 

This  cruelty  upon  the  author  of  it. 

Henceforth  this  lute,  guilty  of  innocent  blood, 

Shall  never  more  betray  a  harmless  peace 

To  an  untimely  end  :*'  and  in  that  sorrow, 

As  he  was  pashing  it  against  a  tree, 

I  suddenly  stept  in. 

This  story,  which  is  originally  to  be  met  with  in  Strada's  Prolusions, 
been  paraphrased  in  rhyme  by  Crashaw,  Ambrose  Phillips,  and  others : 
;  none  of  those  versions  can  at  all  compare  for  harmony  and  grace  with 
I  blank  Terse  of  Ford's :  it  is  as  fine  as  anything  in  Beaumont  and 
tcher ;  and  almost  equals  the  strife  which  it  celebrates.] 
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THE  LADIES'  TRIAL,  BY  JOHN  FORD. 

AttBIA,  in  the  possession  of  honours,  preferment,  fame,  can  find  no  peace 
in  his  mind  while  he  thinks  his  W^e  uncha>ste, 

AUEIA.      AUEELIO. 

Auria,  Count  of  Savona,  Genoa's  admiral,    . 
Lord  governor  of  Corsica,  enroll' d 
A  worthy  of  my  country,  sought  and  sued  to, 
Praised,  courted,  flatter' d ! — 

My  triumphs 

Are  echoed  under  every  roof,  the  air 

Is  streighten'd  with  the  sound,  there  is  not  room 

Enough  to  brace  them  in ;  but  not  a  thought 

Doth  pierce  into  the  grief  that  cabins  here : 

Here  through  a  creek,  a  little  inlet,  crawls 

A  flake  no  bigger  than  a  sister's  thread. 

Which  sets  the  region  of  my  heart  a-fire. 

I  had  a  kingdom  once,  but  am  deposed 

Erom  all  that  royalty  of  blest  content, 

By  a  confederacy  'twixt  love  and  frailty. 

Aurelio,  Glories  in  public  view  but  add  to  misery, 
Which  travails  m  unrest  at  home. 

Auria.  At  home ! 

That  home,  Aurelio  speaks  of,  I  have  lost : 

And  which  is  worse,  when  I  have  roU'd  about, 

Toil'd  like  a  pilgrim,  round  this  globe  of  earth, 

Wearied  with  care,  and  over-worn  with  age, 

Lodged  in  the  grave,  I  am  not  yet  at  home. 

There  rots  but  half  of  me :  the  other  part 

Sleeps,  Heaven  knows  where.  Would  she  and  I,  my  wife 

I  mean ;  but  what,  alas !  talk  I  of  wife  P 

The  woman,  would  we  had  together  fed 

On  any  outcast  parings  coarse  and  mouldy, 

Not  lived  divided  thus ! 


LOYE'S  SACRIFICE :  A  TRAGEDY,  BY  JOHN  FORD. 

BlANCHA,  Wife  to  Caeaffa,  Duke  of  Pavia,  loves  and  is  loved  hy  Fee- 
NANDO  the  Duke^s  favourite.  She  long  resists  his  importunate  suit ; 
at  length,  she  enters  the  room  where  he  is  sleeping,  and  awakens  him, 
to  hear  her  confession  of  her  love  for  him. 

BlANCHA.     Febdinand,  sleeping, 
Bian.  Eesolve,  and  do ;  'tis  done.     What,  are  those  eyes^ 
Which  lately  were  so  over-drown' d  in  teax^, 


So  easy  to  take  rest  ?     0  hippy  mai 
How  sweetiy  sleep  hatL  seal  d  up  soirows  bere ! 
But  I  will  caJl  him :  what,  my  lord,  my  lord, 
My  lord  Fernando — 

Fer.  Who  calls  ? 

Bian,  My  lord: 

Sleeping,  or  waking  p 

Fer.  Ha,  who  is  't  ? 

Bim.  'TisI; 

Have  you  forgot  my  voice  ?  or  is  your  ear 
But  useful  to  your  eye  P 

Fer.  Mndam  the  duchess  ! 

Bian.  She, 'tis  she;  Bit  up: 

Sit  up  and  wonder,  whiles  my  Borrows  swell: 
The  nights  are  short,  and  I  have  much  to  Bay, 

Fer.  la  't  possible  'tis  you  P 

Bian.  'Tis  possible: 

"Why  do  you  think  I  come  ? 

Fer.  Why?  to  crown  joys. 

And  make  me  master  of  my  best  desires. 

£iim.  'Tib  true,  you  guess  aright;  sit  up  and  listen. 
"With  shame  and  passion  now  I  must  conl'esa. 
Since  first  mine  eyes  beheld  j  ou,  in  my  heart 
Ton  have  been  only  king.     If  there  can  be 
A  violence  in  love,  then  I  have  felt 
That  tyranny :  be  record  to  my  soul 
The  justice  which  I  for  this  folly  fear, 
remando,  in  abort  words,  howe'er  my  tongue 
Did  often  chide  thy  love,  each  word  thou  epakeat 
Was  music  to  my  ear:  waa  never  poor 
Poor  wretched  woman  lived,  that  loved  like  me ; 
So  truly,  90  unfeignedly. 

Fer.  O,  madam— 

Bian.  To  witneas  that  I  speak  is  truth,  look  here ; 
Thus  singly  I  adventure  to  thy  bed. 
And  do  confess  my  weaknesa  ;  if  thou  tempt'st 
My  bosom  to  thy  pleasures,  I  will  yield. 

Fer.  Perpetual  bappuiesa ! 

Bian.  Now  hear  me  out : 

When  first  Caratla,  Pavy's  duke,  my  lord. 
Saw  me,  he  loved  me,  and  (without  respect 
Ofdowei)  took  me  to  his  bed  and  bosom. 


Advanced  me  to  the  titles  I  possesB, 

Not  moTcd  by  counsel,  or  removed  by  greatneaa : 

Which  to  requite,  betwiit  my  soul  and  heflven 

I  Tow'd  a  TOW  to  live  a  MUBtaut  wife. 

I  have  done  ao :  nor  was  there  in  the  world 

A  man  created,  could  have  broke  that  truth. 

For  all  the  glories  of  the  earth,  but  thou, 

But  tbou,  remando.     Do  I  love  thee  now  ? 

J5w.  Beyond  imagination. 

£ian.  True,  I  do. 

Beyond  imagination :  if  no  pledge 
Of  love  can  matance  what  I  apeak  is  true, 
But  loss  of  my  best  joja,  here,  here,  Pemando, 
Be  satisfied  and  ruin  me. 

Jb".  Wba,t  do  you  mean  P 

JBian.  To  give  my  body  up  to  thy  embraces ; 
A  pleasure  that  I  never  wish'd  to  thrive  in 
Before  this  fatal  minute :  mark  me  now ; 
If  thou  doBt  spoil  me  of  this  robe  of  shame, 
By  my  best  comtbrta  here,  I  vow  again. 
To  thee,  to  heaven,  to  the  world,  to  time. 
Ere  yet  the  morning  aball  new  christen  day, 
I  'U  kill  myself. 

Fer.  How,  ina<km,  how ! 

SioR.  I  will : 

Do  what  thou  wilt,  'tis  iu  thy  choice;  what  aay  yo  f 

Fer.  Pish,  do  you  come  to  try  me  ?  teU  me  first, 
"Will  you  but  grant  a  kisa  ? 

Bian.  Tea,  take  it ;  that. 

Or  what  thy  heart  can  wiah :  I  am  all  thine. 

Jfcr.  0  me come,  come,  how  uiaiiy  women,  pray, 

Were  ever  heard  or  read  of,  granted  love, 
And  did  as  you  protest  you  will  ? 

Bian.  Fernando !  {^Kneels. 

Jest  not  at  my  calamity  :  I  kneel : 
By  these  diahevel'd  haira,  these  wretched  tew^, 
By  all  that  'a  good,  if  what  I  apeak,  my  heart 
"Vows  not  eternally  ;  then  think,  my  lord, 
"Was  never  man  sued  tn  me  I  dtnied, 
Think  me  a  common  and  moat  cuiming  whore. 
And  Jet  my  eina  be  written  on  my  grave, 
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Fer.  I  must  believe  ye ;  yet  I  hope  anon, 

When  you  are  parted  from  me,  you  will  say 
I  was  a  good,  cold,  eafiy-Bpirited  maji, 
Nay,  laugh  at  my  eimplicity :  say,  will  ye  ? 

Sian.  No ;  by  the  faith  I  owe  my  bridal  yows : 
But  ever  bold  thee  much  much  dearer  far 
Tlian  all  my  joys  on  earth  ;  by  thia  chaste  liisa. 

Fer.  Tou  have  prevail'd:  and  Heaven  forbid  that  I 
Should  by  a  wanton  appetite  pro&ne 
Thia  Bacred  temple.      Tis  enough  for  me, 
You  '11  please  to  call  me  servant. 

Sian.  Nay,  be  thine : 

Command  my  power,  my  boaom,  and  I  'D  write 
Thia  love  withm  the  tables  of  my  heart, 

Fcr,  Enough;  I '11  master  passion,  and  triumph 
In  being  conquer'd,  adding  to  it  this. 
In  you  my  love  aa  it  begun  shall  end. 

Bian.  The  latter  I  new  vow but  day  comes  on: 

What  now  we  leave  imfiniah'd  of  content. 
Each  hour  shall  perfect  up.     Sweet,  let  ua  part. 

Fer.  Beat  life,  good  rest. 


Dau  h.  Life  to  the  Ising,  and  safety  fix  his  throne ! 
I  here  present  you,  royal  sir,  a  shadow 
Of  majesty,  but  in  effect  a  aubstanee 
Oi'  pity ;  a  young  man,  in  nothing  grown 
To  ripeness,  but  the  ambition  of  your  mercy : 
Perkin  ;  the  christian  w^orid'a  strange  wonder! 

King  H.  Dawbney, 

We  observe  no  wonder ;  I  behold  ('tis  true) 
An  ornament  of  nature,  fine,  and  poliah'd, 
A  handsome  youth  indeed,  but  not  admire  him. 
How  came  he  to  thy  hands  P 

Baicl.  From  sanctuary 

At  Bewley,  near  Southampton ;  register'd, 
With  these  few  followers,  for  persons  privileged. 
7M.  I  most  not  thank  you,  air ;  you  were  to  blMn& 
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To  infrinee  the  liberty  of  houaea  Hacred : 
Dare  we  be  iireligious  ? 

Dawb.  Gracious  lord, 

They  volimtarOy  resign'd  themaelves, 
Without  compiilaion. 

King  H..  80  P  'twaa  very  ■well ; 

'Twas  very  vreli.     Turn  now  thine  eyes, 
Toung  man,  upon  thyself  and  thy  past  actions. 
"What  revels  in  combuation  through  our  kingdom 
A  frenzy  of  aspiring  youth  hath  danced : 
Till  wanting  breath,  thy  feet  of  pride  have  siipt 
To  hreai  thy  neck  ! 

Warb.  But  not  my  heart;  my  heart 

"Will  nioujit,  till  every  drop  of  blood  be  frozen 
By  death's  perpetual  winter.     If  the  sun 
Of  majesty  be  darken' d,  let  the  sun 
Of  life  he  hid  from  me,  in  an  eelipae 
Lasting,  and  univeraal.     Sir ;  remember, 
Tliere  was  a  shooting  in  of  light,  when  Eichmond 
(Not  aiming  at  the  crown)  retired,  and  gladly, 
For  comfort  to  the  duke  of  Bretagnc'a  court. 
Eichard,  who  sway'd  the  aceptre,  was  reputed 
A  tyrant  then;  yet  then,  a  dawning  glimmer'd 
To  some  few  wandering  remnants,  promising  day. 
When  firat  they  ventured  on  a  frightful  shore, 
At  MiKord  Haven. 

Dawb.  Whither  speeds  his  boldneas  ? 
Check  hia  rude  tongue,  great  sir. 

JUnff  S.  0,  let  him  range : 

The  player  'a  on  the  stage  still ;  'tis  hia  part : 
He  does  but  act. What  foUow'd  ? 

Warl.  Boaworth  field : 

Where  at  an  instant,  to  the  world's  amazement, 

A  mom  to  Richioond  and  a  night  to  Eichard 

Appear'd  at  once.     Tho  tale  ia  aoon  applied : 

Fate  which  crown'd  these  attempts,  when  least  aaaured, 

Might  have  befriended  others,  like  resolved. 

iinj  JL  A  pretty  gallant !  thua  your  aimt  of  Burgundy, 
Tour  duchess  aunt,  inform'd  her  nephew  ;  so 
The  lesson  prompted,  and  well  conn'd,  was  moulded 
Into  familiar  dialogue,  oft  rehearsed. 
Till,  learnt  by  heart,  'tis  now  i^^jed^^ 
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Warh.  Truth  in  her  pure  simplicity  wants  art 
To  put  &  feigned  blush  on ;  Bcora  wears  only 
Such  iaahion,  as  commenda  to  gazers'  eyes 
Sad  ulcerated  novelty,  far  beneath 
Tlie  Bphere  of  majesty  :  iii  such  a  court 
Wisdom  and  gravity  are  proper  robes, 
By  which  the  sovereign  is  beat  diatinguish'd 
Erom  zanies  to  his  greatness. 

King  S.  Sirrah,  shift 

Tour  antick  pageantry,  and  now  appear 
In  your  own  nature  ;  or  you  '11  taste  the  danger 
Of  fooling  out  of  seaaon. 
Warb.  I  expect 

No  lesB  than  what  severity  calls  justice. 
And  politicians  safety ;  let  such  beg, 
As  feed  on  alms :  but  if  there  can  be  mercy 
In  a  protested  enemy,  then  may  it 
Descend  to  these  poor  creatures',  whose  engage- 
ments 
To  the  bettering  of  their  fortunes,  have  incurr'd 
A  iosB  of  all :  to  tliem  if  any  charity 
Flow  from  some  noble  orator,  in  death 
I  owe  the  fee  of  thankfulness. 

King  H.  So  brave  ? 

What  a  bold  knave  is  this ! 

We  trifle  time  with  folhes. 

TTrawick,  command  the  duteling,  and  these  fellows, 

To  Digby  the  lieutenant  of  the  Tower : 

With  safety  let  them  be  convey'd  to  London. 

It  is  our  pleasure,  no  uncivil  outra^, 

Taunts,  or  abuse,  be  sufFer'd  to  their  persona  : 

They  shall  meet  fairer  law  than  they  deserve. 

Time  may  restore  their  wits,  whom  vain  ambition 

Hath  many  years  distracted. 

Warb.  Noble  thoughts 

Meet  freedom  in  captivity.     The  Tower : 
Our  childhood's  dreadful  nursery  ! 

Sing  S.  Was  ever  so  much  impudence  in  forgery  ? 
The  custom  sure  of  being  stjled  a  kijig, 
Hatb  fasten'd  in  his  thought  that  he  is  such. 
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WasbECK  u  Ud  to  hi»  death. 

Oxford.  Look  ye,  behold  your  followerB,  appointed 
To  wait  OD  ye  ia  death. 

Warh.  Why,  peers  of  England, 

Wb'U  lead  them  on  conrageoualy.     I  read 

A  triumph  over  tTraimy  upon 

Their  several  ibreheadi.     raint  not  in  the  moment 

Of  victory!  our  ends,  and  Warwick's  head, 

Innocent  Warwick's  head,  (for  we  are  prologue 

But  to  his  tragedy,)  conclude  the  wonder 

Of  Henry's  fears  ;  and  then  the  clorioua  race 

Of  fourteen  kings  Plantagenets,  determines 

In  this  last  issue  male.     Heaven  be  obey'd. 

Impoverish  time  of  its  amoaement,  friends ; 

And  we  will  prove  as  trusty  in  our  paymenta, 

As  prodigal  to  nature  in  our  debts. 

Death !  pish,  'tie  but  a  sound  ;  a  name  of  air ; 

A  minute's  storm ;  or  not  so  much  r  to  tumble 

From  bed  to  bed,  be  massacred  idive 

By  some  phTsicians  for  a  month  or  two, 

In  hope  of  freedom  from  a  fever's  torments. 

Might  stagger  mauhood ;  here,  the  pain  is  past 

Ere  sensibly  'tis  felt.     Be  men  of  spirit ; 

Spurn  coward  passion :  so  illustrious  mention 

Snail  blaze  our  names,  and  style  ua  kings  o'er  deatli. 
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Fktab.     Giotaskt. 
Friar.  Dispute  no  more  in  this,  for  know,  young  man. 
These  are  no  school-points :  nice  philosophy 
May  tolerate  unlikely  arguments, 
But  Heaven  admits  no  jests !  wits  that  presumed 
On  wit  too  much,  by  striving  h^ow  to  prove 
There  was  no  God,  with  foohsh  grounds  of  art, 
Discover'd  first  the  nearest  way  to  hell ; 

'  The  good  fiiar  in  this  piny  ia  oridontly  a  oopj  of  Friar  Lawrpnc 
Borneo  nnd  Juliet.    He  is  t)ie  same  kind  pliy siuian  to  the  K«i»  ctLXtib 
joung  cbBTgea ;  hut  he  hoa  more  despenite  pstoeotoVi  "■ 
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And  fiU'd  the  world  with  deriliah  atheiam. 
Such  questions,  youth,  are  fond:  far  better  'tis 
To  bless  the  sua,  than  reason  why  it  ehinea; 
Tet  he  thou  talk'at  of  is  above  the  aim. 
No  more ;  1  may  not  hear  it. 

6io.  Gentle  father. 

To  you  have  I  unciaap'd  my  burthen'd  soul. 
Emptied  the  storehouse  of  my  thoughts  and  heart, 
Made  myself  poor  of  secrets ;  have  not  left 
Another  word  untold,  which  hath  not  spoke 
AD  what  I  ever  durst,  or  think,  or  know  ; 
And  yet  is  here  the  comfort  I  shall  have  ? 
Must  I  not  do  what  all  men  else  may,  love  P 

Friar.  Tes,  you  may  love,  fair  eon. 

Qio.  Must  I  not  praise 

That  beauty,  which,  if  framed  anew,  the  gods 
Would  make  a  god  oi^  if  they  had  it  there  j 
And  kneel  to  it,  as  I  do  kneel  to  them  ? 

FriaT.  "Why,  foolish  madman  ! 

Oio.  Shall  a  peevish  sound, 

A  customary  form,  from  man  to  man, 
Of  brother  and  of  sister,  be  a  bar 
'Twist  mr  perpetual  happiness  and  me  P 

Friar.  Have  aone,  unhappy  youth,  for  thou  art  lost. 

Qio.  No,  father:  in  your  eyes  I  see  the  change 
Of  pity  and  compaaaion :  from  your  age, 
As  from  a  sacred  oracle,  distils 
The  life  of  counsel.     Tell  me,  holy  man. 
What  cure  shall  give  me  ease  in  tnese  extremes  ? 

Friar.  Eepentanee,  son,  and  sorrow  for  this  ain : 
For  thou  haat  moved  a  majesty  above 
With  thy  ungiiarded  almost  blasphemy. 

Qio.  0,  do  not  speak  of  that,  dear  confessor. 

Friar.  Art  thou,  my  son,  that  miracle  of  wit. 

Who  once  within  these  three  months  wert  esteeic'd 
A  wonder  of  thine  age  throughout  Bononia? 
How  did  the  university  applaud 
Thy  government,  behaviour,  learning,  speech. 
Sweetness,  and  all  that  could  make  up  a  man ! 
I  was  proud  of  my  tutelage,  and  chose 
Kather  to  leave  my  books  than  part  with  thee. 
I  did  BO;  but  the  fruits  of  all  my  hopes 
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Are  lost  in  tbee,  as  thou  art  in  thyself, 

0  GioTMmi,  haet  thou  left  the  aehoola 

Of  knowledge,  to  conTerae  with  lust  and  death  ? 

Tor  death  waita  on  thy  lust, Look  through  tin, 

And  thou  shalt  sec  a,  thousand  faces  shine  [world, 

More  gloriouB  than  this  idol  thou  adorest. 

Leave  ner,  aad  take  thy  choice ;  'tia  much  less  sir, ; 

Though  in  such  games  as  those  they  lose  that  win. 
Gio.  It  were  more  ease  to  stop  the  ocean 

Prom  flows  and  ehhs,  than  to  dissuade  my  tows. 
Hior.  Then  I  have  done,  and  in  thy  wilful  fliunea 

Already  see  thy  ruin !  Heaven  is  just. 

Yet  hear  my  counsel ! 
Qio.  As  a  voice  of  lite, 

JWor.  Hie  to  thy  father's  house,  there  lock  thee  feat 
Alone  within  thy  chamber,  then  fall  down 
On  both  thy  knees,  and  grovel  on  the  groimd ; 
Cry  to  thy  heart,  wash  every  word  thou  utter'st 
In  tears,  and  (if 't  be  possible)  of  blood : 
Beg  Heaven  to  cleanse  the  leprosy  of  lust 
That  rots  thy  soul ;  acknowledge  what  thou  art, 
A  wretch,  a  worm,  a  nothing:  weep,  sigh,  pray 
Three  times  a  day,  and  three  times  every  night ; 
For  seven  days'  space  do  this ;  then,  if  thou  findest 
No  change  in  thy  desires,  return  to  me ; 
I  '11  think  on  remedy.     Pray  for  thyself 

At  home,  whilst  I  pray  for  thee  here ;  away 

My  blessing  with  thee we  have  need  to  pray. 

GiOTANHI  discloiea  Mipaairioa  io  hii  aitter  AmiiSEJlJi. — Thei/ compare 
their  tmhajip^  loves. 

Anna.  Do  you  mock  me,  or  flatter  me  ? 

[He  hai  been  praiang  Acr  beavtg. 

Gio.  If  you  would  see  a  beauty  more  exact 
Than  art  can  counterfeit,  or  nature  frame, 
Look  in  your  glass  and  there  behold  your  own. 

Amia.  0,  you  are  a  trim  youth. 

Qio.  Here,  [Q^ers  his  dagger  to  her. 

Anna.  What  to  do  ? 

6io.  And  here 's  my  breast.     Strike  home, 

Kip  up  my  bosom ;  there  thou  shalt  behold 
A  heart,  in  which  ia  writ  the  truth  I  speak. 
"Why  stand  you  ? 
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Amta.  Are  you  in  earnest  P 
Oio.  Tea,  moat  earaeBt. 

You  cannot  love. 
Anna.  Whom  P 
Oio.  Me. Mj  tortured  soul 

Hath  felt  affliction  in  the  heat  of  death. 

0  Annabella,  I  am  quite  undone. 

The  lore  of  thee,  my  sister,  and  the  view 

Of  thy  immortal  beauty,  have  imtuned 

All  harmony  both  of  my  rest  and  life. 

Why  do  you  not  strike  ? 
Anna.  Forbid  it,  my  just  lears. 

K  this  be  true  'twere  fitter  I  were  dead. 
Qio.  True,  Annabella !  'tia  no  time  to  jest ; 

1  Lave  too  long  auppreas'd  my  hidden  flameB, 
That  almost  have  consumed  me :  I  have  spent 
Many  a  silent  night  in  sighs  and  groana, 
Sau  over  all  my  thoughts,  despised  my  fate, 
Eeason'd  against  the  reasons  of  my  love. 

Done  all  that  smooth -cheek' d  virtue  could  advise, 
But  found  all  bootless :  'tis  my  destiny 
That  you  must  either  love,  or  I  must  die. 

lima.  Comes  this  in  sadness  from  you  ? 

Gio.  Let  some  michief 

Befall  me  soon,  if  I  dissemble  aught. 

Anna.  Tou  are  my  brother,  G-iovanni. 

Oio.  Tou 

My  aister,  Annabella,  I  know  this : 

And  could  afibrd  you  instance  why  to  love 

So  much  the  more  for  this. — 

Ee  givei  bjhm  tophafical  Teamm,  (md  rertiniet. 
Must  I  now  live  or  die  f 

Anita.  Live  :  thou  hast  von 

The  field,  and  never  fought.     What  thou  hast  urged. 

My  captive  heart  had  long  ago  resolved. 

I  blush  to  tell  thee  (but  I  tell  thee  now) 

For  every  aigh  that  thou  hast  spent  for  me, 

I  have  aigh'd  ten ;  for  eveiy  tear  shed  twenty ; 

And  not  so  much  for  that  I  loved,  aa  that 

I  durst  not  say  I  loved,  nor  scarcely  think  it. 

Oio.  Let  not  this  music  be  a  dream,  ye  gods, 
For  pity's  sake  1  b 
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Anna.  On  my  kneea,  [She  kneeh 

Brotiier,  ev'n  by  our  mother's  dust,  I  charge  jou, 
Do  not  betray  me  to  your  mirth  or  hate ; 
Love  me,  or  kili  me,  Brother. 

6io.  On  my  knees,  [^ECe  kneels. 

Sister,  ev'n  by  my  mother's  dust,  I  charge  you. 
Do  not  betray  me  to  your  mirth  or  hate; 
Love  me,  or  kill  me,  sister. 

Anna.  You  mean  good  sooth,  then  ? 

Qio,  In  good  truth  I  do ; 

And  so  do  you,  I  hope  :  say,  I  'm  in  earnest. 

Anna.  I '11  swear  it;  andl. 

Gio.  And  I. 

I  would  not  change  this  minute  for  Elysium, 

AsKABEIiA  proves  pregnant  by  her  brother.  SOEAKO,  fcr  iiuband,  to 
tehom  the  u  neinlg  married,  diaeoven  that  the  m  pregnant,  bat  caouot 
make  her  confesa  by  toAom.  At  length  by  meinw  nf  Vabqdbs,  Am  aer- 
vant,  he  cornea  io  the  truth  of  it.  He  j^iu  Jbrgiveneia  tatd  reconeile- 
meni  mih  his  vrife .-  and  makes  a  sumptuous  feast  io  mhieh  are  in- 
vifed  Ankabklla'b  old  father,  vnih  GlOVAHNI,  and  all  the  chief  dti- 
zena  in  Parma  ;  meaning  to  entrap  GiotaiTki  by  that  bait  to  his  death. 
— AnNABELLi  mirpects  Aw  drijl. 

G-iovANNi.    Annabelia,, 

ffio.  What,  changed  so  soon  ? 

does  the  fit  come  on  you,  to  prove  treacherous 

To  your  past  vows  and  oaths  ? 

Anna.  Why  should  you  jest 

At  my  calamity,  without  all  sense 

Of  the  approaching  dangers  you  are  in  ? 

Qio.  What  danger  's  half  so  great  as  thy  revolt  ? 
Thou  art  a  faithless  sister,  else  thou  know'st, 
Malice  or  any  treachery  beside 
Would  stoop  to  my  bent  brows ;  why,  I  hold  fate 
Clasp'd  in  my  fist,  and  could  command  the  course 
Of  time's  eternal  motion,  hadst  thou  been 
One  thought  more  steady  than  an  ebbing  sea. 

Anna.  Brother,  dear  brother,  know  what  I  have  been; 
And  know  that  now  there  'a  but  a  dining  time 
'Twixt  uH  and  our  confusion :  let 's  not  waste 
These  precious  hours  in  vain  and  useless  speech. 
Alas !  these  gay  attires  were  not  put  on 
But  to  some  end  ;  this  sudden  solemn  feast 
Was  not  ordoin'd  to  riot  and  exge^e^. 
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I  that  have  now  been  chamber'd  here  alone, 

Barr'd  of  my  guai^an,  or  of  any  else, 

Am  not  for  nothing  at  on  instant  freed 

To  fresh  access.     Be  not  deceived,  my  brother  j 

This  banquet  is  a  harbinger  of  death 

To  you  and  me ;  reaolve  youraelf  it  is, 

And  be  prepared  to  welcome  it. 

Oio.  Well  then. 

The  schoolmen  teach  that  all  this  globe  of  earth 
Shall  be  conaumed  to  ashes  in  a  minute. 

Anna.  So  I  have  read  too. 

Oio.  But  'twere  somewhat  strange 

To  see  the  waters  biuTi.  Could  I  believe 
This  might  be  true,  I  could  beheve  as  well 
There  might  be  hell  or  heaven. 

Anna.  That  'a  moat  certain. But, 

Good  brother,  for  the  present,  how  do  you  mean 
To  free  youreelt'  from  danger  ?  some  way  thmk 
How  to  escape.     I  'm  sure  the  guests  are  coiue. 

Gio.  Look  up,  look  here;  what  see  you  in  my  fiiee  ? 

Anna,  Distraction  and  a  troubled  conscience, 

Oio.  Death  and  a  swift  repining  wrath yet  look. 

What  see  you  in  mine  eyes  ? 

Anna.  Methinta  you  weep. 

Oio.  I  do  indeed;  these  are  the  Amend  tears 

Shed  on  your  grave:  these  furrow'd  up  my  cheeks, 
When  first  I  loved  and  knew  not  how  to  woo. 
Fair  Annabella,  should  I  here  repeat 
The  story  of  my  life,  we  might  lose  time. 
Be  record  all  the  spirits  of  the  air, 
And  all  things  else  that  are,  that  day  and  night, 
Early  and  late,  the  tribute  which  my  heart 
Hath  paid  to  Annabella's  sacred  love, 
Hath  been  these  tears  which  are  her  mourners  now. 
Never  till  now  did  nature  do  her  beat. 
To  show  a  matchless  beauty  to  the  world. 
Which  in  an  instant,  ere  it  scarce  was  seen, 
Tbe  jealous  destinies  required  again. 
Pray,  Annabella,  pray;  since  we  must  part. 
Go  thou,  white  in  thy  soul,  to  fill  a  throne 
Of  innocence  and  sanctity  in  heaven. 
Pray,  pray,  my  sister. 


Anna.  Then  I  eee  jour  drift. 

Ye  blesaed  augela,  guard  me! 
Gio.  Give  me  your  baud.     How  sweetly  life  doth  run 

In  these  well-colouT'd  veins  !  how  constantly 

This  pulse  doth  pronuBe  health !    But  I  could  chide 

"With  nature  for  this  cunning  flattery ! 

Forgive  me. 
Anna.  With  my  jearfc. 
Oio.  Farewell. 

Anna.  Win  you  be  gone?- — - 
Oio.  Be  dark,  bright  sun, 

And  make  this  mid-»lar  night,  that  thy  gilt  raya 

May  not  behold  a  deed,  wdl  turn  their  Bplendour 

More  Booty  than  the  poets  feign  their  Styx. 
Anna.  What  means  this  ?  [Sfabg  her 

Oio.  To  save  thy  fame.  ■  — 

Thus  die,  and  die  by  me,  and  by  my  hand  ; 

Eevenge  is  mine,  honour  doth  love  command. 
jIbso.  Forgive  him,  Heaven,  and  me  my  aina.     Farewell. 

Brother,  unkind,  unkind [I)ie». 

rSir  ThomM  Browne,  in  the  last  chapter  of  Im  EnquirieB  into  Vulgar 
rLnd  Common  Errors,  rFbnkca  audi  authors  as  haya  chosen  to  relate  pro- 
digious and  nameless  sins.  The  chapter  is  entitled,  Q/'  aome  Eetaliona 
teion  Truth  we  fear.  His  reasoning  ia  eolenm  and  fine. — "  Lastly,  as 
there  are  man;  rolationa  whereto  we  cajmot  assent,  and  make  some  donbt 
thereof!  BO  there  are  diyers  others  whoso  yerities  we  fear,  mid  heartily  wish 
tJiere  were  no  truth  tlierein.  Uany  other  accounta  like  theae  we  meet 
BOmotdmes  in  history,  scandalous  unto  Christmnity,  and  even  unto  huma- 
nity ;  whose  not  oiily  rerities  bat  relationa  honest  mind*  do  deprecate. 
For  of  sins  heleroclittJ,  and  such  as  want  either  name  or  precedent,  there 
ia  oft-limcs  a  sin  even  in  their  histories.  We  desire  no  records  at  suck 
anormitieB  j  sins  shonld  be  accoaiited  new,  tiat  so  they  may  be  esteemed 
monatrous.  They  omit  of  monBtrositj,  as  thev  fall  from  their  rarity  ;  for 
men  oount  it  Tenial  to  err  with  their  forefathers,  and  foolishly  conceiyo 
they  divide  a  sin  in  its  society.  The  pens  of  men  may  auffieiently  eipa- 
tiate  without  these  aingularities  of  villamr ;  for,  as  they  increase  the  hatred 
of  vice  in  some,  so  do  they  enlarge  the  theory  of  wickedness  in  all.  And 
this  is  one  thing  that  may  make  latter  ages  worse  than  were  the  former  -. 
for  the  vieions  examples  of  ages  past  poison  the  curiosity  of  these  present, 
affording  a  hint  of  sin  unto  seduccahle  spirits,  and  soliciting  those  unto 
the  imitation  of  them,  whose  heads  were  never  so  perversely  urincipled  as 
to  invent  them.  In  things  of  this  nature  ailence  eommeudeth  history ; 
'tis  the  veniable  part  of  thmgs  loat,  wherein  there  must  never  rise  a  Pan- 
,.i_nii..-i  ^™~ — -;^  any  register  bnt  that  of  hell."] 

r  of  tlie  Ijort.  'ViCTtKJosntt  A 
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THE  BEOKETT  HEART:  A  TEAGEDT,  BY  JOllB  FOE 
Ithoolm  ioBM  OiLiKTBA,  Prmceis  of  Sparta  j  and  tooiiU  hane  hisntter 
SssTOBA.  plead  for  him  leili  the  princeti,  SheobjecU  to  Aidi  Aer  (w* 
tcrefched  coaditiim,  made  miaerable  bg  a  mdch.  Mo  which  hejbrctd 
her  tciih  BiSBiHM,  when  the  urae  precontracted  by  her  dead  fathet't 
tuill,  and  by  iivcUnaiion,  to  ObOILVS  ;  iut  at  laal  she  eo»mii. 

It  HO  CLE  B.     Pen  THE  A,. 

Ith.  Sit  nearer,  sifiter,  to  me,  nearer  yet ; 

We  had  one  father,  in  one  womb  took  life, 
Were  brought  up  twins  together,  yet  have  lived 
At  distance  like  two  etrangers.     I  could  wiah, 
That  the  first  piUow  whereon  I  waa  cradled 
Had  proved  to  me  a  grave. 

Pen.  Tou  had  been  happy : 

Then  had  you  never  known  that  sin  of  life 
Whieh  blots  all  following  glories  with  a  vengeajiee ; 
For  forfeiting  the  last  wlE  of  the  dead, 
From  whom  you  had  your  being, 

M.  Sad  Penthea, 

Thou  canst  not  be  too  cruel :  my  rash  spleen 
Hath  with  a  violent  hand  pluck'd  from  thy  bosom 
A  lover-blest  heart,  to  grind  it  into  dust ; 
For  which  mine  'b  now  a-breaking. 

Pen.  Not  yet.  Heaven, 

I  do  beseech  thee  :  first  let  some  wild  fires 
Scorch,  not  consume  it ;  may  the  heat  be  cherish'd 
With  desires  infinite  but  hopes  impossible. 

It!i.  Wrong'd  soul,  thy  prayers  are  heard. 

Pen.  Here,  lo,  I  breathe, 

A  miserable  creature,  led  to  ruin 
By  an  unnatural  brother. 

M.  I  consume. 

In  languishing  affections  for  that  trespass, 
Tet  cannot  die. 

Pen.  The  handmaid  to  the  wages, 

The  untroubled'  of  country  toil,  drinks  streams, 
With  leaping  kids,  and  with  the  bleati]^  lambs. 
And  HO  allays  her  thirst  secure ;  while  I 
Quench  my  hot  sighs  with  fleetings  of  my  tears. 

Ith.  The  labourer  doth  eat  bis  coarsest  bread, 

Eam'd  with  his  sweat,  and  lies  him  down  to  sleep; 
'  A  word  seems  defective  here. 
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While  everr  bit  I  touch  turns  in  digestion 

To  gall,  as  titter  as  Penthea'e  curse. 

Put  me  to  any  penance  for  my  tyranny, 

And  I  will  call  thee  merciful. 
j^en.  Pray  kill  me ; 

Eid  me  from  living  with  a  jealous  husband ; 

Then  we  will  join  in  friendship,  be  again 

Brother  and  sister 

Ith.  After  mv  victorieB  abroad,  at  home 

I  meet  despair  j  ingratitude  of  nature 

Hath  made  mj  actions  moiwtrous.     Thou  shalt  stand 

A  deity,  my  sister,  and  be  worahip'd 

For  thy  resolved  martyrdom ;  wrong'd  maids 

And  married  wives  shall  to  thy  hallow'd  shrine 

Offer  their  orisons,  and  Hacriflce 

Pure  turtles  crown' d  with  myrtle,  if  thy  pity 

Unto  a  yielding  bi'other's  pressure  lend 

One  finger  but  to  ease  it. 
Pen.  0,  no  more. 
Ith.  Death  waits  to  waft  me  to  the  Stygian  banks. 

And  free  me  from  this  chaos  of  my  bondage ; 

And  till  thou  wilt  forgive,  I  must  endure. 
Pen.  Who  is  the  saint  you  serve  P 
Ith.  Friendship,  or  nearness 

Of  birth,  to  any  but  my  sister,  durst  not 

Have  moved  that  question :  as  a  secret,  sister, 

I  dare  not  murmur  to  myself. 
Pen.  Let  me, 

By  your  new  protestations  I  conjure  ye, 

Partake  her  name. 

Ith.  Her  name 'tis 'tis— I  dare  not — 

Pen.  All  your  respects  are  forged. 
Ith.  They  are  not — Peace. — 

Calantha  is  the  princess,  the  king's  daughter, 

Sole  heir  of  Sparta.     Me  most  miserable ! 

Do  I  now  love  thee  ?     For  my  injuries, 

Eevenge  thyself  with  bravery,  and  gossip 

My  treasons  to  the  king's  ears.     Do;  Calantha 

Knows  it  not  yet,  nor  Propliilus  my  nearest. 
Pen.  Suppose  you  were  contracted  to  her,  would  it  not 

Split  ev'n  your  very  soul  to  see  her  father 
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Snatch  her  out  of  your  arma  ^ainat  her  will, 

And  force  her  on  the  prince  of  ArgoB  ? 
m.  Trouble  not 

The  fountains  of  mine  eyea  with  thine  own  atory, 

I  Bweat  in  blood  for  't. 
Fea.  We  are  reeoncUed. 

AIhh  !  sir,  being  children,  but  two  branches 

Of  one  stock,  'tie  not  fit  we  should  diyide. 

HaTB  comfort ;  you  may  find  it, 
Ith.  Yea,  in  thee, 

Only  in  thee,  Pcnthea  mine. 
Pen.  If  sorrows 

Have  not  too  much  dull'd  my  infected  brain, 

I  '11  cheer  inyention  for  an  active  Btrain. 

Penxkea  recommends  her  brother  ta  a  dyiitg  ftejiMsf  to  the  Fnncesi. 

Calamtua.    Pentuba. 
Cal.  Being  alone,  Pentbea,  you  have  granted 

The  opportunity  you  sought,  ana  might 

At  all  times  have  commanded. 
Pen.  'Tis  a  benefit 

Wbicb  I  shall  owe  your  goodness  es'-a  in  death  for. 

My  glass  of  life,  sweet  princess,  hath  few  minutes 

Eemaiuiug  to  run  down ;  the  sands  are  spent : 

For  by  an  inward  messenger  I  feel 

The  summons  of  departure  short  and  certain. 
Cal.  Tou  feel  too  much  your  mebincboly. 
Pen.  Glories 

Of  human  greatness  are  but  pleasing  dreama, 

And  shadows  soon  decaying :  on  the  stage 

Of  my  mortality  my  youth  bath  acted 

Some  scenes  of  vanity,  drawn  out  .at  length; 

By  varied  pleasures  sweeten'd  in  the  mixture. 

But  tragical  in  issue. 
Cal.  Contemn  not  your  condition,  for  the  proof 

Of  bare  opinion  only  :  to  what  end 

Beach  all  these  moral  tests  ? 
Pen.  To  place  before  ye 

A  perfect  mirror,  wherein  you  may  see 

How  weary  I  am  of  a  lingering  lite, 

Who  count  the  best  a  misery. 


THE  BBOKEIT  HEABT.  22% 

You  have  no  little  cause ;  yet  none  so  great. 
As  to  distrust  a  remedy. 
Pen,  That  remedy 

Must  be  a  winding-sheet,  a  fold  of  lead. 
And  some  untrod-on  comer  in  the  earth. 
Not  to  detain  your  expectation,  princess  : 
I  have  a  humble  suit. 

Cal,  Speak,  and  enjoy  it. 

JPen,  Vouchsafe  then  to  be  my  executrix ; 
And  take  that  trouble  on  ye,  to  dispose 
Such  legacies  as  I  bequeathe  impartially : 
I  have  not  much  to  give,  the  pains  are  easy ; 
Heaven  will  reward  your  piefy  and  thank  it. 
When  I  am  dead ;  for  sure  I  must  not  live ; 
I  hope  I  cannot. 

Cal.  Now  beshrew  thy  sadness ; 

Thou  tum'st  me  too  much  woman. 

Ten,  Her  fair  eyes 

Melt  into  passion :  then  I  have  assurance 
Encouraging  my  boldness.    In  this  paper 
My  will  was  character' d ;  which  you,  with  pardon. 
Shall  now  know  from  mine  own  mouth. 

Cal.  Talk  on,  prithee ; 
It  is  a  pretty  earnest. 

Ten.  I  have  left  me 

But  three  poor  jewels  to  bequeathe.    The  first  is 
My  youth ;  for  though  I  am  much  old  in  griefs, 
In  years  I  am  a  child. 

Cal.  To  whom  that  ? 

Fen.  To  virgin  wives ;  such  as  abilse  not  wedlock 
By  freedom  of  desires,  but  covet  chiefly 
The  pledges  of  chaste  beds,  for  ties  of  love 
Eather  than  ranging  of  their  blood :  and  next, 
To  married  maids ;  such  as  prefer  the  number 
Of  honourable  issue  in  their  virtues, 
Before  the  flattery  of  delights  by  marriage ; 
May  those  be  ever  young ! 

Gal,  A  second  jewel 

You  mean  to  part  with  ? 

Fen,  'Tis  my  fame ;  I  trust. 

By  scandal  yet  untouch' d :  this  I  bequeathe 
To  Memory  and  Time's  old  daughter,  Tt\itlv. 
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If  ever  my  unhappy  name  find  mention. 
When  I  am  fallen  to  dust,  may  it  deserve 
Beseeming  charity  without  dishonour ! 

Gil.  How  handsomely  thou  play'st  with  hannleaa  aport 
Of  mere  imagination !     Speak  the  last. 
I  strangely  like  thy  will. 

Pen.  Thia  jewel,  madam, 

Is  dearly  precious  to  me ;  you  must  use 
The  best  of  your  discretion,  to  employ 
This  gift  as  I  intend  it. 

Cal.  Do  not  doubt  me. 

Pen.  "Kb  long  ago,  einca  first  I  lost  my  heart; 
Long  have  I  Uved  without  it:  but  instead 
Of  it,  to  great  Calantha,  Sparta's  heir, 
By  service  bound,  and  by  afi'ection  vow'd, 
I  do  bequeathe  in  holiest  rites  of  love 
Mine  only  brother  Ithoclea. 

Cal.  What  saidst  thou  ? 

Pen.  Impute  not,  heaven-blest  lady,  to  ambition, 
A  iaith  as  humbly  perfect  ae  the  prayers 
Of  a  devoted  euppbant  can  endow  it : 
Look  on  him,  princess,  with  an  eye  of  pity ; 
How  like  the  ghost  of  what  he  late  appeor'd 
He  moves  before  you ! 

Cal.  Shall  I  answer  here. 

Or  lend  my  ear  too  grossly  p 

Pen.  First  his  heart 

Shall  fall  in  cinders,  Bcorch'd  by  your  disdain. 

Ere  he  will  dare,  poor  man,  to  ope  an  eye 

On  these  divine  looks,  but  with  low-bent  thoughts 

Accusing  such  presumption  :  as  for  words, 

He  dares  not  utter  any  but  of  service ; 

Tet  this  lost  creature  loves  you.     Be  a  princess 

In  sweetness  as  in  blood  ;  give  bim  his  doom. 

Or  raise  him  up  to  comfort. 

Gil.  What  new  change 

Appears  in  my  behaviour,  that  thou  darest 
Tenipt  my  displeasure  P 

Fen.  I  must  leave  the  world. 

To  revel  in  Elysium ;  and  'tis  just 

To  wish  my  brother  some  advantage  here. 

Yet  by  my  beat  hopes,  Ithocles  ia  jj ^ 
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Of  tliia  pursuit.     But  if  you  please  to  kill  him, 
Lend  bif"  one  angry  look,  or  one  harali  word, 
And  you  ahall  soon  conclude  how  strong  a  power 
Tour  absolute  authority  holds  over 
His  life  and  end. 

d/.  Tou  have  forgot,  Penthea, 
How  still  I  have  a  fiither. 

jPen.  But  remember 

I  am  sister :  though  to  nie  this  brother 

Hath  been,  you  know,  unkind,  0  most  iinlcind. 

Cal,  Chriatalla,  PhUema,  where  are  ye  p — Lady, 
Tour  check  lies  in  my  silence'. 

TThile  CalaStHA  {Prinee«e  of  Sparta)  is  celebfatiag  the  BHpfioii  of 
Pbophudb  and  Euphhabba  at  coari  with  nmric  and  dantiiiy,  one 
eaUra  to  iaform  her  that  the  Xing  her  father  it  dead ;  a  lecond  iriMjrs 
the  new*  thai  PmrTHBi  (ntier  to  Ithocieh)  m  starved ;  and  a  third 
comet  to  fell  thrd  Itsocleb  himielf  (to  teh<ita  the  Frincees  u  eon- 
tracted)  it  cruelly  murdered, 
CaLANTHA.      PROPHILUa.      ElfPHttilfEA..      NEAECHUa. 

Ckotolon.    CnatsTALLA.     Puilema,  and  others. 
Cal.  We  miss  our  servant  Ithocles,  and  Orgilua ; 

On  whom  attend  they  ? 
Crot.  My  son,  gracious  princess, 

Whisper'd  some  new  device,  to  which  these  revels 

Should  be  but  usher;  wherein,  I  conceive. 

Lord  Ithocles  and  he  himself  are  actors. 
Cal.  A  fair  excuse  for  absence :  as  for  BasBanes, 

Deliffhta  to  him  are  troublesome ;  Armoatca 

la  with  the  king. 
Grot.  He  is. 
Cal.  On  to  the  dance : 

{lb  Neakchus.)     Dear  cousin,  hand  you  the  bride; 
the  bridegroom  must  be 

Entrusted  to  my  courtship ;  be  not  jealous, 

Euphrauea ;  I  shall  scarcely  prove  a  temptreaa. 

Fall  to  our  dance. 
Tkeg  dance  the  first  change,  during  which  Abmosteb  entert. 
Arm.  The  king  your  father  'a  dead. 

'  It  IB  neoesBory  to  the  nnderatonding  of  ths  Scene  whicli  follows,  to 
know  tliAt  the  princesa  19  won  bj  these  solicitations  of  Penthea,  and  bv 
the  real  deserts  nf  Ithocles,  to  requite  Ms  love,  and  that  the;  ace  oodJxuAis^ 
nith  the  consent  of  the  king  her  lather. 
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Cal.  To  the  other  change. 
Arm.  Is  it  possible  i 

Tkey  dance  again :  BAsaAN£S  entert. 
Sass.  0  inBdam, 

Penthea,  poor  Penthea  'a  starred, 
Cal.  Beshrew  thee.^ 

Lead  to  the  next. 
Sase.  Amazement  dulla  my  eenses. 

2'A^  donee  again :  Oaoiiua  enters. 
Org.  Brave  Ithoclea  is  mnrder'd,  murder'd  cruelly. 
Cal.  How  dull  this  music  sounds !  Strike  up  more  sprigbtly  ; 

Our  footinga  ana  not  active  like  our  hearts 

Which  treads  the  nimbler  measure. 
Org.  I  am  thunderstruck. 

They  danee  the  last  change.     T^  'music  cea»es. 
Gal.  So,  let  us  breathe  awhile :  hath  not  this  motion 

Eaiaed  fiesher  colour  on  your  cheeks  ?  [To  Neaechcs. 
Near.  Sweet  princess, 

A  perlect  purity  of  blood  enamels 

The  beauty  of  your  white. 
Cal.  "We  all  look  cheerfully : 

And,  cousin,  'tis  in  p  think  a  a  rare  preaumptit 

In  any,  who  prefers  our  lawful  pleasures 

Before  their  own  sour  censure,  to  interrupt 

The  custom  of  this  ceremony  bluntly. 
ITear.  Ifone  dares,  lady. 
Cal.  Tea,  yes ;  some  hoUow  voice  deliver'd  to  mi 

How  that  the  king  was  dead. 
Arm.  The  king  is  dead : 

That  iat^newa  was  miue ;  for  in  mine  arm: 

He  breathed  hia  last,  andwith  his  crown  bequeathed  you 

Tour  mother's  wedding-ring,  which  here  1  tender. 
Crot.  Most  strange. 

Cal.  Peace  crown  hia  ashes :  we  are  queen  then. 
Near.  Long  hve  Calantha,  Sparta's  sovereign  queen. 
AM.  Long  live  the  queen. 
Cal.  "What  whisper'd  Baasanes  ? 
Bass.  That  my  Penthea',  miserable  BOiU, 

"Was  starved  ' 
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■y ;  s!ie  hath  finish'd 


Cat.  She  'b      , , ,  , 

A  loog  and  painful  progress.— A  third  murmur 
Pierced  mine  unwilling  eitra. 

Org.  Thfttlthodes 
Was  murder'd. 

Cal.  By  whose  hand  P 

Ory.  By  mine :  this  weapon 

"Was  inatrument  to  my  revenge.     The  reaoonB' 
Are  jufit  and  known.     Quit  him  of  these,  and  then 
Never  lived  gentleman  of  greater  merit, 
Hope,  or  abHiment  to  steer  a  kingdom. 

Cal.  We  begin  our  reign 

With  a  first  act  of  justice :  thy  confeasion, 

Unhappy  Orgilus,  dooms  thee  a  sentence ; 

But  yet  thy  lather's  or  thy  sister's  presence 

Shall  be  escused :  give,  Crotolon',  a  blessing 

To  thy  lost  son ;  Buphranea^,  take  a  farewell: 

And  both  begone. 

(2*0  Obgilus.)  Bloody  relater  of  thy  stains  in  blood; 

Por  that  thou  hast  reported  hiiu  (whose  fortunes 

And  life  by  thee  are  both  at  once  snateh'd  &om  him) 

With  honourable  mention,  make  thy  choice 

Of  what  death  likes  thee  best ;  there 's  all  our  bounty. 

But  to  excuse  delays,  let  me,  dear  cousin, 

Entreat  you  and  these  lords  see  eseeution 

Instant,  before  ye  pmi;. 

ITear.  Tour  will  commands  us. 

Org.  One  suit,  just  queen ;  my  last.     Vouchsafe  your  cle 
That  by  no  common  hand  I  be  divided  [menc 

From  this  my  humble  frailty. 

Cal,  To  their  wisdoms. 

Who  are  to  be  spectators  of  thine  end, 

I  make  the  reference.     Those  that  are  dead, 

Are  dead  ;  had  they  not  now  died,  of  necessity       ai.j  . 

They  must  have  paid  the  debt  they  owed  to  natnr 

One  time  or  other.     Use  despatch,  my  lords. —    jes 

We  '11  suddenly  prepare  our  coronation. 

'  Pentbeft  (sister  to  Ithoeles)  bob  betrotliBd.  at  first  to  OrirJ]](rB: 
impelled  bj  hor  brotlier  to  miiny  BasBanes  j  by  whiob  forced  i 
bectnuing  miaentble,  reAiBod  ta  taitu  food,  and  med. 
*  Hi*  &llur>  ■  ffia  tutai. 
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Arm.  'Tis  strange  tbese  tragedies  should  never  touch  on 

Her  female  pity. 
Sass.  SWa  has  a  moBculine  spirit. 

The  CoronaHoK  of  tha  PrinooBa  lata  place  after  the  Bxetmlitm  of  C 
LDS. — She  eniera  the  TempU,  dretted  ii>  wiite,  haeitig  a  aroum  m 
head.     She  kneels  at  the  altar.     The  dead  body  of  iTBDCLEa  (ml 
alit  ikould  hacB  married)  ia  borne  on  r.  hearae,  iit  rich  rabei,  iamn_ 
croicn  OH  hU  head  i  and  placed  by  tl-e  tide  of  the  aliar,  ahera  « 
jtneeit.     Ser  devoiioia  ended,  ihe  risei. — 

Calantha.    WEAHCHra.    Pbophilub.    Cbotolok.    Bas^ 

SAHEa.   ASMOBTEB.    EoPHBilTBA,  AlLELUB.    Ckki 

Phllema,  and  others. 
Col.  Our  orisona  are  heajii,  the  gods  are  niercifuL 

Now  tell  me,  you,  whose  loyalties  pay  tribute 

To  ua  yoiir  lawiiil  aovereigp,  how  imakjlful 

Tour  duties,  or  obedience  ih,  to  render 

Subjection  to  the  sceptre  of  a  virgin ; 

Who  have  been  ever  fortunate  in  princes 

Of  moscuhne  and  atirring  compoBition. 

A  woman  has  enough  to  govern  wisely 

Her  own  demeaoours,  pasaiona,  and  diviaioDB.  • 

A  nation  wajUke,  and  mured  to  practice 

Of  poHcy  and  labour,  cannot  brook 

A  feminate  authority ;  we  therefore 

Command  your  counael,  how  you  may  advise  ua 

In  choosing  of  a  husband,  whose  abilities 
^        Can  better  guide  thia  kingdom. 
(j^ear.  Boyal  lady, 

Your  law  ia  in  your  will. 
j^r^.  We  have  seen  tokens 

Of  constancy  too  lately  to  mistrust  it, 
■t.  Tet  if  your  highneas  settle  on  a  choice 

By  your  own  judgment  both  allow'd  and  liked  o^ 
Crot.  Sparta  may  grow  in  power  and  proceed 
Cal    ^'^  "^  increasing  height. 
Near,  ^ouaia  of  Argoa. 
All  Lc^a'^™- 
Cal.  Wf  ere  I  presently 

Baas   1}  chooae  you  for  my  lord,  I  '11  open  freely 
-^agat  articlea  I  would  propose  to  treat  on, 
ire  our  marriage. 
ijne  them,  virtuoua  lady. 
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Cfal,  I  would  presume  you  would  retain  the  royalty 
Of  Sparta  in  her  own  bounds :  then  in  Argos 
Armostes  might  be  viceroy ;  in  Messene 
Might  Crotolon  bear  sway ;  and  Bassanes 
Be  Sparta's  marshal : 

The  multitudes  of  high  employments  could  not 
But  set  a  peace  to  private  griefs.     These  gentlemen, 
Groneas  and  Lemophil,  with  worthy  pensions, 
Should  wait  upon  your  person  in  your  chamber. 
I  would  bestow  Christalla  on  Amelus ; 
She  'U  prove  a  constant  wife :  and  Philema 
Should  into  Yesta's  temple. 

Bass,  This  is  a  testament ; 

It  sounds  not  like  conditions  on  a  marriage. 

Niear.  All  this  should  be  perform' d. 

Cat.  Lastly,  for  Prophilus, 

He  should  be  (cousin)  solemnly  invested 
In  aU  those  honours,  titles,  and  preferments, 
"Which  his  dear  friend  and  my  neglected  husband 
Too  short  a  time  enjoy'd. 

Proph.  I  am  unworthy 

To  live  in  your  remembrance. 

Evfh,  Excellent  lady. 

Near,  Madam,  what  means  that  word,  neglected  husband  ? 

Cal,  Forgive  me.   Now  I  turn  to  thee,  thou  shadow 

[2b  tJie  dead  lody  of  Ithocles. 
Of  my  contracted  lord :  bear  witness  all, 
Iput  my  mother's  wedding-ring  upon 
His  finger ;  'twas  my  father's  last  bequest: 
Thus  I  new  marry  mm,  whose  wife  I  am ; 
Death  shaU  not  separate  us.     0  my  lords, 
I  but  deceived  your  eyes  with  antick  gesture^ 
When  one  news  straight  came  huddling  on  another, 
Of  death,  and  death,  and  death ;  still  I  danced  forward ; 
But  it  struck  home,  and  here,  and  in  an  instant. 
Be  such  mere  women,  who  with  shrieks  and  outcries 
Can  vow  a  present  end  to  all  their  sorrows ; 
Tet  live  to  vow  new  pleasures,  and  outlive  them. 
They  are  the  silent  griefs  whixjh  cut  the  heart-strings : 
Let  me  die  smiling. 

Near.  'Tis  a  truth  too  ominous. 
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Cat.  One  kiss  on  these  o«ld  lips ;  my  last.     Crack,  craUv.     ■ 
ArgOB  now  'b  Sparta's  king.  [2Jie«. 

[I  do  not  ^aV  whore  to  find  in  tny  play  a  ostutroplio  BO  gmiil,  as 
solamii,  and  bo  smpriBing  tu  tbia.    Tlita  U  indeed,  according  to  Milton, 
to  "describe  Iiigli  poaeionB  end  high  actiont."     The  fortitude  of  the 
Spartan  bo;  vrho  let  a  beast  gnan  oat  hia  bowela  till  he  died  without  os* 
presaiiiij  a  groan,  is  a  faint  bodtlj^  image  of  Ihis  diliiceratiDa  of  llie  Bpirit 
aQdeientcmtionof  the  imuoet  mind,  i^hich  ColanthB  with  u hoi;  Tiolenca 
against  her  nature  keeps  cloueljr  covered,  till  the  last  dntios  of  a  wife  and 
/    a  qneun  are  fiillillfd.     Storiea  of  martjrdoin  are  but  of  chains  and  the 
etake ;  a  little  bodU;  BuSering ;  these  torments 
On  the  purest  Bpirils  prej 
ia  on  entrails,  iomte,  and  limbs. 
With  anawerable  paina,  but  more  intraisB. 
What  a  noble  thing  is  the  soul  in  its  Btrengths  and  in  its  weaknesBca ! 
who  would  be  less  wfuk  than  Colajitlia  P  who  can  be  bo  strong  P  the  &%.'■ 

Eresaion  of  this  tnuiscendent  scene  almost  beaj«  me  in  imagmation  to 
alvarj  and  the  Cross  ;  and  I  seem  to  perceive  some  analogj  between  the 
^   SMnicd  suiTaringa  which  1  am  here  conljnnplating,  and  the  real  ag;onie«  of 
that  final  completion  to  which  I  dare  no  more  tian  hint  a  reference. 

Ford  waaof  the  first  order  of  poets.  Ue  sought  for  suhliniilj,  not  by 
parcels  in  metaphors  or  tisible  images,  but  directlj  where  she  has  her 
full  residence  in  the  heart  of  man ;  in  the  actions  and  suffanngs  of  the 
greatest  minds.  Thtre  b  a  grandeur  of  the  sonl  above  mountains,  Bsas, 
and  the  eleraenta.  Even  in  the  poor  perverted  roaaon  of  Giovanni  and 
Annabclla  (in  the  phiy  wbieh  precedes  this)  we  discern  tracea  of  that  fieiy 
particle,  which  in  the  irregular  starting  from  out  of  the  road  of  beaten 
action,  discovera  BomcUiing  of  a  right  line  even  in  obliquity,  and  ehowa 
hints  of  an  improveable  greatness  in  tho  lowest  descents  and  degradationa 


Love  in  Infajtcy. 
Ah,  I  remember  well  (and  how  can  I 
But  evermore  remember  weU  ?)  when  first 
Our  flame  began,  when  scarce  we  knew  what  was 
The  flame  we  felt :  wteE  as  we  sat  and  sigh'd 
And  look'd  upon  each  other,  and  conceived 
Not  what  we  ail'd,  yet  something  we  did  ail ; 
And  yet  were  well,  and  yet  we  were  not  well, 
And  what  was  our  disease  we  could  not  tell. 
Then  would  we  kiss,  then  sigh,  then  look.    And  thuB 
In  that  first  garden  of  our  simpleneBS 
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We  apent  our  ctildhood.    But  when  yeora  begaji 
To  reap  the  finiit  of  knowledge ;  ah,  how  theu 
Would  she  with  graver  looks,  with  aweet  stern  brow. 
Cheek  my  presumption  and  niy  forwardness ; 
Yet  atiD  would  give  me  flowers,  still  would  me  show 
"What  she  would  have  me,  yet  not  have  me  know  ! 

Lore  after  Death. 

Palamon.  Fie,  Thjrsis,  with  what  fond  remembrances 
Dost  thou  these  idle  passions  entertain ! 
For  shame  leave  off  to  waste  your  youth  in  vsin, 
And  feed  on  shadows :  make  your  choice  anew ; 
Tou  other  nymphs  shall  find,  no  douht  will  be 
As  lovely,  and  as  fair,  and  sweet  as  she. 

Thi/rsU.  As  fair  and  sweet  as  she !  Falsmou,  peace : 
Ah,  what  can  pictures  be  unto  the  life  P 
What  sweetness  can  be  found  in  images  ? 
Which  all  nymphs  else  besides  her  seem  to  me. 
She  only  was  a  real  creature,  she, 
Whose  memory  must  take  up  all  of  me. 
Should  I  another  love,  then  must  I  have 
Another  heart,  for  this  is  full  of  her. 
And  evermore  shall  be :  here  is  she  dravni 
At  length,  and  whole :  and  more,  this  table  is 
A  story,  and  is  all  of  her;  and  all 
Wrought  in  the  hveliest  colours  of  my  blood ; 
And  can  there  be  a  room  for  others  here  p 
Should  I  disfigure  such  a  piece,  and  blot 
The  perfect'st  workmanship  that  love  e'er  wrought  P 
Faliemou,  no,  ah,  no,  it  cost  too  dear; 
It  must  remain  entire  whilst  life  remains, 
The  monument  of  her  and  of  my  pains. 
TAe  Story  of  lavzii.. 
There  was  sometimes  a  nymph, 
Isulia  named,  and  an  Arcadian  bom, 
Wliose  mother  dying  left  her  very  young 
Unto  her  father's  charge,  who  carefully 
Did  breed  her  up  until  she  came  to  years 
Of  womanhood,  and  then  provides  a  match 
Both  rich  and  young,  and  fit  enough  for  her. 
But  she,  who  to  another  shepherd  had, 
Call'd  Sirthis,  vow'd  her  love,  as  unto  one 
Her  heart  esteem'd  more  worthy  of  kei  \E2t, 


Could  not  by  all  her  father's  meama  be  wrought 
To  leave  lier  choke,  and  to  Ibrget  her  tow. 
Thia  nymph  one  day,  surcharged  with  love  and  grief, 
"Which  commonly  (the  more  the  pity !)  dwell 
Aa  inmateB  both  together,  walking  forth 
"With  other  mnida  to  fish  upon  the  shore  5 
Estraya  apart,  and  leaves  her  company. 
To  entertain  berself  with  her  own  thoughta 
And  wanders  on  eo  far,  and  out  of  sight. 
Ah  ehe  at  length  was  suddenly  surprised 
By  pirates,  who  lay  lurking  underneath 
Those  hollow  rocks,  expecting  there  some  prize ; 
And  notwithatandiiig  all  her  piteous  cries, 
Entreatiea,  tears,  and  prayers,  those  fierce  men 
Bent  hair  and  veil,  and  carried  her  by  force 
Into  their  ship,  which  in  a  little  credi 
Hard  by  at  anchor  lay, 
And  presently  hoisted  sail  and  so  away. 
"When  she  was  thus  enshipp'd,  and  woefully 
Had  caat  her  eyes  about  to  view  that  hell 
Of  horror,  whereinto  she  was  bo  suddenly  emplunged, 
She  spies  a  woman  sitting  with  a  child 
Sucking  her  breast,  which  was  the  captain's  wife. 
To  her  she  creeps,  down  at  her  feet  she  lies ; 
"  O  woman,  if  that  najoe  of  a  wonuin  may 
Move  you  to  pity,  pity  a  poor  maid; 
The  most  disln^ased  soul  that  ever  breathed; 
And  save  me  from  the  hands  of  those  fierce  men! 
Let  me  not  be  defiled  and  made  unclean. 
Dear  woman,  now,  and  I  will  be  to  you 
Tlie  faithfui'st  slave  that  ever  miatreas  served ; 
Never  poor  soul  sbaU  be  more  dutiful. 
To  do  whatever  you  command,  than  I. 
Jfo  toil  will  I  refuse ;  so  that  I  may 
Keep  this  poor  body  clean  and  undeflower'd. 
Which  is  all  I  wUl  ever  seek.     For  know, 
It  is  not  fear  of  death  lays  me  thus  low, 
But  of  that  stain  will  make  my  death  to  blush." 
All  thia  would  nothing  move  the  woman'a  heart, 
Whom  yet  she  would  not  leave,  but  still  besought 
"  0  woman,  by  that  infant  at  your  breast, 
And  bj  the  paina  it  coat  you  in  the  birth, 


■  Save 

I  You 

f  Sha] 


'  you  desire  to  have 
Your  babe  to  joy  and  prosper  in  the  world : 
"Wtich  will  the  tetter  prosper  Buie,  if  you 
Shall  mercy  show,  which  is  with  mercy  paid!" 
Then  kisaes  she  her  feet,  then  kiaaes  too 
The  infant's  feet ;  and,  "0,  aweet  babe,"  (said  ate,) 
"  Couldst  thou  but  to  thy  mother  spe^  for  me, 
And  crave  her  to  have  pity  on  my  case, 
ITiou  mightrt  perhaps  prevail  with  her  so  much. 
Although  I  cannot;  cluld,  ah,  couldst  thou  speak!" 
The  infant,  whether  by  her  toaehing  it. 
Or  by  inatinct  of  nature,  seeing  her  weep, 
Looks  earnestly  upon  her,  and  then  looks 
"Upon  the  mother,  then  on  her  a^ain. 
And  then  it  cries,  and  then  on  either  looks ; 
Which  she  perceiving ;  "  Blessed  chOd,"  (said  she,) 
"  Although  thou  canst  not  apeak,  yet  dost  thou  cry 
Unto  thy  mother  for  me.     Hear  thy  child, 
Dear  mother ;  it  'a  for  me  it  cries ; 
It 's  all  the  speech  it  hath.    Accept  those  cries  ; 
Save  me  at  his  request  Irom  being  defiled : 
Let  pity  move  thee,  that  thus  moves  the  chUd." 
The  woman,  though  by  birth  and  custom  rude, 
Tet  having  veins  of  nature,  could  not  be 
But  pierceable,  did  feel  at  length  the  point 
Of  pity  enter  so,  as  out  guah'd  tears, 
(Not  usual  to  stern  eyes,)  and  she  besought 
Her  husband  to  bestow  on  her  that  prize, 
With  Bafeguard  of  her  body  at  her  will. 
The  captain,  seeing  his  wife,  the  child,  the  nymph, 
All  crying  to  him  m  this  pit«ou3  sort. 
Felt  his  rough  nature  shaken  too,  and  grants 
His  wife's  request,  and  se^  his  grant  with  tears; 
AaA  so  they  wept  ail  four  for  company : 
And  some  beholders  stood  not  witn  diy  eyes ; 
Such  passion  wrought  the  passion  of  their  prize. 
Never  was  there  pa!rdon,  that  did  take 
Condemned  from  the  block  more  joyful  than 
This  grant  to  her :  for  all  her  misery 
Seem  d  nothing  to  the  comfort  she  received. 
By  being  thus  saved  from  impurity : 
And  from  the  woman's  feet  sue  would  mA^^aAi, 


Nor  trust  her  hand  to  be  without  some  hold 
Of  her,  or  of  the  child,  bo  long  aa  ahe  remain'd 
Within  the  ahip,  which  in  few  days  arrives 
At  Alexandria,  whence  these  piratea  were ; 
And  there  this  woeful  maid  for  two  years'  space 
Did  serve,  and  truly  serve  this  captain's  wiie, 
(Who  would  not  lose  the  henetit  of  her 
Attendance,  for  her  profit  otherwise,) 
But  daring  not  in  such  a  place  as  that 
To  trust  herself  in  woman's  habit,  craved 
That  she  might  be  apparel'd  lite  a  boy; 
And  so  she  was,  and  as  a  hoy  she  served. 
At  two  years'  end  her  mistress  aends  her  forth 
Unto  the  port  for  some  commodities. 
Which,  whilst  she  sought  for,  going  up  and  down, 
She  heard  some  merchantmen  of  Corinth  talk, 
Who  spake  that  language  the  Arcadians  did. 
And  were  nest  neighbours  of  one  continent. 
To  them,  all  wrapt  with  passion,  down  she  kneels, 
Tells  them  she  was  a  poor  distressed  boy, 
Bom  in  Arcadia,  and  by  pirates  took, 
And  made  a  slave  in  Egypt ;  and  besought 
Them,  as  thej-  fathers  were  of  children,  or 
Did  hold  their  native  country  dear,  they  would 
Take  pity  on  her,  and  reheve  her  youth 
From  that  sad  servitude  wherein  she  lived : 
Por  which  she  hoped  that  ahe  had  friends  alive 
Would  thank  them  one  day,  and  reward  them  too ; 
If  not,  yet  that  she  knew  the  Heavens  would  do. 
The  merchants,  moved  with  pity  of  her  case. 
Being  ready  to  depart,  took  her  with  thera, 
And  landed  her  upon  her  country  coast : 
Where,  when  she  found  herself,  she  prostrate  falls, 
Kisses  the  ground,  thanks  gives  unto  the  gods, 
Thnoks  them  who  had  been  her  deliverers. 
And  on  she  trudges  through  the  desert  woods. 
Climbs  over  craggy  rocks,  and  mountains  steep. 
Wades  thorough  rivers,  strugeles  thorough  bogs,  ' 
Sustained  only  by  the  force  ol  love ; 
TJntiL  she  came  unto  the  native  plains, 
tJnto  the  fields  where  first  ahe  <frew  her  breath. 
STietv  abe  hUa  up  her  eyes,  salutes  the  a 


SaluteB  tte  trees,  the  buahes,  flowers  imd  all : 
And,  "  0,  dear  Sirtliis,  here  I  am,"  aaid  she, 
"  Here,  notwithstanding  all  my  miseries, 
I  am  the  same  I  was  to  thee ;  a  pure, 
A  chaats,  and  spotless  maid." 


ALAHAM :  A  TRAOEDT, 
BY  rilLKE  GREVII.I.E,  LORD  BROOKE. 

Alabue,  leeond  ion  lo  the  Kmo  of  Onuus,  dfposet  ku  father,  uihose 
a/ft,  and  tie  ei/ei  of  kit  elder  brother  Zophi,  {fociiag  upoa  a  maxim 
of  oriental  polio/,)  ke  c/nigea  to  be  juit  o«t.  Titj,  blind,  aadfearisg 
for  their  lives,  tocMder  aiioni.  I«  thit  exlremih/  they  are  geparatelg 
<ntt  h^  the  king's  daughter  CxliCa,  who  condvcts  them  to  pl^met  of 
re/^igei  hiding  her  father  amid  the  taulti  f^f  a  tetupU,  and  gviding  her 
irother  to  ta&e  saoEtnari/  ai  th«  altar, 

EiNG.      C^tlCA, 

Kmg.  Cffilico;  thou  only  child,  whom  I  repent 

Not  yet  to  have  begot,  thy  work  is  vam :  , 

Thou  nino'st  against  my  destiny's  intent. 
Fear  not  my  &U ;  the  ateep  is  taireat  plain ; 
And  error  safest  guide  unto  his  end. 
Who  nothing  but  mischance  can  have  to  friend. 
We  parents  are  but  nature's  nursery ; 
Wlien  our  Huccesaion  springs,  then  ripe  to  fall. 
Privation  unto  age  is  natural. 
Age  there  is  also  in  a  prince's  state, 
Wtich  is  contempt,  grown  of  miBgovemment ; 
Where  love  of  change  begetteth  princes'  hate : 
For  hopes  must  wither,  or  grow  liolent. 
If  fortune  bind  desires  to  one  estate. 
Then  mark !     Blind,  as  a  man ;  scorn' d,  as  a  king ; 
A  father's  kindness  loathed,  and  desolate ; 
Xite  without  joy,  or  hght :  what  can  it  bring, 
But  inward  horror  unto  outward  hate  ? 
0  safety !  thou  art  then  a  hatefiil  thing, 
When  children's  death  assures  the  father's  state. 
No,  safe  I  am  not,  though  my  son  were  slain, 
My  fraOty  would  beget  such  sons  again. 
Besides,  if  fatal  be  the  Heavens'  wifl, 
.Bepining  adds  more  force  to  deattny  -, 
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"Wiose  iron  wheels  stay  not  on  fleshly  wit. 
But  headlong  run  down  steep  necessity. 
And  as  in  dMiger,  we  do  catch  at  it 
That  eomes  to  help ;  and  unadvisedly 
Oft  do  our  friends  to  our  misfortune  knit : 
So  with  the  harm  of  those  who  would  us  good 
Is  destiny  impossibly^  withstood, 
Cffilica,  then  cease ;  importune  me  no  more ; 
My  son,  my  age,  the  state  where  things  are  now 
Eequire  my  death.     Who  would  consent  to  live 
Where  love  cannot  reyenge,  nor  truth  forgive  ? 
Cxlica.  Though  fear  see  nothing  but  eitreiuity, 
Tet  danger  is  no  deep  sea,  out  a  ford. 
Where  they  that  yield  can  only  drowned  be. 


Kinff.  Occasion  to  my  son  hath  tum'd  her  face ; 

My  inward  wants  all  outward  strengths  betray ; 

And  BO  make  that  impossible  I  may. 
Ccelica.  Tet  live : 

Live  for  the  state. 
King.  Whose  ruins  glasses  are 

Wherein  see  errors  of  myself  I  must, 

And  hold  my  life  of  danger,  sbame,  and  care. 
Ccelica.  When  fear  propounds,  with  loss  men  ever  choose. 
King.  Nothing  is  left  me  but  myself  to  lose. 
Ccelica.  And  is  it  nothing  then  to  lose  the  state  ? 
King.  Where  chance  is  ripe,  there  counsel  comes  too  late. 

Cfelica,  by  all  thou  owest  the  gods  and  me, 

I  do  conjure  thee,  leave  me  to  my  chane«. 

What  'a  past  was  error's  way ;  the  truth  it  is, 

Wherein  I  wretch  can  only  go  amiss. 

If  nature  saw  no  cause  of  sudden  ends, 

She,  that  but  one  way  made  to  draw  our  breath, 

Would  not  have  left  so  many  doors  to  death. 
Cwlica,  Tet,  sir,  if  weakness  be  not  such  a  sand 

As  neither  wrong  nor  counsel  can  manure ; 

Choose  and  resolve  what  death  you  will  endure. 
King.  This  sword,  thy  bands,  may  offer  up  my  breath, 

Andplague  my  life's  remissness  ia  my  death. 
dff^/ffa.  Unto  that  duty  if  these  hands  be  born, 

Jmuai  think  Q^^      ^  truth,  ^ere  names  of  Bconu 
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Again,  this  justice  were  if  life  were  loved, 

Now  merely  grace ;  since  death  doth  but  forgive 
•A  life  to  you,  which  is  a  death  to  live. 

Pain  must  displease  that  satisfies  offence. 
King*  Chance  hath  left  death  no  more  to  spoil  hut  sense. 
Ccelusa.  Then  sword,  do  justice'  ofl&ce  thorough  me :  {herself, 

I  offer  more  than  that  he  hates  to  thee.    [Offers  to  hill 
King,  Ah !  stay  thy  hand.    My  state  no  equal  hath, 

And  much  more  matchless  my  scrange  vices  be : 

One  kind  of  death  becomes  not  thee  and  me. 

Kings'  plagues  by  chance  or  destiny  should  fall ; 

Headlong  he  pensh  must  that  ruins  all. 
Ccelica,  No  cliff  or  rock  is  so  precipitate. 

But  down  it  eyes  can  lead  the  blind  away ; 

Without  me  live,  or  with  me  die  you  may. 
King,  C»lica,  and  wilt  thou  Alaham  exceed  ? 

Hi&  cruelty  is  death,  you  torments  use ; 

He  takes  my  crown,  you  take  myself  from  me ; 

A  prince  of  this  fallen  empire  let  me  be. 
Ccelica,  Then  be  a  king,  no  tyrant  of  thyself : 

Be ;.  and  be  what  you  will :  what  nature  lent 

Is  still  in  hers,  and  not  our  government. 
King,  K  disobedience,  and  obedience  both, 

Still  do  me  hurt ;  in  what  strange  state  am  I  ? 

But  hold  thy  course :  it  well  becomes  my  blood. 

To  do  their  parents  mischief  with  their  good. 
Ccdlica,  Yet,  sir,  nark  to  the  poor  oppressed  tears, 

The  just  men's  moan,  that  suffer  by  your  fidl ; 

A  prince's  charge  is  to  protect  them  all. 

And  shall  it  nothing  be  that  I  am  yours  ? 

The  world  without,  my  heart  withm,  doth  know, 

I  never  had  unkind,  unreverent  powers. 

.  If  thus  you  yield  to  Alaham' s  treachery, 

He  ruins  you :  'tis  you,  sir,  ruin  me. 
King,  Cselica,  call  up  the  dead ;  awake  the  blind ; 

Turn  back  the  time ;  bid  winds  tell  whence  they  come : 

As  vainly  strength  speaks  to  a  broken  mind. 

Fly  from  me,  CsBlica ;  hate  all  I  do : 

Misfortunes  have  in  blood  successions  too. 
Cailica,  "Will  you  do  that  which  Alaham  cannot  P 

He  hath  no  good ;  you  have  no  ill,  but  he : 

This  mar-right  yielding 's  honour's  tyraaaxq* 
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King.  Have  I  not  done  amiBs  ?  am  I  not  ill, 
That  niin'd  Lave  a,  long's  authority  ? 
Aiid  not  one  king  alone :  since  pnnceB  all 
Feel  part  of  those  Bcoma,  whercoy  one  doth  fall, 
IVeason  against  me  cannot  treason  be : 
All  laws  have  lost  authority  in  me. 

Cmlica.  The  laws  of  power  chain'd  to  men's  humours  be. 
The  good  have  conscience ;  the  ill  (like  instruments) 
Are,  in  the  hands  of  wise  authority, 
Moved,  divided,  used,  or  laid  down ; 
8tiE,  with  desire,  kept  subject  to  a  crown, 
Btir  up  all  states,  all  spirits :  hope  and  fear. 
Wrong  and  revenge,  are  current  everywhere. 

King.  Put  down  my  son ;  for  that  must  be  the  way : 
A  father's  shame ;  a  prince's  tyranny  ; 
The  sceptre  ever  shall  misjudged  be. 

Ccelica.  Let  them  iear  rumour  that  do  work  amiss ; 
Blood,  torments,  death,  horrors  of  cruelty. 
Have  time,  and  place.    Look  through  these  skins  of  fear, 
"Which  still  persuade  the  better  side  to  bear. 
And  Bince  thy  son  thus  traitorously  conspires, 
Let  him  not  prey  on  all  thy  race,  and  thee : 
Keep  ill  example  from  posterity. 

King.  Danger  ia  come,  and  nniat  I  now  unarm, 
And  let  in  hope  to  weaken  resolution  P 
Passion !  be  thou  my  legacy  and  will ; 
To  thee  I  give  my  hie,  crown,  reputation ; 
My  pomps  to  cloud ;  and  (as  forlorn  with  men) 
My  strength  to  women;  hoping  this  alone. 
Though  fear'd,  sought,  and  a  king,  to  live  unkoown. 
CroHca,  all  these  to  thee ;  do  thou  bestow 
This  living  darkness,  wherein  I  do  go, 

CieUea.  My  soul  now  joys.     Doing  breathes  horror  out. 
Absence  must  be  our  first  step.     Let  us  fly : 
A  pause  in  rage  makes  Alaham  to  doubt ; 
Which  doubt  may  stir  in  people  hope,  and  fear, 
With  love,  or  hate,  to  seek  you  everywhere. 
For  princes'  lives  are  fortune's  misery : 
As  dainty  sparks,  which  till  men  dead  do  know, 
To  kindle  for  himself  each  man  doth  blow. 
But  hark  !  what 's  this  ?   Malice  doth  never  aleep ; 
I  hear  the  epiea  of  power  drawing  near. 
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Bir,  follow  me.    Misfortune's  worst  is  come ; 
Her  Btrength  ia  change :  and  change  yields  better  iloom 
Choice  now  is  past.     Hard  by  there  is  a  pile, 
Built  under  colour  of  a  sacrihee ; 
If  God  do  grant,  it  is  a  place  to  save ; 
If  God  denies,  it  ia  a  ready  grave. 
ZoFiii  appears. 
Cielica.  "What  see  I  here  ?  more  spectacles  of  woe ! 
And  are  my  kindred  only  made  to  be 
Agents  and  patients  in  iniquity  ? 
AL,  forlorn  wretch !  ruin's  example  right ! 


And  with  thy  fall  thy  father  dost  undo. 

Save  one  I  may ;  Nature  would  save  them  both ; 

But  Chance  bath  many  wheels,  Eage  many  eyes. 

What,  shall  I  then  abandon  innocents'  ? 

Not  help  a  helpless  brother  thrown  on  me  ? 

Is  nature  narrow  to  adversity  ? 

No,  no.     Our  God  left  duty  for  a  law ; 

Pity,  at  large ;  love,  in  authority ; 

Despair,  in  bonds ;  fear,  of  itaelf  in  awe : 

That  rage  of  time,  and  power's  strange  liberty, 

Oppressing  good  men,  might  resistance  find : 

Nor  can  I  to  a  brother  be  less  kind- 
Dost  thou,  that  canst  not  see,  hope  to  escape  F 

Disgrace  can  have  no  friend ;  contempt  no  guide ; 

Eight  is  thy  guilt ;  thy  judge  iniquity ; 

"Which  desolation  casts  on  them  tnat  see. 
Zophi,  Make  calm  thy  rage :  pity  &  ghost  distress'd : 

My  right,  my  liberty,  I  freely  give ; 

Give  him,  that  never  harm'd  thee,  leave  to  live. 
Cmliea.  Nay,  God,  the  world,  thy  parents  it  deny  ; 

A  brotner's  jealous  heart ;  usurped  might 

Growafrienda  with  all  the  world,  except  thy  right. 
Zophi.  Secure  thyself.     Exile  me  from  this  coast ; 

My  fault,  Bospicion  is ;  my  judge,  is  fear ; 

Occasion,  with  myself,  away  I  bear, 
Cieliea.  Fly  unto  God ;  for  in  humanih^ 

Hope  there  ia  none.     Beach  me  thy  fearful  hand  s 

Zophi  is  tepnaentti  aa  a  priara  o£veaiU'aaA«n\aDi!mi%. 


1  am  thy  Bister ;  neither  fiend,  Eor  spy 
Of  tyrant's  rage ;  but  one  that  I'eela  (leapair 
Of  thy  estate,  which  thou  dost  only  fear. 
Kneel  down;  embrace  this  holy  mystery; 
A  refuge  to  the  worst  for  rape  and  blood, 
And  yet,  I  fear,  not  hallow'd  for  the  good. 

Zophi.  Help,  God !  defend  thine  altar !  since  thy  might, 
la  earth,  leaves  innocents  no  other  right. 

Cwliea.  Eternal  God  1  that  seest  thyaelf  in  ua, 
If  vowa  he  more  than  aaerifice  of  lust, 
Baiaed  irom  the  smokes  of  hope  and  I'ear  in  us, 
Protect  this  innocent,  calm  AJaham's  rage ; 
By  miracles  faith  goes  from  age  to  age. 
Affection  trembles ;  reason  is  oppress'd ; 
Nattire,  methinks,  doth  her  own  entrails  tear : 
In  resolution  ominous  is  fear. 

^H'"'M  caaiea  search  to  he  ■made  after  his  father  and  brother.  ZOPEI 
ia  dUooBered,  and  C^lica,  wAo,  being  qaestionad  bi/  At.iham  «i4er» 
the  hai  hid  her  father,  diisereilea  as  though  the  thought  thai  the  King 
wai  dead ;  but  lieing  threatened  uiUh  the  rati,  her  exelamalioiia  vatl 
her  fhlher  front  hit  hidvag-place ;  tnho,  together  mth  her,  and  her 
brother  ZoFHI,  are  teBtenced  bg  Ar.Aimf  to  ihejlatnes. 

AiABAM.     Attendants, 
Alaham.  Sirs,  aeek  the  city,  examine,  torture,  rack ; 

Sanctuaries  none  let  there  be ;  make  darkness  known  ; 

Pull  down  the  roofa,  dig,  bum,  put  all  to  wTack ; 

And  let  the  guiltless  for  the  guilty  groan. 

Change,  shame,  miafortune,  in  their  'scaping  lie, 

And  m  their  finding  our  proaperity. 
Se  sees  C^lica.. 

Good  fortune,  welcome !    We  have  lost  our  care, 

And  found  our  loss :  Ctelica  distract  I  aee. 

The  king  is  near.   She  is  her  father's  eyes. 
He  sees  Zopui, 

Behold !  the  forlorn  wretch,  half  of  my  fear, 

Takea  sanctuary  at  holy  altar's  feet : 

Lead  him  apart,  examine,  force,  and  try ; 

These  bind  the  subject,  not  the  monarchy. 

Cffilica !  awake :  that  God  of  whom  you  crave 

Is  deaf,  and  only  gives  men  what  they  have. 
CisJiea,  Ah,  cruel  wretch !  guilty  of  parent's  blood ! 
Might  I,  poor  innocent,  my  fa,ther  free, 
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My  murther  yet  were  less  impiety. 

But  on ;  devour :  fear  only  to  be  good : 

Let  us  not  'scape :  thy  glory  then  doth  rise, 

When  thou  at  once  thy  house  dost  sacrifice. 
Aldham.  Tell  me  where  thy  father  is. 
Ccelica,  O  bloody  scorn ! 

Must  he  be  kill'd  again  that  gave  thee  breath  p 

Is  duty  nothing  else  in  thee  but  death  ? 
Ahham.  Leave  off  this  mask ;  deceit  is  never  wise ; 

Though  he  be  blind,  a  king  hath  many  eyes. 
Ocslica.  0  twofold  scorn !     G-od  be  revenged  for  me. 

Yet  since  my  father  is  destroyed  by  thee, 

Add  still  more  scorn,  it  sorrow  multiplies. 
Alaham,  Passions  are  learn' d,  not  bom  within  the  heart, 

That  method  keep :  order  is  quiet's  art. 

Tell  where  he  is :  for  look  what  love  conceals, 

Pain  out  of  nature's  labyrinths  reveals. 
Ocdlica,  This  is  reward  which  thou  dost  threaten  me. 

If  terror  thou  wilt  threaten,  promise  joys. 
Alaham,  Smart  cools  these  boiling  styles  of  vanity. 
Ckelica,  And  if  my  father  I  no  more  shall  see, 

Help  me  unto  the  place  where  he  remains : 

To  hell  below,  or  to  the  sky  above, 

The  way  is  easy  where  the  guide  is  love. 
Alaham,  Confess ;  where  is  he  lud  ? 
Ccdlica,  Eack  not  my  woe. 

Thy  glorious  ^.ride  of  this  iinglorious  deed 

Doth  mischiel  ripe,  and  therefore  falling,  show. 
Alaham,  Bodies  have  place,  and  blindness  must  be  led. 

Graves  be  the  thrones  of  kings  when  they  be  dead. 
Ccslica.  He  was  (unhappy)  cause  that  thou  art  now ; 

Thou  art,  ah  wicked !  cause  that  he  is  not, 

And  fear'st  thou  parricide  can  be  forgot  ? 

Bear  witness,  thou  Almighty  God  on  high, 

And  you  black  powers  inhabiting  below, 

'That  for  his  life  myself  would  yield  to  die. 
Alaham.  "Well,  sirs,  go  seek  the  dark  and  secret  caves, 

The  holy  temples,  sanctified  cells. 

All  parts  wherein  a  living  corpse  may  dwell. 
CksUca,  Seek  him  amongst  the  dead,  you  placed  him  there : 

Tet  lose  no  pains,  good  souls,  go  not  to  hell ; 

And,  but  to  neaven,  you  may  go  everywhfit^% 

Guilty,  with  ;^ou,  of  his  blood  ^et  me  \ie^ 
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If  Bay  more  I  of  my  iatlier  know. 

Than,  that  he  is  where  you  would  have  him  go. 
Alaham.  Tear  up  the  vaults.     Behold  her  a^oniea ! 

Sorrow  auhtracto,  and  multiplies,  the  Bpirite ; 

Care,  and  desixe,  do  imder  anguish  eeose ; 

Doubt  curioua  ia,  affecting  piety ; 

Woe  ioves  itself;  fear  from  itself  would  fly. 

Do  not  these  trembling  motions  witnesa  bear, 

That  all  these  protestations  be  of  tear  ? 
Ccelica.  If  aught  be  quick  in  me,  move  it  with  scorn : 

Nothing  can  come  nmisa  to  thoughts  forlorn. 
Alaham.  Confess  in  time.  Eeyenge  la  mercilesa. 
C^lica.  Beward  and  pain,  fear  and  desire  too, 

Are  vain  in  things  impoaaible  to  do. 
Alaham.  ToD  yet  where  thou  thy  father  last  did  see, 
Cmlica.  Ev'u  where  he  by  his  loss  of  eyes  bath  won 

That  he  no  more  shall  see  bis  monstrous  son. 

First  in  perpetual  night  thou  madest  him  go ; 

His  flesh  tbe  grave ;  his  life  the  stage,  where  senaa 

Plays  all  the  tragedies  of  pain  and  woe. 

And  wouldst  thou  traitorously  thyself  exceed. 

By  seeking  thus  to  make  his  ghost  to  bleed  p 
Alaham,  Bear  her  away;  devise;  add  to  the  rack 

Torments,  that  both  call  death  and  turn  it  back. 
Cmlica.  The  flattering  glass  of  power  is  others'  pain. 

Perfect  thy  work ;  that  heaven  and  hell  may  kno.v, 

To  worse  I  cannot,  going  trom  thee,  go. 

Eternal  life,  that  ever  livest  above ! 

If  sense  there  be  with  thee  of  hate,  or  love ; 

Eevenge  my  king  and  fiither's  overthrow. 

0  father,  if  that  name  reacb  up  so  high, 

And  be  more  than  a  proper  word  of  art, 

To  teach  respects  in  our  humanily; 

Accept  these  pains,  whereof  you  feel  no  smart  I 
The  KiHO  comes  forth. 
^ng.  What  sound  ia  this  of  Cslica's  distress  t 

Alaham,  wrong  not  a  silly  sister's  faith. 

'Tis  plague  enough  that  she  is  innocent ; 

My  child,  thy  sister ;  bom  (by  thee  and  me) 

With  shame  and  sin  to  have  affinity. 

Break  me ;  I  am  the  prison  of  thy  thought : 

Crowns  dear  enough  with  father's  blood  are  bought 
^iaitm.  Now  fefil  thou  shalt,  thou  glioE^,  nmuAsaal. 
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Those  wounds  which  thou  to  my  heart  didst  give, 
When,  in  despite  of  God,  this  state,  and  me, 
Thou  didst  from  death  mine  elder  brother  free. 
The  smart  of  king's  oppression  doth  not  die: 
Time  rusteth  malice ;  rust  wounds  cruelly. 

Kin^f,  Flatter  thy  wickedness ;  adorn  thy  rage ; 
To  wear  a  crown,  tear  up  thy  father's  age. 
Elill  not  thy  sister :  it  is  lack  of  wit 
To  do  an  ill  that  brings  no  good  with  it. 

Alaham,  Go,  lead  them  hence.     Prepare  the  funeral. 
Hasten  the  sacrifice  and  pomp  of  woe. 
Where  she  did  hide  him,  thither  let  them  go. 

A  Nttntiits  (or  Messenger)  relates  to  Alahaw  the  manner  of  his  Fa- 
ther's, Brother's^  and  Sistet^s  deaths,  and  the  popular  discontents 
which  Jbllowed.  ATiATTAM,  hif  the  sudden  workinff  of  remorse,  is  dis- 
tractedy  and  imagines  that  he  sees  their  ghosts, 

■A  L  AH  AM.      NUNTIUS. 

Ntmtitbs,  The  first  which  burnt,  as  Cain*  his  next  of  kin. 
In  blood  your  brother,  and  your  prince  in  state. 
Drew  wonder  from  men's  hearts,  brought  horror  in. 
This  innocent,  this  soul  too  meek  for  sin. 
Yet  made  for  others  to  do  harm  withal. 
With  his  self-pity  tears  drew  tears  from  us ; 
His  blood  compassion  had;  his  wrong  stirr'd  hate: 
Deceit  is  odious  in  a  kiag's  estate, 
Eepioingly  he  goes  unto  his  end : 
Strange  visions  rise ;  strange  furies  haunt  the  flame ; 
People  cry  out.  Echo  repeats,  his  name. 
These  words  he  spake,  ev'n  breathing  out  his  breath : 
"  Unhappy  weakness !  never  innocent ! 
If  in  a  crown,  yet  but  an  instrument. 
People !  observe ;  this  fact  may  make  you  see, 
Excess  hath  ruin'd  what  itself  did  build : 
But  ah !  the  more  oppress' d  the  more  you  yield." 
The  next  was  he  whose  age  had  reverence, 
His  gesture  something  more  than  privateness ; 
Guided  by  one,  whose  stately  grace  did  move 
Compassion,  ev'n  in  hearts  that  could  not  love 
As  soon  as  these  approached  near  the  flame, 

*  The  execution,  to  make  it  plausible  to  the  people,  is  coloured  with 
the  pretext,  that  the  being  burnt  is  a  voluntary  sacrifice  of  themselves  by 
the  victims  at  the  Ameral  of  Cain  a  bashaw  and  relative. 
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Tlie  wind,  the  Bteam,  op  Furies  raised  their  veils; 
And  in  tbeir  looks  this  imftge  did  appear : 
Each  unto  other,  life  to  neither,  dear. 
Theae  words  he  spake ; — "  Behold  oae  that  hath  lost 
Himeelf  within ;  and  ho  the  world  without ; 
A  king,  that  hringa  authority  in  doubt : 
This  ia  the  fruit  of  power's  misgoTemment. 
People !  my  tidl  is  juat ;  yet  strange  your  fate. 
That,  under  worst,  will  hope  for  better  state." 
Grief  roara  aloud.    Tour  sister  jet  remain'd ; 
Helping  in  death  to  him  in  whom  slie  died ; 
Then  going  to  her  own,  as  if  she  gain'd. 
These  niUd  words  BpaJte  with  looks  to  heaven  bent  :— 
"  0  OroA,  'tis  thou  that  sulferest  here,  not  we : 
"Wrong  doth  but  like  itself  in  working  thus  ; 
At  thy  will,  Lord !  revenge  thyself,  not  us." 
The  fire  straight  upward  bears  the  souls  in  breath  : 
Visions  of  horror  cu^le  in  the  flame 
With  shapes  and  figures  like  to  that  of  Death, 
But  lighter-ton  gued  and  nimbler-wing'd  than  Fame  : 
Some  to  the  church ;  some  to  the  people  fly : 
A  voice  cries  out :  "  Revenge  and  liberty. 
Princes,  take  heed ;  your  glory  is  your  care ; 
And  power's  foundations,  strengths,  not  vices,  are." 
Ahkani.  What  change  is  this,  that  now  I  feel  within  ? 
Is  it  disease  that  works  this  fall  of  spirits  ? 
Or  works  this  fall  of  spirits  my  disease  F 
Things  seem  not  as  they  did ;  horror  appears. 
What  Sin  embodied,  what  strange  sight  is  this  ? 
Doth  sense  bring  baek  but  what  within  me  ia. 
Or  do  1  see  those  shapes  which  haunt  the  flame  ? 
What  summons  up  remorse  ?   Shall  conscience  rate 
Kings'  deeds,  to  make  them  leas  than  their  estate  P 
Ah  silly  ghost !  is  't  you  that  swarm  about  ? 
Wouldst  thou,  that  art  not  now,  a  father  be  P 
These  body  laws  do  with  the  life  go  out. 
What  thoughts  be  these  that  do  my  entrails  teart 
Tou  wandering  spirits  frame  in  me  your  hell ; 
I  feel  my  brother  and  my  sister  there. 
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Rossi,  «nf0  to  SOLTlUH  the  Tnrkiti  Emperor,  persuadea  her  ha  band, 
that  MuSTAFSA,  j^  ten  bg  afortner  maTTiage,  and  ietr  to  hit  cromri, 
seela  hit  Ufi  ;  thxt  she  mag  make  icag,  by  the  death  of  MvaiAiBi,  for 
the  adcancemeni  of  her  ovmchildreaiZA^aEaaBdCiMErn.  CiMESi, 
ihe  virtiuHit  daughter  of  Bobsa,  defeada  the  itmoceaee  of  MustaPBa, 
ia  a  cotference  lehich  the  hold*  miih  the  Smperor. 
CaMENA.      SOLTMAIT. 

Cam.  They  that  from  youth  do  suck  at  Fortune'B  breast, 
And  aurae  their  empty  liearts  with  seeking  higher, 
Like  dropsy-fed,  tkeir  thirst  doth  never  rest; 
I'or  still,  by  getting,  they  beget  desire : 
Till  thoughts,  like  wood,  while  they  maintain  the  flume 
Of  high  desires,  grow  ashes  in  the  same. 
But  Virtue !  those  that  can  behold  thy  beauties. 
Those  that  suck,  from  their  youth,  thy  milk  of  goodness, 
Their  minds  grow  strong  against  the  storms  of  Fortiuic, 
And  stand,  like  rocks  in  winter-gusta,  unshaken ; 
Not  with  the  blindness  of  desire  mistaken. 

0  Virtue  therefore !  whose  thraU  I  think  Fortune, 
Thou  who  despiacst  not  the  ses  of  women, 
Help  me  out  of  these  riddles  of  my  fortune. 
Wherein  (methinks)  you  with  yourself  do  pose  me : 
Let  fates  go  on ;  sweet  Virtue !  do  not  lose  me. 
My  mother  and  my  husband  have  conspired, 
For  brother's  good,  the  ruin  of  my  brother- 
My  fiither  by  my  mother  is  inspired, 
For  one  child  to  seek  ruin  rf  another, 

1  that  to  help  by  nature  nm  rec^uired, 
WhOe  I  do  help,  must  needs  still  hurt  a  brother. 
While  I  see  who  conspire,  1  seem  conspired 
Against  a  husband,  lather,  and  a,  mother. 
Truth  bids  me  run,  by  truth  I  am  retired ; 

L Shame  leads  me  both  the  one  way  and  the  other. 
la  what  a  labyrinth  is  honour  cast, 
Drawn  divers  ways  with  sex,  with  time,  with  state. 
In  all  which,  error's  course  is  infinite. 
By  hope,  by  fear,  by  spite,  by  love,  and  hate ; 
Aid  but  one  only  way  nnto  the  right, 
A  thorny  way,  where  pain  must  be  the  guide. 
Danger  the  bght,  offence  of  power  the  pia-isfti*, 
k U 


Such  are  the  golden  hopee  of  iron  da^s. 
Yet  Virtue,  1  am  thine,  for  tby  Bate  grieved 
(Since  boacBt  thoughts,  for  their  iJl-jilaced  desireB, 
In  ahame,  in  danger,  death,  and  torment,  glory) 
That  I  cannot  with  more  pains  write  thy  Btory. 
Chance,  therefore,  if  thou  scomeat  those  tliat  ecom  thee 
Fame,  if  thou  hatest  those  that  force  thy  tmrnpet 
To  sound  aloud,  and  yet  despiae  thy  sounding : 
Laws,  if  you  love  not  those  tbat  be  examples 
Of  nature's  lawa,  whence  you  are  fallen  corrupted ; 
Conapiie  that  I,  againat  you  all  conspired, 
Joined  with  tyrant  virtue,  as  you  call  her. 
That  1,  by  your  rerengea  may  he  named. 
For  virtue,  to  be  ruin'd,  and  defamed. 
My  mother  oft  and  diversely  I  wam'd. 
What  fortunes  were  upon  such  courses  builded  ; 
Tliat  fortune  etill  must  be  with  iD  maintain'd. 
Which  at  the  firat  with  any  ill  ia  aain'd. 
I  Bosten'  wam'd,  that  man'a  self-loving  thought 
Still  creepeth  to  the  rude-emhracing  might 
Of  princea'  grace ;  a  leaae  of  glories  let. 
Which  shining  hums  ;  breeds  aereneaa  when  'tis  set. 
And,  by  this  creature  of  my  mother's  making, 
This  messenger,  I  Muatapha  have  waru'd. 
That  innocence  is  not  enough  to  aavo, 
Where  good  and  great"neBs,  fear  and  envy  have. 
Tin  now,  in  reverence  I  have  forborne 
To  ask,  or  to  presume  to  gueaa,  or  know 
My  father's  thoughta ;  whereof  he  might  think  acorn : 
For  dreadful  is  that  power  that  all  may  do ; 
Yet  they,  that  all  men  fear,  are  fearful  too. 
Lo,  where  he  sita !  Virtue,  work  thou  in  me, 
Tbat  what  thou  seekest  may  accomplish'd  be, 
Solj/in.  Ah  death!  is  not  thyself  sufficient  anguiah. 

But  thou  must  borrow  fear,  that  threatening  glass. 
Which,  while  it  goodness  hides,  and  mischief  ahowa, 
Doth  lighten  wit  to  honour'a  overtLrows  ? 
But  hush !  methiuka  away  Caniena  steals ; 
Murder,  belike,  in  me  itself  reveals. 
Camena !  whither  now  ?  why  haste  you  from  me  p 
la  it  BO  strange  a  thing  to  be  a  father  ? 
'  Her  huabuid. 
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Or  ia  it  I  that  am  bo  strange  a,  father  ? 
Cam.  My  lord,  methought,  nay,  aure  I  saw  you  buisy : 

Tour  child  preeuraea,  uncall'd,  that  cornea  unto  you. 
Solffm.  Who  may  presume  with  fathers,  hut  their  own, 

Whom  nature's  law  hath  ever  in  protection, 

And  gilda  in  good  helief  of  dear  affection  ? 
Cam.  Nay,  reverence,  air,  so  children's  worth  doth  hide, 

As  of  the  fathers  it  is  least  espied. 
Solr/m.  I  think  'tis  true,  who  know  their  children  least. 

Have  greatest  reason  to  eBteem  them  best. 
Cam.  How  ao,  my  lord  ?  since  love  in  knowledge  lives, 

Which  unto  strangers  therefore  no  jnaa  gives. 
Soh/m.  The  life  we  gave  them  soon  they  do  forget. 

While  they  think  our  Lves  do  their  fortunes  let. 
Cam.  The  tenderness  of  life  it  is  so  great. 

As  any  sign  of  death  we  hate  too  much ; 

And  unto  parents  sons,  perchance,  are  such. 

Tet  nature  meant  her  strongest  unity 

'Twlxt  sons  and  fathers ;  making  parents  cause 

Tlnto  the  sons,  of  their  humanity  ; 

And  children  pledge  of  their  eternity. 

Fathers  should  love  this  image  in  their  Bons. 
Solym.  But  streams  hack  to  their  springs  do  never  niu. 
Cam.  Pardon,  my  lord,  doubt  ia  aucceasion'a  foe : 

Let  not  her  mists  poor  children  overthrow. 

Though  streams  from  springa  do  aeem  to  run  awav, 

'Tis  nature  leads  them  to  their  mother  sea, 
Solym.  Doth  nature  teach  them,  in  ambition's  strife, 

-  To  seek  his  death,  by  whom  they  have  their  life  ? 
Cam.  Things  easy,  to  desire  impossible  do  seem : 

Why  should  fear  make  impoBaihle  seem  easy  ? 
Solym,  Monsters  yet  be,  and  being  are  believed. 
Cam.  Incredible  hath  some  inordinate  progreasion : 

Blood,  doctrine,  age,  corrupting  liberty, 

Do  all  concur,  where  men  such  monsters  be. 

Pardon  me,  sir,  if  duty  do  seem  angry : 

Affection  must  breathe  out  afflicted  breath. 

Where  imputation  hath  such  easy  faith. 
Solym.  Muatapha  is  he  that  hatb  defiled  his  nest; 

The  wrong  the  greater  for  I  loved  him  best. 

He  hath  deviBcd  that  all  at  once  should  die, 

Bosten,  and  Bussa,  Zanger,  thou,  ajid  I. 
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Cam.  Fall  none  but  angels  suddenly  to  hell? 
Are  kind  and  order  grown  precipitate  ? 
Did  ever  any  other  man  but  he 
In  instant  lose  the  uae  of  doing  well  ? 
Sir,  these  be  toists  of  e;reatness.     Look  again: 
For  kings  that,  in  their  tearful  icy  state. 
Behold  their  children  as  their  winding-sheet, 
Do  easily  doubt ;  and  what  they  doubt,  they  hate 

Solgm.  Camena  !  thy  Bweet  youth,  tbat  knows  no  ill 
Cannot  beliere  thine  elders,  when  they  say, 
That  good  belief  is  great  estates'  decay. 
Let  it  suffice,  that  I,  and  Sossa  too. 
Are  privy  what  your  brother  means  to  do. 

Cam.  Sir,  pardon  me,  and  nobly,  ae  a  jather, 
Wbat  I  shall  say,  and  say  of  holy  mother ; 
Know  I  shall  say  it,  but  to  right  a  brotliCT. 
My  mother  ia  your  wii'e :  duty  in  her 
Is  love :  she  loTCfi  ;  which  not  well  govera'd,  bears 
The  evil  angel  of  misgiving  tears ; 
Whose  many  eyes,  whilst  but  itself  they  see, 
Still  makes  the  worst  of  possibility : 
Out  of  this  fear  she  Mustapha  accuseth  r 
Unto  this  fear,  perchance,  she  joins  the  love 
Which  doth  in  mothers  for  their  children  move. 
Perchance,  when  fear  hath  show'd  her  yours  must  fall. 
In  love  she  sees  that  hers  must  rise  withal. 
Sir,  fear  a  frailty  is,  and  may  have  grace, 
And  over-care  of  you  cannot  be  blamed; 
Care  of  our  own  in  nature  bath  a  place ;  . 

Paaaions  are  oft  mistaken  and  misnamed  ; 
Things  simply  good  grow  evil  with  mispladng. 
Though  laws  cut  off,  and  do  not  care  to  fashion, 
Humanity  of  error  bath  compassion. 
Yet  God  forbid,  that  either  fear,  or  care. 
Should  ruin  those  that  true  and  faultless  are, 

Sulgm.  Is  it  no  fault,  or  fault  I  may  forgive. 
For  eon  to  seek  the  lather  should  not  live  P 

Cam.  Ia  it  a  fault,  or  fault  for  you  to  know, 
My  mother  doubts  a  thing  that  ia  not  so  ? 
These  ugly  works  of  monstrous  parricide, 
Mark  from  what  hearts  they  rise,  and  where  they  bide 
Violent,  despair'd,  where  honour  broken  is 
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Fear  lord,  time  death  ;  where  hope  is  misery; 

Doubt  having  etopp'd  all  honest  ways  to  bhsa  ■ 

And  custom  shut  the  windows  up  of  shame, 

That  craft  may  take  upon  her  wisdom's  name. 

Compare  now  Muatapha  with  this  deapair : 

Sweet  youth,  sure  hopes,  honour,  a  father's  love. 

So  infamy  to  move,  or  banigh  fear. 

Honour  to  stay,  hazard  to  hasten  fate : 

Can  boiTora  work  in  such  a  child's  estate  ? 

Besides,  the  gods,  whom  kings  should  imitate, 

Have  placed  you  high  to  rule,  not  overthrow ; 

Tot  us,  not  for  yourselves,  ia  your  estate ; 

Mercy  must  hand  in  hand  witn  power  go. 

Tour  sceptre  should  not  strike  with  arms  of  fear, 

"Which  fathoms  all  men's  imbecility. 

And  mischief  doth,  lest  it  should  mischief  bear. 

As  reason  deals  within  with  irailty, 

Which  kills  not  passions  that  rebellious  are, 

But  adds,  subtracta,  keeps  down  ambitious  spirits. 

So  must  power  form,  not  ruin  inatrurocnts : 

For  flesh  and  blood,  the  means  'twist  heaven  and  hell. 

Unto  extremes  estremely  racked  be ; 

Which  kings  in  art  of  government  should  see : 

Else  they,  which  circle  in  themselves  with  death, 

Poison  the  air  wherein  they  draw  their  bj-eath. 

Pardon,  my  lord,  pity  becomes  my  sei: 

Grace  with  delay  grows  weak,  and  fury  wise. 

Eemcmber  Theseus'  wish,  and  Neptune's  haste, 

Kili'd  innocence,  and  left  succession  wast«. 

Sohjm.  Kwhat  were  best  for  them  that  do  offend, 
LawH  did  inquire,  the  answer  must  be  grace. 
If  mercy  be  so  large,  where  'b  justice'  place  p 

Gam.  Where  love  despairs,  and  where  God's  promise  ends. 
For  mercy  is  the  highest  reach  of  wit, 
A  safety  unto  them  that  save  with  it ; 
Bom  out  of  God,  and  unto  human  eyes, 
Like  God,  not  seen,  till  fleshly  passion  dies. 

Solym.  God  may  forgive,  whose  being  and  whose  harms 
Are  far  removed  from  reach  of  fleshly  arms : 
But  if  God  equala  or  snccesBors  had, 
Even  God  of  safe  revenges  would  be  glad. 
■  While  he  is  yet  olive,  he  may  be  fllam.\ 
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But  £roia  tbe  dead  no  flesb  comes  back  agaiu. 
Sol^m.  AVbile  he  remains  alive,  I  live  iii  fear. 
Cam.  Thougb  be  were  dead,  that  doubt  still  living  were. 
Soli/m.  None  hath  the  power  to  end  ■what  he  begun. 
Ccw/i.  Tbe  same  occasion  foUowa  every  sou. 
Solytn.  Their  greatneBa,  or  their  worth,  is  not  so  much. 
Gaai.  And  ahall  the  beat  be  slain  for  being  aucb  ? 
Sob/m.  Thy  mother,  or  thy  brother,  are  amiBB; 

1  am  betray' d,  and  one  of  them  it  ia. 
0am.  My  mother,  if  she  erra,  errs  virtuously ; 

And  let  her  err,  ere  Muatapha  should  die. 
SolffM.  Kings  for  their  safety  must  not  blame  mistrust. 
Oitm.  Nor  for  surmiaea  saerifice  the  juat. 
Soli/m.  WeU,  dear  Camena,  keep  tbxa  secretly: 

I  will  be  well  advised  before  he  die. 

Ueli,  a  Priest,  acquainla  MubtApka  with  tht  inteiUi/i'M  of  hit  fatber 
toaardt  him,  and  cmaaelt  him  to  seek  hU  *f^eiy  in  the  d^iimcliiM  of 
Bosei  and  herfactirm.     Uttstipsa  reflua  lo  eave  his  life  at  the  ex- 
pense of  ilte  pubUe  peace  ;  and  beiiy  sent  far  hy  his  father,  obdgi  tit 
maitdate  to  his  destmcUon. 
Friest  Thy  father  purposeth  thy  death. 
Must.  What  have  I  to  my  lather  done  amisa  ? 
Friest.  That  wicked  Eosaa  thy  step-mother  ia. 
Must.  Wherein  have  I  of  Boaaa  ill-deserved  ? 
Friest.  In  that  tbe  empire  is  for  thee  reaerved. 
Must.  Is  it  a  fault  to  be  my  father's  sou  F 

Ah  foul  ambition!  which  like  water-floods 

Kot  channel-bound  dost  neighbours  over-run. 

And  growest  nothing  when  thy  rage  is  done. 

Must  BoBsa's  heirs  out  of  my  aabes  rise  F 

Yet,  Zauger,  I  acquit  thee  of  my  blood ; 

For  I  bebeve,  thy  heart  hath  no  impression 

To  ruin  Mustaphu  for  his  succession. 

But  tell  what  colours  they  against  me  use. 

And  bow  my  father's  love  they  first  did  wound  P 
Priest.  Of  treason  towards  him  they  thee  aecuae ; 

Thy  iame  and  greatneas  give  their  mahce  ground. 
Musi.  Good  world,  where  it  is  danger  to  be  good! 

Yet  grudge  I  not  power  of  myself  to  power : 

This  baseueaa  only  in  msjikind  I  blame. 

That  indignation  should  give  laws  to  tiling. 

Show  me  th^jUjti^i^— To  what  rules  am  I  bouo^  f 


Priett.  No  TtiH.n  commanded  is  by  God  to  die, 
As  loDg  as  he  may  pereeeutioa  fly. 

Mutt.  To  fly,  hath  scorn ;  —it  argues  cuiltimaja. 
Inherits  fear,  weaJdy  abandons  friends, 

Gives  tyrants  fame,  takes  honour  from  distreBB 

Death,  do  thy  worst !  thy  greatest  pains  have  end. 

Priett.  Mischief  IS  like  the  cockatrice's  eyes. 

Sees  first,  and  liilln  ;  or  is  seen  lirat,  and  dies. 
Hy  to  thy  strength,  wliich  makes  misfortuno  Toin. 
Boaaa  intenda  thy  ruin.     Wliat  is  she  F 
Seek  in  her  bowels  tor  thy  father  lost : 
Who  can  redeem  a  king  with  vDer  cost  ? 

Mu»t.  0  false  and  wicked  coloura  of  desire  ! 
Eternal  bondage  unto  bim  that  seeks 
To  be  possesa'd  of  all  things  that  he  hkea  ! 
Shall  I,  a  son  and  subject,  seem  to  dare, 
For  any  aelfiieBs,  to  set  realms  on  fire  ; 
Which  golden  titles  to  rebellions  are  ? 
Heli,  ev'u  you  have  told  me,  wealth  was  given 
Tko  wicked,  to  corrapi  themselvea  and  others  ; 
Oreatness  and  health  to  make  fleah  proud  and  cruel, 
Wliere  in  the  good,  sickness  mowa  down  desire. 
Death  gloriflea,  misfortune  bumbles. 
Since  therefore  life  is  but  tiie  throne  of  woe, 
Wliich  sickness,  pain,  deaire,  and  fear  inherit, 
Ever  moat  worth  to  men  of  weakest  apirit ; 
Shall  we,  to  languish  in  thia  brittle  jail. 
Seek,  by  fll  deeda,  to  ahun  ill  destiny  ; 
And  BO,  for  toys,  lose  immortality  ? 

Friest.  Fatal  neeeaaity  is  never  known 

Until  it  strike ;  and  till  that  blow  be  come, 
Wbo  falla  ia  by  falae  visions  overt^hrown. 

Mugt.  Blasphemous  love !  safe  conduct  of  the  ill ! 

What  power  hath  given  man's  wickedness  auch  skill  ? 

Friest.  Ah  servile  men  1  how  are  your  thoughts  bewitch'd 
With  hopes  and  fears,  the  price  of  your  aubjection, 
That  neither  sense  nor  time  can  make  you  see. 
The  art  of  power  will  leave  you  nothing  free  ! 

Mint.  Ia  it  in  ua  tc  rule  a  aultan's  will  ? 

Priett.  We  made  them  flrat  for  good,  and  not  for  ilL 

Must.  Our  goda  they  are ;  their  God  remains  above : 
To  think  against  anointed  power  is  deattu 
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Priegt.  To  worship  tyrants  in  no  work  of  &ith.  I 

MmI.  'Tis  rage  of  folly  that  contends  with  fate.  I 

Priest.  Tet  hazard  Bomething  to  preserve  the  state.  I 

Matt.  Sedition  woundB  what  should  preserved  be.  1 
Priegi.  To  wound  power's  humoura,  keeps  their  honoura  free,  ^ 

JfiMi    Admit  this  true :  what  sacrifice  prevaila  ?  I 

"Priest.  Force  the  petition  is  that  never  fails,  I 

Must.  "Where  then  is  nature's  place  for  innocence  F  I 

Priest.  ProBperity,  that  nerer  makes  offence.  I 

Must.  Hath  destiny  no  wheels  hut  mere  occaaion  ?  I 

Priest.  Could  east  upon  the  west  else  make  invasion  P  I 

Mint.  Confusion  follows  where  obedience  leaves.  1 
Priest.  The  tyrant  only  that  event  deceives. 
Mtut.  And  are  the  ways  of  truth  and  honour  such  P 
Priest.  Weakness  doth  ever  think  it  owes  too  much. 
Must.  Hath  tame  her  glorious  colours  out  of  fear? 
Priest.  What  is  the  world  to  him  that  is  not  there  ? 
Must.  Tempt  me  no  more.     G-ood-wiU  is  then  a  pain, 

When  ner  words  beat  the  heart  and  cannot  enter. 

I  constant  in  my  counsel  do  remain, 

And  more  lives  for  my  own  life  will  not  venture. 

My  fellows,  rest :  our  Alcoran  doth  bind, 

Tha,t  I  alone  should  first  my  father  find. 

A  Messenger  enters.  J 

Me»senger.  Sir,  by  our  lord's  commandment,  here  I  wait,  I 

To  guide  you  to  his  presence,  I 

Where,  like  a  king  and  father,  he  intends  I 

To  honour  and  acquaint  you  with  his  ends.  I 

Must.  Heli,  farewell ;  all  fates  are  from  above  I 

Chain'd  unto  humours  that  must  rise  or  fall,  I 

Think  what  we  will,  men  do  but  what  they  shaJl.  I 

ACHMAT  descriiet  the  mnoitff  o/'MtraTSFiti's  e.raea(ioji  lo  Zi]fOBB.      I 

ACHMAT.      ZiNGEB.  I 

Achm.  When  Solymim,  by  cunning  spite  I 

Of  Eoaaa's  witchcrafts,  from  his  heart  bad  hanish'd  I 

Justice  of  kings,  and  lovingnesa  of  fathers,  I 

To  wage  and  lodge  such  camps  of  heady  passion  \,  I 

As  that  sect's  cunning  practjees  could  gather;  I 

Envy  took  hold  of  worth  r  doubt  did  miaconatrue ;  I 

Eenown  was  made  a  lie,  and  yet  a  terror :  I 

Nothing  could  calm  bis  rage,  or  move  compassion :  I 

Maetapim  muBt  die.    To  which  end  fetch'd  he  wm,  J 


Lttden  wiik  kopes  and  ptfJBBi  of  &¥oiir. 
So  Tile  a  tidiig  k  czsft  in  eroT  liearl. 
As  it  mikes  power  itadf  descend  to  ait. 
Wlnle  llmti^ilis,  tint  neither  iioped  nor  fesr'd. 
Seeing  tbe  stonns  of  nge  and  danger  coming, 
Yet  came ;  and  came  aeeompanied  with  power. 
Bat  neither  power,  whidi  wairanted  his  sa£e<tT, 
Xor  safetr,  tiiat  makes  Tiolence  a  josdce, 
Coold  hold  him  from  obedimoe  to  this  tiirone ; 
A  go^h,  which  hadi  devoor'd  manj  a  one. 

Zamg,  Alas !  eoold  neither  tm^  appease  his  fuiT, 
Nor  his  nnhx^d  homilitj  of  coming. 
Nor  ai^  secret-witnessing  ronorses  ? 
Can  nature  from  herself  make  such  diTorces  P 
Ten  on,  that  all  the  worid  may  me  and  wonder. 

Achm.  There  is  a  place  enTiioned  with  trees, 

Up<m  whose  shadowed  centre  there  is  pitch'd 

A  large  emhroider'd  sumptuous  psTilion ; 

The  stately  throne  of  tyiann j  and  murder ; 

Where  mig^tj  men  are  shun,  before  the j  know 

That  they  to  other  than  to  honour  go. 

Mustapl^i  no  sooner  to  the  port  did  come, 

But  thither  he  is  sent  for  and  conducted 

By  six  slaye  eunuchs,  either  taught  to  colour 

Mischief  with  reverence,  or  forced,  by  nature, 

To  reverence  true  virtue  in  misfortune. 

While  Mustapha,  whose  heart  was  now  resolved, 

Not  fearing  death,  which  he  might  have  prevented ; 

Nor  craving  life,  which  he  might  well  have  gotten. 

If  he  would  other  duties  have  forgotten ; 

Yet  glad  to  speak  his  last  thoughts  to  his  father, 

Desired  the  eunuchs  to  entreat  it  for  him. 

They  did ;  wept  they,  and  kneeled  to  his  father. 

But  bloody  rage  that  glories  to  be  cruel, 

And  jealousy  that  fears  she  is  not  fearM, 

Made  Solyman  refuse  to  hear,  or  pity. 

He  bids  them  haste  their  charge ;  and  bloody-eyed 

Beholds  his  son,  while  he  obeying  died. 

Za/ng,  How  did  that  doing  heart  endure  to  suffer  P 
Tell  on. 

Quicken  my  powers,  harden' d  and  dull  to  good, 
Which,  yet  unmoved,  hear  teU  of  brother's  blood* 
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Aekm,  While  these  aii  eiinuchs  to  this  chH-ge  appointed 
(Whose  hearts  had  never  used  their  hands  lo  pity, 
Whose  hande,  now  only,  trembled  to  do  murder) 
With  reverence  and  fear  stood  stiD  amazed ; 
Loath  to  cut  off  Buch  worth,  afraid  to  eave  it; 
Mustapha,  with  thonghts  resolved  and  united, 
Bids  them  fulfU  their  charge  and  look  no  further. 
Their  hearts  afraid  to  let  their  hands  be  doing, 
The  cord,  that  batefiil  iuBtrument  of  murder. 
They  lifting  up  let  fall,  and  falling  lift  it : 
Each  sought  to  help,  and  helping  hinder'd  other. 
Till  Muatapha,  in  haste  to  he  an  angel. 
With  heavenly  smiles,  and  quiet  words,  foreshows 
The  joy  and  peace  of  those  soids  where  he  goes. 
His  last  words  were :  "  O  father,  now  forgive  me ; 
Forgive  them  too  that  wrought  my  overthrow: 
Let  my  grave  never  minister  offences. 
For  since  my  father  coveteth  my  death, 
Behold  with  joy  I  offer  him  my  breath." 
The  eunuchs  roar :  Solyman  his  rage  is  glutted ; 
His  thoughts  divine  of  vengeance  for  this  murder : 
Rumour  flies  up  and  down ;  the  people  murmur : 
Sorrow  gives  laws  before  men  know  the  tnith  : 
Fear  prophesieth  aloud,  and  threatens  ruth. 

'RoilBS  deacriiea  io  AcBMi-T  the  pojmlar  Jkry  ahich  follotced  upon  tlu 
execution  of  MnsTApm. 
EOSTES.      ACHUAT. 

Eos.  When  Mustapha  was  by  the  eunuchs  strangled, 
Forthwith  his  camp  grow  doubtful  of  his  absence; 
The  guard  of  Solyman  himself  did  murmur : 
People  began  to  search  their  prince's  counsels : 
Fury  gave  laws :  the  laws  of  duty  vaaiah'd : 
Kind  fear  of  liim  they  loved  self-fear  had  banish'd. 
The  headlong  spirita  were  the  heads  that  guided : 
He  that  most  disobey' d,  was  most  obey'd. 
Fury  so  suddenly  became  united, 
Aa  while  her  forces  nourished  confusion. 
Confusion  seem'd  with  discipline  delighted. 
Towards  Solyman  they  run  :  and  as  the  waters, 
That  meet  with  banks  of  snow,  makes  snow  grow  waterj 
So,  ev'n  those  guards,  that  stood  to  interrupt  them, 
Oire  easy  passage,  and  pa^s  on  amongst  them. 
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Soljinan,  who  saw  this  storm  of  mischief  coming, 
Thmks  absence  his  best  argument  unto  them : 
Eetires  himself^  and  sends  me  to  demand, 
"What  they  demanded,  or  what  meant  their  coming  P 
I  speak :  they  cried  for  Mustapha  and  Achmat. 
Some  bid  away ;  some  kill ;  some  save  ;  some  hcark(*n. 
Those  that  cned  save,  were  those  that  sought  to  kill  oio. 
Who  cried  hark,  were  those  that  first  brake  silence; : 
They  held  that  bade  me  so.    Humility  was  guilty ; 
"Words  were  reproach ;  silence  in  me  was  scornful ; 
They  answer'd  ere  they  ask'd;  assured,  and  doubted. 
I  fled ;  their  fiiry  follow'd  to  destroy  me ; 
Pury  made  haste ;  haste  multiplied  their  fury ; 
Each  would  do  all ;  none  would  give  place  to  other. 
The  hindmost  strake ;  and  while  the  foremost  lifted 
Their  arms  to  strike,  each  weapon  hindered  other : 
Their  running  let  their  strokes,  strokes  let  their  running. 
Desire,  mortal  enemy  to  desire. 
Made  them  that  sought  my  life,  give  life  unto  me. 

[These  two  tragedies  of  Lord  Brooke  might  with  more  propriety  have 
been  termed  political  treatises  than  plays.  Their  author  has  strangely 
contrived  to  make  passion,  character  and  interest,  of  the  highest  order 
subservient  to  the  expression  of  state  dogmas  and  mysteries.  He  is  nine 
parts  Machiavel  and  Tacitus,  for  one  part  Sophocles  or  Seneca.  In  this 
writer^s  estimate  of  the  fieunilties  of  his  own  mmd,  the  understanding  must 
haye  held  a  most  tyrannical  pre-eminence.  Whether  we  look  into  his 
plays,  or  his  most  passionate  love-poems,  we  shall  find  all  frozen  and 
made  rigid  with  intellect.  The  finest  movements  of  the  human  heart,  the 
utmost  grandeur  of  which  the  soul  is  capable,  are  essentially  comprised  in 
the  actions  and  speeches  of  Ceelica  and  Camena.  Shakftpcare,  wiio  seems 
to  have  had  a  peculiar  delight  in  contemplating  womanly  perfection, 
whom  for  his  many  sweet  images  of  female  excellence  all  women  are  in  an 
especial  manner  bound  to  love,  has  not  raised  the  idSal  of  the  female  cha- 
racter higher  than  Lord  Brooke  in  these  two  women  has  done.  But  it 
requires  a  study  equivalent  to  the  learning  of  a  new  language  to  tmder* 
stand  their  meaning  when  they  speak.    It  is  indeed  hard  to  nit : 

Much  like  thy  riddle,  Samson,  in  one  day 
Or  seven  though  one  should  musing  sit. 

It  is  as  if  a  being  of  pure  intellect  should  take  upon  him  to  express  the 
emotions  of  our  sensitive  natures.  There  would  be  all  knowledge,  but 
sympathetic  expression  would  be  wanting.] 
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THE  CASE  IB  ALTERED  :  A  COMEDY,  BT  BEN  JOITSON. 
The  preient  humour  (o  iejiltaiced. 

ArBBLiA,  PH(EJfiXBi:LA,SM(er* ;  their  mother  being  lately  dead. 

Aur.  Boom  for  a  case  of  matrons,  coloiir'd  black  : 

How  motherly  my  mother's  death  hath  made  us  ! 

I  would  I  had  some  girls  now  to  bring  up ; 

0, 1  could  make  a  weuch  so  rirtuoua, 

She  should  say  grace  to  every  bit  of  meat, 

And  gape  no  wider  than  a  wafer's  thickness, 

And  she  should  make  IVench  courtesiea  so  moBt  low 

That  every  toueh  should  turn  her  over  backward. 

Pha^n.  Sister,  these  words  become  not  your  attire, 
Nor  your  estate  j  our  virtuous  mother's  death 
Should  print  more  deep  effects  of  sorrow  in  us, 
Than  may  be  worn  out  in  so  little  time. 
Aur.  Sister,  i  fcith  you  take  too  much  tobacco, 
It  makes  you  black  within  as  you  are  without. 
What,  true-stitch  sister,  both  your  sides  alike! 
Be  of  a  slighter  work ;  for,  of  my  word, 
You  shall  be  sold  as  dear,  or  rather  dearer. 
Will  you  be  bound  to  customs  and  to  rites. 
Shed  profitable  tears,  weep  for  advantage  ; 
Or  else  do  all  things  as  you  are  inclined  ? 
Eat  when  your  stomach  serves,  saith  the  physician, 
Not  at  eleven  and  six.     So,  if  your  humour 
Be  now  affected  with  this  heaviness. 
Give  it  the  reinfl,  and  spare  not ;  as  I  do 
In  this  my  pleasurable  appetite. 
It  is  Freeiaiani^m  to  alter  that, 
With  austere  judgment,  that  ia  given  by  nature. 
I  wept  (you  saw)  too,  when  my  mother  died ; 
For  then  I  found  it  easier  to  do  so. 
And  fitter  with  my  mode,  than  not  to  weep : 
But  now  'tis  otherwise.    Another  time 
Perhaps  I  shall  have  such  deep  thoughts  of  her, 
That  I  shall  weep  afiresh  some  twelvemonth  heicej 
And  I  will  weep,  if  I  be  so  disposed ; 
And  put  on  black  as  grimly  then  as  now. — 
Let  the  mind  go  still  with  the  body's  stature : 
Judgement  is  fit  for  judges ;  give  me  natii'e. 


^^^^^1  THE 

■    PrtMHUmiiut  ijf  treaeiers,  vat 
I      Lord  Paulo  Faenebe. 

'  Whv  I  ahould  fear  c 
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j^ng  at  the  tight  of  tlte  person  mnpeeted. 

{Speaking  to  Ainiself  c^ AsQ^LO.') 
Mt  thoughts  cannot  propose  a  reason 
Why  I  ahould  fear  or  faint  thus  in  my  hopes 
Of  one  so  much  endeared  to  my  lore : 
Some  spark  it  is,  kindled  within  the  soul, 
Whose  light  yet  breaks  not  to  the  outward  sense. 
That  propagates  this  timorous  suspect. 
TTia  actions  never  carried  any  force 
Of  change  or  weakness ;  then  I  injure  him, 
In  being  thus  cold-conceited  of  his  faith. 
0,  here  he  comes.        [  While  he  speahs  Asgeio  enters. 
jiiiffelo.  How  now,  sweet  lord,  what 's  the  matter  ? 
Paul.  Good  fiiith,  his  presence  mates  me  half-ashamed 
Of  my  stray'd  thoughts. 

Jaqttes  (a  Miser)  worsMpa  his  gold. 
Jaq.  'Tis  not  to  be  told 

What  aerrile  villaniea  men  will  do  for  gold. 

0,  it  began  to  have  a  huge  stroug  smell, 

With  lying  so  long  together  in  a  place : 

I  '11  give  it  vent,  it  shall  have  shift  enough  ; 

And  if  the  devil,  that  envies  all  goodness, 

Have  told  them  of  my  gold,  and  where  I  kept  it, 

I  '11  set  his  burning  nose  once  more  a  work 

To  smell  where  I  removed  it.     Here  it  is  j 

I  '!1  hide  and  cover  it  with  this  horse-dung. 

Who  will  suppose  that  such  a  precious  nest 

Is  crown'd  with  such  a  dunghill  escrement  ? 

In,  my  dear  life,  sleep  sweetly,  my  dear  child, 

Scarce  lawfidly  begott«a,  but  yet  gotten. 

And  that 's  enough.   Eot  all  hands  that  come  near  thee. 

Except  mine  own.     Burn  out  nJl  eyes  that  see  thee, 

Etcept  mine  own.     All  thoughts  of  thee  be  poison 

To  their  euamour'd  hearts,  escept  mine  own. 

I  '11  take  no  leave,  sweet  prince,  great  emperor, 

But  see  thee  every  minute :  king  of  kings, 

I  '11  not  be  rude  to  thee,  and  turn  my  back 

In  going  from  thee,  but  go  backward  out, 

With  my  face  towoiii  thee,  with  humble  courtesies. 
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distiiict  grotiflcstion  in  itself,  not  alone  considered  simplj  as  a  tjmoa     . 
wealth.     The  oldest  poeta,  -when  the;  introduce  h  miser,  conatajitl  j  msliB 
liim  addresB  his  gold  u  lus  miBtreea  ;  ok  Bometliiiig  to  be  seen,  felt,  and 
hugged  ;  ae  capable  of  satiiiiying  two  of  (he  Benscs  at  Icsst.     The  Bobiti- 
tution  of  a  thin  nnsatisfring  medioni  for  the  good  old  tangible  gold,  has 
made  BTarioe  quite  a  PlatoniG  aiTeotion  in  compuriBon  vdth  the  seeing, 
touching,  and  handling  pleasures  of  the  old  Chry^ophilitee.  A  banb-note 
can  no  more  satisfjr  the  touch  of  u  true  sensualiBt  in  this  pBision,  than    j 
Creusa  could  return  her  husband's  embrace  in  (ho  shwieE.     See  the  Cayi 
of  Mammon  in  Spenser ;  Barabas's  contompUtion  of  bis  wci^th  in  thi 
Jew  of  Malta ;  Luke's  raptures  in  the  Citj  Madam,  Ac.   Abore  sU,  hear 
Guiman,  in  that  eiceUent  oldBpaniah  noTcl,  The  Eogue,  enpatiate  or   ' 
■'  ruddy  cheeks  of  jour  golden  Ruddocks,  tout  P — ■-'■  p—1'.i=»-  ■ 
plump  and  full-faced  Portuguese,  and  your  elear-Bl        .    , 
Castile,"  which  he  and  his  fellone  the  bcggaxa  kept  seeret  to 
Biid  did  "privately  enjoy  in  a  plentiful  manner."     "  For  to  have  them,    I 
for  to  pay  them  away,  is  not  to  enjoy  theiu  ;  to  enjoy  them  is  to  haye   1 
tiiem  lying  by  us,  having  no  other  need  of  them  than  to  use  them  for  the   i 
clearing  of  the  eye-sight,  and  the  comforting  of  our  senseB.    ThcM  wo  did  J 
cany  about  with  us,  sewing  them  in  eome  patches  of  our  doublets  no^  I 
unto  the  heart,  and  as  close  to  the  skin  as  we  Could  liandsomely  quilt  them  J 
in,  holding  them  to  be  roslorative."] 


Odd  hevudls  hit  hard  coTidiiion  in  being  banished  from  court  i 
tadet^  of  ihe  priacesa  Julia. 
OVIB. 

Banish'd  the  court  ?  let  me  be  banish'd  life. 

Since  the  chief  end  of  life  is  there  concluded. 

Within  the  court  ia  ull  the  kingdom  bounded; 

And  aa  her  sacred  sphere  doth  comprehend 

Ten  thousaad  timea  so  much,  as  so  much  place 

In  any  part  of  all  the  empire  else, 

So  every  body,  moving  in  her  sphere, 

Contains  t«Q  thousand  times  as  much  in  bim 

As  any  other  her  choice  orb  esdudea. 

As  in  a  circle  a  magician,  then, 

Is  safe  against  the  spirit  he  excites. 

But  out  of  it  is  subject  to  his  rage,  I 

And  [osetb  all  the  virtue  of  his  art ; 

fio  1,  esiled  the  circle  of  the  court. 

Lose  all  the  good  gifts  that  in  it  I  joy'd. 

No  virtue  curreDt  is,  but  with  her  stamp ; 

And  no  vice  vicioas,  blanch'd  with  ker  white  hand. 
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The  court 's  the  abstract  of  all  Eome's  desert, 
And  my  dear  Julia  the  abstract  of  the  court. 
Methiuks,  now  I  come  near  her,  I  respire 
Some  air  of  that  late  comfort  I  received : 
And  while  the  evening,  with  her  modest  veil, 
Gives  leave  to  such  poor  shadows  as  myself 
To  steal  abroad,  I,  like  a  heartless  ghost, 
"Without  the  living  body  of  my  love, 
"Will  here  walk,  and  attend  her.     For  I  know 
Not  far  from  hence  she  is  imprisoned, 
And  hopes  of  her  strict  guardiaa  to  bribe 
So  much  admittance,  as  to  speak  to  me, 
And  cheer  my  fainting  spirits  with  her  breath. 
JuiXA.  appears  above  at  her  chamber^ndow, 

Jul.  Ovid !  my  love ! 

Ovid.  Here,  heavenly  Julia. 

Jul.  Here !  and  not  here !  O,  how  that  word  doth  play 
With  both  our  fortunes,  differing,  like  ourselves ; 
But  one,  and  yet  divided,  as  opposed ; 
I  high,  thou  low  I  O,  this  our  plight  of  place 
Doubly  presents  the  two  lets  of  our  love. 
Local  and  ceremonial  height  and  lowness ; 
Both  ways,  I  am  too  high,  and  thou  too  low. 
Our  minds  are  even,  yet :  0,  why  shoxild  our  bodies, 
That  are  their  slaves,  be  so  without  their  rule  ? 
I  'U  cast  myself  down  to  thee ;  if  I  die, 
I  'U  ever  live  with  thee :  no  height  of  birth. 
Of  place,  of  duty,  or  of  cruel  power, 
Shall  keep  me  from  thee ;  should  my  father  lock 
This  body  up  within  a  tomb  of  brass, 
Yet  I  'U  be  with  thee.    If  the  forms,  I  hold 
Now  in  my  soxil,  be  made  one  substance  with  it ; 
That  soul  immortal ;  and  the  same  'tis  now ; 
Death  cannot  raze  the  effects  she  now  retaineth : 
And  then  may  she  be  any  where  she  will. 
The  soxils  of  parents  rule  not  children's  souls ; 
"When  death  sets  both  in  their  dissolved  estates, 
Then  is  no  child  nor  father :  then  eternity 
Frees  all  from  any  temporal  respect. 
I  come,  my  Ovid ;  take  me  in  thine  arms ; 
And  let  me  breathe  my  soul  into  thy  breast. 

Ovid.  0  stay,  my  love ;  the  hopes  thou  dost  coueevNv^ 
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Of  thy  quick  death,  and  of  thy  future  life. 
Are  not  autheuticfll.     Thou  chooseBt  death. 
So  thou  mightst  joy  thy  love  in  the  other  life. 
But  know,  my  princely  love,  when  thou  art  dead, 
Thou  only  must  survive  in  perfect  houI  ; 
And  in  the  soul  are  no  affectiona : 
We  pour  out  our  affectioua  with  our  blood ; 
And  with  our  hlood's  afiections  fade  our  loves. 
No  life  hath  love  in  such  sweet  state  as  thia ; 
No  essence  is  bo  dear  to  moody  sense, 
Aa  flesh  and  hlood,  whose  quintesaence  is  aenae. 
Beauty,  compoaed  of  blood  Mid  flesh,  moves  more. 
And  ia  more  plausible  to  blood  and  fleah. 
Than  spiritual  beauty  con  be  to  the  spirit. 
Such  apprehension  aa  we  have  in  dreama 
(When  sleep,  the  bond  of  senses,  locks  them  up), 
Such  ahall  we  have  when  death  destroya  them  quite. 
If  love  be  then  thy  object,  change  not  life ; 
Live  high  and  happy  still ;  I  stiJl  below. 
Close  vrith  my  fortunea,  in  thy  height  shall  joy. 
Jul.  Ay  me !  that  virtue,  whose  brave  eagle's  wings 
With  every  stroke  blow  stars  in  burning  heaven, 
Should,  like  a  swaOow,  (preying  toward  atonns) 
riy  close  to  earth ;  and,  with  an  eager  plume, 
Pursue  those  objects  which  none  else  can  aee. 
But  seem  to  all  the  world  the  empty  air. 

Thus  thou,  poor  Orid,  and  all  virtuous  men,       

JIust  prey  Eke  awallows  on  invisible  food  j 

Puraumg  flies,  or  nothing:  and  thus -love. 

And  every  worldly  fancy,  is  transposed 

By  worldly  tyranny  to  what  plight  it  Hat. 

0  father,  since  thou  gavest  me  not  ray  mind, 

Strive  not  to  rule  it ;  take  but  what  thou  gavest 

To  thy  diaposure ;  thy  aflfectiona 

Kule  not  in  me ;  I  must  bear  all  my  griefs ; 

Let  me  use  all  my  pleaflures :  virtuous  love 

Was  never  scandal  to  a  goddess'  stale. 

But  he  's  infiesible !  and,  my  dear  love, 

Tliy  life  may  chance  be  shorten'd  by  the  length 

Of  my  un^villing  speeches  to  depart. 

Farewell,  sweet  lite :  though  thou  be  yet  exiled 


The  ofluaQiifl  qi 


:  though  tl 
^  enjoy  me  amply  etiU: 
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My  soul,  in  this  my  breath,  enters  tliine  ears ; 
And  on  this  turret's  floor  will  1  lie  dead, 
Till  we  may  meet  again.     In  this  proud  height, 
I  kneel  beneath  thee  in  my  prostrate  love. 
And  kiss  the  happy  sands  that  kiss  thy  feet. 
Great  Jove  submits  a  sceptre  to  a  cell ; 
And  lovers,  ere  they  part,  will  meet  in  heU. 

Ovid.  Farewell  all  company,  and,  if  I  could, 

All  light,  with  thee :  heU's  shade  should  hide  my 

brows, 
Till  thy  dear  beauty's  beams  redeem'd  my  vows. 

Jul,  Ovid,  my  love :  alas !  may  we  not  stay 
A  little  longer,  think'st  tnou,  undiscem'd  ? 

Ovid,  For  thine  own  good,  fair  goddess,  do  not  stay. 
Who  would  enga£;e  a  firmament  of  fires. 
Shining  in  thee,  for  me,  a  falling  star  ? 
Begone,  sweet  life-blood :  if  I  should  discern 
Thyself  but  touch* d  for  my  sake,  I  should  die. 

Jul.  I  will  begone  then ;  and  not  Heaven  itself 
Shall  draw  me  back. 

Ovid.  Tet,  Julia,  if  thou  wilt, 
A  little  longer  stay. 

Jul.  I  am  content. 

Ovid.  O  mighty  Ovid !  what  the  sway  of  Heaven 
Could  not  retire,  my  breath  hath  turned  back. 

Jul.  Who  shall  go  first,  my  love  ?  my  passionate  eyes 
Will  not  endure  to  see  thee  turn  from  me. 

Ovid.  K  thou  go  first,  my  soul  wiU  follow  thee. 

Jul.  Then  we  must  stay. 

Ovid.  Ay  me !  there  is  no  stay 

In  amorous  pleasures.     If  both  stay,  both  die. 

I  hear  thy  father.     Hence,  my  deity.      [Julia  ffoes  in 

Fear  forgeth  sounds  in  my  deluded  ears ; 

I  did  not  hear  him :  I  am  mad  with  love. 

There  is  no  spirit,  under  heaven,  that  works 

With  such  illusion :  yet,  such  witchcraft  kill  me, 

Ere  a  sound  mind,  without  it,  save  my  life. 

Here  on  my  knees  I  worship  the  blest  place, 

That  held  my  goddess ;  and  the  loving  air„ 

That  closed  her  body  in  his  silken  arms. 

Vain  Ovid !  kneel  not  to  the  place,  nor  air : 

She  's  in  thy  heart ;  rise  then,  and  ^OT%\ii^  >iNaetvi^ 
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The  truCBt  wisdom,  sUly  men  can  have, 
la  dotage  on  the  follies  of  their  fleah. 

ApQtrgTCa  rK»oo«tr»ej  tcilh  iis  Courtiora  coiKfrmnff  Foefty. 

Cjisab,  MscMSA.a,  Gaxlttb,  TiBtrtiifa,  Hokack. 
Eqmteg  Somani. 
Oss.  We,  that  have  conquer'd  still  to  eave  the  conquer'd. 
And  loved  to  make  inflietioaa  fear'd,  not  felt ; 
Grieved  to  reproTe,  and  jojful  to  reward, 
More  proud  of  reconcilement  than  revenge, 
Besume  into  the  late  state  of  our  love 
Worthy  ComelinB  Gnllns  and  TibulluB'. 
Ton  both  are  gentlemen ;  you,  Cornelius, 
A  soldier  of  renown,  and  the  first  provost 
That  ever  let  our  Eomftn  Eagles  fly 
On  swarthy  Egypt,  quarried  with  her  spoils. 
Tet  (not  to  bear  cold  forms,  nor  men's  out-terma. 
Without  the  inward  fires,  and  lives  of  men) 
You  both  have  virtues,  shining  through  your  shapes ; 
To  show,  your  titles  are  not  writ  on  posts, 
Or  hollow  statues ;  which  the  beat  men  are. 
Without  Promethean  stuiBngs  reach'd  from  heaven. 
Sweet  Poesy'a  sacred  garhmifc  crown  your  gentry ; 
Which  ia,  of  all  the  faculties  on  earth, 
The  most  abstract,  and  perfect,  if  she  be 
True  bom,  and  nursed  with  all  the  sciencea. 
She  can  so  mould  Borne,  and  her  monuments, 
ATithin  the  liquid  marble  of  her  lines, 
That  they  BbiUl  stand  fresh  and  miraculous, 
Ev'n  when  they  mix  with  innovating  dust ; 
In  her  sweet  streams  shdl  our  brave  Eoman  spirits 
Chase,  and  swim  after  death,  with  their  choice  deeds 
Shining  on  their  white  shoulders ;  and  therein 
Shall  Tiber,  and  our  famous  rivers,  fall 
With  such  attraction,  that  the  ambitious  line 
Of  the  round  world  shall  to  her  centre  shrink. 
To  hear  their  music.     And  for  theae  high  parts, 
I  Cipsar  shall  reverence  the  Pierian  arts. 

I  Mee.  Tour  majesty's  high  grace  to  poesy 

I  Shall  stand  'gainst  all  the  dull  detractions 

I  Of  leaden  souls ;  who,  for  tlie  v'ain  nasumings 

I  '  Thej  iod  ollkided  the  emperor  by  couoealing  tha  lovo  of  Ovid  fi* 
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Of  some,  quite  worthless-  of  her  sovereign  wreaths, 
Contain  her  worthiest  prophets  in  contempt. 

Oal.  Happy  is  Borne  of  all  earth's  other  states, 
To  have  so  true  aad  great  a  president, 
For  her  inferior  spirits  to  imitate. 
As  CsBsar  is ;  who  addeth  to  the  sun 
Influence  and  lustre,  in  increasing  thus 
His  inspirations,  kindling  fire  in  us. 

Hot,  Phoebus  himself  shall  kneel  at  Caesar's  shrine 
And  deck  it  with  bay-garlands  dew'd  with  wine, 
To  quit  the  worship  Csesar  does  to  him : 
Where  other  princes,  hoisted  to  their  thrones 
By  Fortune's  passionate  and  disorder'd  power. 
Sit  in  their  height  like  clouds  before  the  sun, 
Hindering  his  comforts ;  and  (by  their  excess 
Of  cold  in  virtue,  and  cross  heat  in  vice) 
Thunder  and  tempest  on  those  learned  heads, 
Whom  Cfiesar  with  such  honour  doth  advance. 

Tib,  All  human  business  Fortune  doth  command 
Without  all  order ;  and  with  her  blind  hand. 
She,  blind,  bestows  blind  gifts :  that  still  have  nursed,. 
They  see  not  who,  nor  how,  but  still  the  worst. 

C(S8,  Caesar,  for  his  rule,  and  for  so  much  stuff 
As  Fortune  puts  in  his  hand,  shall  dispose  it 
(As  if  his  hand  had  eyes,  and  soul,  in  it) 
With  worth  and  judgment.   Hands  that  part  with  gifts, 
Or  will  restrain  their  use,  without  desert. 
Or  with  a  misery,  nimib'd  to  Virtue's  right, 
Work,  as  they  nad  no  soul  to  govern  them, 
And  quite  reject  her ;  severing  their  estates 
From  human  order.     Whosoever  can. 
And  wiU  not  cherish  Virtue,  is  no  man. 

Eqv^es,  Virgil  is  now  at  hand,  imperial  Caesar. 

CcBs.  Bome's  honour  is  at  hand  then.     Fetch  a  chair. 
And  set  it  on  our  right-hand ;  where  'tis  fit, 
Bome's  honour  and  our  own  should  ever  sit. 
Now  he  is  come  out  of  Campania, 
I  doubt  not  he  hath  finish' d  all  his  jEneids ; 
Which,  like  another  soul,  I  long  to  enjoy. 
What  think  you  three  of  Virgil,  gentlemen, 
(That  are  of  his  profession  though  rank'd  higher) 
Or,  Horace,  what  sayst  thou,  that  art  tha  "^ooteek^.^ 
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And  likeliest  to  envy  or  to  detract  ? 

Mar.  Ctesar  speaks  after  common  men  in  this, 
To  make  u  difference  of  me  for  my  poomeas ; 
Aa  if  the  filth  of  poverty  sunk  as  deep 
Into  a  knowing  spirit,  as  tbo  bone 
Of  riches  doth  into  an  ignorant  soni 
No,  CiBsar  (  they  be  pathless  moorish  minds. 
That  being  once  made  rotten  vrith  the  dung 
Of  damned  riches,  ever  after  sink 
Beneath  the  steps  of  any  villany. 
But  knowledge  is  the  nectar,  that  keeps  sweet   ' 
A  perfect  soul,  ev'n  in  thia  grave  of  ain ; 
And  for  my  soul,  it  ia  ae  free  aa  CieBar'B : 
For  what  I  know  ia  duo  I  '11  give  to  all. 
He  that  detracts,  or  envies  virtuous  merit, 
Is  still  the  covetous  and  the  ignorant  spirit. 

Ctss.  Thanks,  Horace,  for  thy  free  and  wholesome  sharp- 

Wbich  pleaseth  CsDsar  more  than  servile  fawns. 
A  flatter'd  prince  soon  timis  the  prince  of  fools. 
And  for  thy  sake,  we  '11  put  no  difference  more 
Between  the  great  and  good  for  being  poor. 
Say  then,  loved  Horace,  thy  true  thought  oi'  Virgil. 
Hot.  I  judge  him  of  a  rectified  spirit. 
By  many  revolutions  of  discourse, 
(In  his  bright  reason's  influence)  refined 
Prom  ail  the  tartarous  moods  of  common  men ; 
Bearing  the  nature  and  aimOitude 


And  then  as  clear  and  confident  aa  Jove. 
Gal.  And  yet  so  chaste  and  tender  is  his  ear. 

In  siifTering  any  syllable  to  pass. 

That  he  thinks  may  become  the  honour'd  nil 

Of  issue  to  his  so  eiamined  self; 

That  all  the  lasting  fruits  of  his  full  merit 

In  hia  own  poems,  he  doth  still  distaste ; 

As  if  his  mind's  piece,  which  he  strove  to  p-int, 

Could  not  with  fleshly  pencils  have  her  right. 
2Y6.  But  to  approve  liis  worTts  of  sovereign  worth. 

This  observation  (methinks)  more  than  seires ; 

Aad  ia  not  vulgar.     That  which  be  hath  writ. 
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Is  with  Bucli  judgment  labour' d,  and  distill'd 
Through  all  the  needful  uses  of  our  lives, 
That  could  a  man  remember  but  his  liaes, 
He  should  not  touch  at  any  serious  point, 
But  he  might  breathe  his  spirit  out  of  him. 

C(B8.  You  mean  he  mi^ht  repeat  part  of  his  works, 
As  fit  for  any  conference  he  can  use  ? 

Tib.  True,  royal  Csesar. 

C<s8.  Worthily  observed : 

And  a  most  worthy  virtue  in  his  works. 
What  thinks  material  Horace  of  his  learning  ? 

Hor,  His  learning  savours  not  the  school-like  gloss, 
That  most  consists  in  echoing  words  and  terms, 
And  soonest  wins  a  man  an  empty  name ; 
!Nor  anv  long,  or  iar-fetch'd  circmnstance, 
Wrapp  d  in  the  curious  generalties  of  arts ; 
But  a  direct  and  analytic  sum 
Of  all  the  worth  and  first  effects  of  arts. 
And  for  his  poesv,  'tis  so  ramm'd  with  Hfe, 
That  it  shall  gathei*  strength  of  life,  with  being, 
And  live  hereafter  more  admired  than  now. 

Ccd8.  This  one  consent,  in  all  your  dooms  of  him. 
And  mutual  loves  of  aU  your  several  merits. 
Argues  a  truth  of  merit  in  you  all. 

ViEGiL  enters. 
See  here  comes  Virgil ;  we  will  rise  and  greet  him : 
Welcome  to  Caesar,  Virgil.     Caesar  and  Virgil 
Shall  differ  but  in  sound ;  to  Caesar,  Virgil 
(Of  his  expressed  greatness)  shall  be  made 
A  second  simame ;  and  to  Virgil,  Caesar. 
Where  are  thy  famous  /Eneids  ?  do  us  grace 
To  let  us  see,  and  surfeit  on  their  sight. 

Tir,  Worthless  they  are  of  Caesar's  gracious  eyes. 

If  they  were  perfect ;  much*  more  with  their  wants ; 
Which  yet  are  more  than  my  time  could  supply. 
And  could  great  Caesar's  expectation 
Be  satisfied  with  any  other  service, 
I  would  not  show  them. 

C<B8,  Virgil  is  too  modest ; 

Or  seeks,  in  vain,  to  make  our  longings  more. 
Show  them,  sweet  Virgil. 

F3f#r  Then,  in  such  due  fear 
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As  fits  preaentera  of  great  works  to  Ceeaar, 
I  humbly  show  them. 

Cms.  Let  ua  now  behold 

A  human  aoul  mnde  visible  in  life ; 
And  more  refulgent  in  a  senseless  paper, 
Than  in  the  senaual  complement  of  kmga. 
Eead,  read,  thyself,  dear  Virgil ;  let  not  me 
Profane  one  accent  with  an  untuned  tonipie ; 
Best  matter,  badly  shown,  shows  worse  than  bad. 
See  then  this  chair,  of  purpose  set  for  thee, 
To  read  thy  poem  in ;  refuse  it  not. 
Virtue,  without  presumption,  place  may  take 
Above  beat  kings,  whom  only  she  should  make. 

Vir.  It  wHl  he  thought  a  thing  ridiculous 
To  present  eyes,  and  to  afl  future  times 
A  gross  untruth ;  that  any  poet  (void 
Of  birth,  or  wealth,  or  temporal  dignity,) 
Should,  with  decorum,  transcend  Cesar's  chair. 
Poor  virtue  raised,  high  birth  and  wealth  set  under, 
Crosaeth  Heaven's  courses,  and  makes  worldlings 
wonder. 

Cie«.  The  course  of  heaven,  and  fate  itself,  in  this 

"Will  CBBsnr  cross ;  much  more  aD  worldly  custom. 

Hor.  Custom  in  course  of  honour  ever  errs ; 

And  they  are  best,  whom  fortune  least  prefers. 

Ges.  Horace  hath  (but  more  strictly)  spoke  our  thoughta. 
The  vast  rude  swinge  of  general  confluence 
Is,  in  particular  ends,  eiempt  from  sense : 
And  therrfore  reason  (which  in  right  should  be 
The  special  rector  of  all  harmony) 
Sliall  show  we  are  a  man,  distinct  b^  it 
From  those,  whom  custom  rapteth  in  her  press. 
Ascend  then,  Virgil ;  and  where  first  by  chance 
We  here  have  tum'd  thy  book,  do  thou  first  read. 

Vir.  Great  CKsar  hath  his  will :  I  will  ascend. 
'Twere  simple  injury  to  his  free  hand. 
That  sweeps  the  cobwebs  from  unused  virtue. 
And  makes  her  shine  proportion'd  to  her  worth. 
To  be  more  nice  to  entertain  his  grace. 
Than  he  is  choice  and  liberal  to  afford  it. 

Ciss.  Gentlemen  of  our  chamber,  guard  the  doora. 

And  let  none  enter;  peace.    Begin,  good  TirgiL     . 
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ViBGiL  reads  paH  of  his  fowrth  JEneid, 
Vir,  Meanwliile,  the  skies  'gan  thunder,  &c« 

[This  Boman  play  seems  written  to  confute  those  enemies  of  Ben 
Jonson  in  his  own  days  and  ours,  who  have  said  that  he  made  a  pedan- 
tical  use  of  his  learning.  He  has  here  revived  the  whole  court  of  Augus- 
tus, by  a  learned  speU.  We  are  admitted  to  the  society  of  the  illustrious 
dead.  Yirgil,  Horace,  Ovid,  Tibullus,  converse  in  our  own  tongue  more 
finely  and  poetically  than  they  expressed  themselyes  in  their  native  Latin. 

^Nothing  can  be  imagined  more  elegant,  refined,  and  court-like  than 

the  scenes  between  this  Louis  the  Fourteenth  of  antiquity  and  his  lite- 
rati. The  whole  essence  and  secret  of  that  kind  of  intercourse  is  con- 
tained therein.  The  economical  liberality  by  which  greatness,  seeming  to 
wave  some  part  of  its  prerogative,  takes  care  to  lose  none  of  the  essen- 
tials ;  the  prudential  liberties  of  an  inferior  which  flatter  by  commanded 
boldness  and  soothe  vrith  complimental  sincerity.] 


SEJANUS  HIS  FALL :  A  TRAGEDY,  BY  BEN  JONSON. 

Sejaitus,  the  morning  he  is  condemned  by  the  Senate,  receives  some 

tokens  which  presage  his  death. 

Sejantjs.    Pomponitjs.    Minutitjs.    Teeentitts,  &e. 

Ter,  Are  these  things  true  ? 

Mm.  Thousands  are  gazing  at  it  in  the  streets. 

Sej.  What 's  that  ? 

Ter,  Minutius  tells  us  here,  my  lord, 

That  a  new  head  being  set  upon  your  statue, 

A  rope  is  since  found  wreath' d  about  it !  and 

But  now  a  fiery  meteor  in  the  form 

Of  a  great  ball  was  seen  to  roll  along 

The  troubled  air,  where  yet  it  hangs  unperfect. 

The  amazing  wonder  of  the  multitude. 

Sef.  No  more. — 

Send  for  the  tribunes ;  we  wiQ  straight  have  up 

More  of  the  soldiers  for  our  guard.     Minutius, 

We  pray  you  go  for  Cotta,  Latiaris, 

Trio  the  consul,  or  what  senators 

You  know  are  sure,  and  ours.     You,  my  good  Natta, 

Por  Laco  provost  of  the  watch.     Now,  Satrius, 

The  time  of  proof  comes  on.     Arm  all  our  servants, 

And  without  tumult.     You,  Pomponius, 

Hold  some  good  correspondence  with  the  consul ; 

Attempt  him,  noble  friend.     These  things  begin 

To  look  like  dangers,  now,  worthy  my  fates. 
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Fortune,  I  see  thy  worst ;  let  doubtful  states 
And  things  uncf  rtain  hang  upon  thy  will ; 
Me  surest  death  shall  render  certain  still. 
Yet  why  is  now  niy  thought  tum'd  toward  death, 
Whom  fates  have  let  go  on  bo  far  in  breath 
TTncheck'd  or  nnreproved  P     I,  that  did  help 
To  fell  the  lofty  eedur  of  the  world, 

GrermanicuB ;  tnat  at  one  stroke  cut  down  

DruBUB  that  upright  elm ;  wither'd  his  vine ; 

Laid  Silius  and  Sabinus,  two  strong  oaks, 

Plat  on  the  earth ;  besides  those  other  shniba, 

Cordua,  and  Soain,  Claudia,  Pulehra, 

I'umius,  and  Gallua,  which  I  have  grubb'd  up ; 

And  since,  have  set  my  use  so  strong  and  deep 

Into  the  root  of  spreading  Agrippiua ; 

Lopp'd  off  and  scatter'd  her  proud  branches,  Nero, 

DruBus,  and  Cains  too,  although  replanted : 

Kyou  will,  destinies,  that  after  all 

I  faint  now  ere  I  touch  my  period, 

Tou  are  but  cruel ;  and  I  a&eady  have  done 

Things  great  enough.    All  Eome  hath  been  my  slave ; 

The  senate  sat  an  idle  lookePHDn, 

And  witness  of  my  power ;  when  I  have  hlush'd 

More  to  command,  than  it  to  suffer ;  all 


The  latbera  have  sat  ready  and 


prepar 


To  give  me  empire,  tempfea,  or  their  throats, 

"When  I  would  ask  them ;  and  (what  crowi 

Some,  senate,  people,  all  the  world,  have  si 


Jove  but  my  equal,  Ctesar  but  my  second, 
'Tis  then  your  malice.  Fates,  who  (but  y( 
Envy  and  fear  to  have  any  power  long  ki 


s  the  top) 


AXEEN,  on  old  Shepherd,  inetivcls  'Robis  Hood's  men  Aoio  to  find  a 
Witch,  aad  koto  she  ia  io  be  hatUed. 

BoBiN  Hood.    Tuck.    Little  Jonif.    Scaelet,    Soatj 

LOCK.     Geo  BOB.     Alsbs.     CiiAEiOif. 
Taeh.  Hear  you  how 

i'fwr  Tom,  the  cook,  is  taken !  aH.  Mb  ioiota 
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Do  crack,  as  if  his  limbs  were  tied  with  points : 

His  whole  frame  shickeiis,  ani  a  kind  of  rack 

Euns  down  along  the  spondils  of  his  back ; 

A  gout,  or  cramp,  now  seizeth  on  his  head. 

Then  fialls  into  his  feet ;  his  knees  are  lead ; 

And  he  can  stir  his  either  hand  no  more 

Than  a  dead  stump  to  his  office,  as  before. 
Alk,  He  is  bewitch' d. 
Gla.  This  is  an  argument 

Both  of  her  malice,  and  her  power,  we  see. 
Alk,  She  must  by  some  device  restraiQed  be, 

Or  she  'U  go  far  in  mischief. 
Rob.  Advise  how. 

Sage  shepherd ;  we  shall  put  it  straight  in  practice. 
Alk.  Send  forth  your  woodmen  then  into  the  walks. 

Or  let  them  prick  her  footing  hence ;  a  witch 

Is  sure  a  creature  of  melancholy, 

And  will  be  found,  or  sitting  in  her  fourm. 

Or  else  at  relief,  like  a  hare. 
Cla,  You  speak, 

Aiken,  as  if  you  knew  the  sport  of  witch-hunting. 

Or  starting  of  a  hag. 
Rcib.  Go,  sirs,  about  it ; 

Take  Oeorge  here  with  you,  he  can  help  to  find  her. 
John,  Eare  sport,  I  swear,  this  hunting  of  the  witch 

Will  make  us. 
Scar,  Let 's  advise  upon  it,  like  huntsmen. 
Geo.  An  we  can  spy  her  once,  she  is  our  own. 
Scaih,  First  think  which  way  she  fourmeth,  on  what  wind : 

Or  north,  or  south. 
Geo.  Eor,  as  the  shepherd  said, 

A  witch  is  a  kind  of  hare. 
Scath.  And  marks  the  weather, 

As  the  hare  does. 
John.  Where  shall  we  hope  to  find  her  ? 
Alk.  Know  you  the  witches'  deU  ? 
Scar,  No  more  than  I  do  know  the  walks  of  heU. 
Alk,  Within  a  gloomy  diiQble  she  doth  dwell, 

Down  in  a  pit  o'ergrown  with  brakes  and  briars, 

Close  by  the  ruins  of  a  shaken  abbey. 

Torn  with  an  earthquake  down  unto  the  groimd^ 

'Mongst  graves,  and  grots,  near  an.  o\^  ^^TTi!^'\i<3Naafc 
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Where  you  shall  find  her  sitting  in  her  foiinn,™ 

Ae  fearful,  and  melancholic,  ns  that 

She  is  ahout ;  with  caterpillars'  kella. 

And  knotty  cobweba,  rounded  in  irith  spells. 

l^en  she  steals  forth  to  relief,  in  the  fogs, 

And  rotten  miats,  upon  the  fens  and  bogs, 

Down  to  the  drowned  lands  of  Lincolnshire ; 

To  make  ewes  cast  their  lambs,  swine  eat  their  &rrowj| 

The  housewife's  tun  not  work,  nor  the  milk  chum  ; 

"Writhe  children's  wrists,  and  suck  their  breath  in  sle^n 

Get  viala  of  their  blood ;  and  where  the  sea 

Costa  up  hia  slimy  ooze,  search  for  a  weed 

To  open  locka  with,  and  to  rivet  charms. 

Planted  about  her,  iu  the  wicked  seat 

Of  all  her  miBchiefa,  which  are  nuujifold. 

John.  I  wonder  such  a  story  could  be  told 
Of  her  dire  deeds. 

Geo.  I  thought,  a  witch's  banks 

Had  enclosed  uothins  but  the  merry  pranks 
Of  some  old  woman. 

Sear.  Tes,  her  malice  more, 

Scatk.  As  it  would  quickly  appear,  had  we  the  store 
Of  hia  collects. 

Geo.  Ay,  this  good  learned  man 
Can  speak  her  right. 

Scar.  He  knows  her  ahills  and  haunts. 

Alk.  And  all  her  wilea  and  turns.  The  venom'd  plan 
Wherewith  she  kills ;  where  the  and  mandrake  gi 
Whose  groans  are  deathful ;  the  dead  numbing 
The  stupeiying  hemlock ;  adder's  tongue,  [abatl 

And  martegan ;  the  shrieks  of  luckleas  owls. 
We  hear,  and  croaking  night-crows  in  the  air ; 
Oreen'beltied  snakes ;  blue  fire  drakes  in  the  eky ; 
And  giddy  flitter-mice  with  leather  wings ; 
The  scaly  beetles,  with  their  habergeons 
That  maie  a  humming  murmur  as  they  fly ; 
There,  in  the  stocks  of  trees,  white  fays  do  dwell, 
And  span-long  elves  that  dance  about  a  pool. 
With  each  a  little  elmngeling  in  their  arms: 
The  aiiy  spirits  play  with  falling  stara. 
And  mount  the  sphere  of  fire,  to  kiss  the  moon : 
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Or  rotten  wood,  o'er  which  the  worm  hath  crept, 
The  baneful  schedxile  of  her  nocent  charms. 
And  binding  characters,  through  which  she  wounds 
Her  puppets,  the  Simlla  of  her  witchcraft. 
All  this  I  know,  and  I  wiU  find  her  for  you ; 
And  show  you  her  sitting  in  her  fourm ;  I  'U  lay 
My  hand  upon  her ;  make  her  throw  her  scut 
Along  her  back,  when  she  doth  start  befote  us. 
But  you  must  give  her  law ;  and  you  shall  see  her 
Make  twenty  leaps  and  doubles,  cross  the  paths, 
And  then  squat  down  beside  us. 

John,  Crafty  croan, 

I  long  to  be  at  the  sport,  and  to  report  it. 

8ca/r,  "We  '11  make  this  hunting  of  the  witch  as  famous 
As  any  other  blast  of  venery 

Oeo,  K  we  could  come  to  see  her,  cry  so  hxw  once — 

Alk,  That  I  do  promise,  or  I  'm  no  good  hag-finder. 


CATILINB  HIS  CONSPIRACY:  A  TEAGEDY, 
BY  BEN  JONSON. 

^Hie  morning  of  the  conspircunf. — ^Lbntxtltts,  CETHsaus,  <md  Catiuns 
meet,  before  the  other  Conspirators  are  ready. 

Lent,  It  is  methinks  a  morning  full  of  fate : 

It  riseth  slowly,  as  her  sullen  car 

Had  all  the  weights  of  sleep  and  death  hung  at  it. 

She  is  not  rosy-finger' d,  but  swoln  black. 

Her  face  is  like  a  water  tum'd  to  blood, 

And  her  sick  head  is  bound  about  with  clouds, 

As  if  she  threaten' d  night  ere  noon  of  day. 

It  does  not  look  as  it  would  have  a  hail 

Or  health  wish'd  in  it,  as  on  other  moms. 
Cet,  Why,  all  the  fitter,  Lentulus :  our  coming 

Is  not  for  salutation :  we  have  business. 
Cat,  Said  nobly,  brave  Cethegus.    "Where 's  Autronius  P 
Cet,  Is  he  not  come  ? 
Cat,  Not  here. 
Cet,  Not  Vargunteius  ? 
Cat.  Neither. 
Cet.  A  fire  in  their  beds  and  bosoms, 

That  so  weU  serve  their  sloth  rather  than  virtwft. 
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3  Bomasa  and  nt  Buch  high  need 


Xe»(.  Both  they,  Longinua,  liecctt,  CuriuB, 

Fulvius,  Gflbinua,  gave  me  word  laat  night, 
By  Lucius  Beatia,  they  would  all  he  here. 
Aid  early. 

CH.  Yea !  aa  you,  had  I  not  eall'd  you. 

Come,  we  all  aleep,  and  are  mere  dormice ;  flies 
A  little  lesB  than  dead :  more  dulnesa  hangs 
On  ue  than  on  the  mom.     We  are  spirit-bound. 
In  ribe  of  ice ;  our  whole  bloods  are  one  stone ; 
And  honour  cannot  tbaw  us,  nor  our  wants, 
Though  they  bum  hot  as  fevers  to  our  states. 

Cut.  I  muae  they  would  be  tardy  at  an  hour 
Of  so  great  purpose. 

Cct.  If  the  goda  had  cail'd 

Them  to  a  purpose,  they  would  just  have  come 
"With  the  same  tortoise  speed;  that  are  thus  slow 
To  such  an  action,  which  the  gods  will  envy ; 
As  asking  no  less  means  than  all  their  powers 
Conjoin'!  to  effect.    I  would  have  seen  Eome  burnt 
By  thia  time,  and  her  aahea  in  an  urn; 
The  kingdom  of  the  senate  rent  asunder ; 
And  the  degenerate  talking  gown  run  frighted 
Out  of  the  air  of  Italy. 

Cat.  Spirit  of  men, 

Thou  heart  of  our  great  enterprise,  how  much 
I  love  these  voices  in  thee ! 

Get.  O  the  days 

Of  Sylla's  sway,  when  the  free  sword  took  leave 
To  act  all  that  it  would  1 

CiU.  And  was  familiar 
"With  entrails, 

CeC.  Sonfl  kill'd  fathers. 

Brothers  their  brothera  — — 

Cat.  And  had  price  and  praise : 

All  hate  and  licence  given  it ;  all  rage  reins, 

Cet.  Slaughter  heatrid  the  streets,  and  stretch'd  himself 
To  seem  more  huge ;  whilst  to  hia  stained  thigha 
The  gore  he  drew  flow'd  up,  and  carried  down 
"Whole  heaps  of  limbs  and  oodies  through  his  arch. 


r  augura  - 


Ifoa. 


I  spared,  n 
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Cat.  Nay,  no  degree 

Cet,  Not  infants  in  the  porch  of  life  were  firee. 

The  sick,  the  old,  that  could  but  hope  a  day 

Longer  by  nature's  bounty,  not  let  stay. 

Virgins  and  widows,  matrons,  pregnant  wives, 

All  died. 
Cat.  'Twas  crime  enough  that  they  had  lives. 

To  strike  but  only  those  that  could  do  hurt. 

Was  dull  and  poor.    Some  fell,  to  make  the  nimiber; 

As  some,  the  prey. 
Get.  The  rugged  Charon  fidnted, 

And  ask'd  a  navy  rather  than  a  boat. 

To  ferry  over  the  sad  world  that  came : 

The  maws  and  dens  of  beasts  could  not  receive 

The  bodies  that  those  soids  were  frighted  from ; 

And  ev'n  the  graves  were  fill'd  with  men  yet  living, 

Whose  flight  and  fear  had  mix'd  them  with  the  dead. 
Cat.  And  this  shall  be  again,  and  more,  and  more, 

Now  Lentulus,  the  third  Cornelius, 

Is  to  stand  up  in  Bome. 
Lent,  Nay,  urge  not  that 

Is  so  uncertain. 
Gat.  How! 
Lent.  I  mean,  not  clear' d ; 

And  therefore  not  to  be  reflected  on. 
Cat.  The  Sibyl's  leaves  uncertain !  or  the  comments, 

Of  our  grave,  deep,  divining  men,  not  clear ! 
Lent.  All  prophecies,  you  know,  sufler  the  torture. 
Cat.  But  this  ab*eady  hath  confess' d,  without; 

And  so  been  weigh' d,  examined,  and  compared, 

As  'twere  malicious  ignorance  in  him 

Would  faint  in  the  belief. 
Lent.  Do  you  believe  it  ? 
Gat.  Do  I  love  Lentulus,  or  pray  to  see  it  ? 
Lent.  The  augurs  all  are  constant  I  am  meant. 
•  Cat.  They  had  lost  their  science  else. 

Lent.  They  count  from  Cinna 

Cat.  And  Sylla  next and  so  make  you  the  third : 

All  that  can  say  the  sun  is  risen,  must  think  it. 
Lent.  Men  mark  me  more  of  late  as  I  come  forth ! 
Cat.  Why,  what  can  they  do  less  ?    Cinna  and  Sylla 

Are  set  and  gone ;  and  we  must  turn  our  eyea 
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On  him  that  is,  and  shines.     Noble  Cetlieyus, 
But  view  him  with  me  here !    He  looks  already 
Aa  if  he  shook  a  eeeptre  o'er  the  aenate, 
And  the  awed  purple  dropp'd  their  rods  and  axea. 
The  statues  melt  again,  and  household  gods 
In  groans  confess  the  travaUs  of  the  citr: 
The  very  walla  sweat  hlood  before  the  change  j 
And  stones  start  out  to  ruin,  ere  it  comes. 
Cet.  But  he,  and  we,  and  all,  are  idle  stilL 
Lent.  I  am  your  creature,  Sergius ;  and  whate'er 
The  great  Cornelian  name  ehall  win  to  be. 
It  ia  not  augury,  nor  the  Sibyl's  books. 
But  Catiline,  that  makes  it. 
Cat.  I  am  a  shadow 

To  honour'd  Lentulus,  and  CethegUB  here; 
Who  are  the  heirs  of  Mars. 


lOTEL  discovers  to  Ihe  HoST  of  the  JTsw  Inn,  Aw  love  for  the  JJiDT 
FSAKOBB,  ami  Ais  Teasoatfor  coaeealing  U^  pasnoti  from  Aw. 

Lov.  There  ia  no  life  on  earth,  but  being  in  love ! 
There  are  no  studies,  no  delights,  no  b 
No  intercourse,  or  trade  of  sense,  or  soul, 
But  what  is  love  !     I  was  the  laziest  c 
The  moat  unprofitable  sign  of  nothing, 
The  veriest  ixone,  and  slept  away  my  liie 
Beyond  the  dormouse,  till  I  was  in  love. 
And  now  I  can  outwaie  the  nightingale, 
Outwatch  an  usurer,  and  outwalk  him  too. 
Stalk  like  a  ghost  that  haunted  'bout  a  treasure ; 
And  all  that  fancied  treasure,  it  is  love ! 

Jlost.  But  is  your  name  Love-ill,  sir,  c 
I  would  know  that. 

Lov.  I  do  not  know  it  myself, 

^¥bethe^  it  is.     But  it  ia  love  hath  been 
The  hereditary  passion  of  oin-  house. 
My  gMitle  host,  and,  aa  I  gueas,  my  friend; 
The  truth  is,  1  have  loved  this  lady  Ions. 
And  impotently,  iritb  desire  enough, 


eature, 


e-weU? 
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But  no  success :  for  I  have  still  forborne 
To  express  it  in  my  person  to  her. 

Host,  How, then?  • 

Lov,  I  have  sent  her  toys,  verses,  and  anagrams, 
Trials  of  wit,  mere  trifles,  she  ha«  commended, 
But  knew  not  whence  they  came,  nor  could  she  guess. 

Host,  This  was  a  pretty  riddling  way  of  wooing ! 

Lov,  I  oft  have  been  too  in  her  company, 

And  look'd  upon  her  a  whole  day,  admired  her. 
Loved  her,  and  did  not  teU  her  so,  loved  still, 
Look'd  still,  and  loved;   and  loved,  and  look'd,  and 
But,  as  a  man  neglected,  I  came  off,  [sigh'd ; 

And  xmregarded. 

Host.  Could  you  blame  her,  sir. 

When  you  were  silent  and  not  said  a  word  ? 

LoD,  O,  but  I  loved  the  more ;  and  she  might  read  it 
Best  in  my  silence,  had  she  been 

Host, as  melancholic 

As  you  are.  Pray  you,  why  would  you  stand  mute,  sir  ? 

Lov.  O,  thereon  hangs  a  history,  mine  host. 

Did  you  ever  know  or  hear  of  the  lord  Beaufort, 

"Who  serv^ed  so  bravely  in  Erance  ?     I  was  his  page, 

And,  ere  he  died,  his  friend !     I  foUow'd  him 

First  in  the  wars,  and  in  the  times  of  peace 

I  waited  on  his  studies ;  which  were  right. 

He  had  no  Arthurs,  nor  no  Bosicleers, 

No  Knights  of  the  Sun,  nor  Amadis  de  Gauls, 

Primalions,  and  Pantagruels,  public  nothings ; 

Abortives  of  the  fabulous  dark  cloister. 

Sent  out  to  poison  courts,  and  infest  manners : 

But  great  Achilles',  Agamemnon's  acts, 

Sage  Nestor's  counsels,  and  Ulysses'  sleights, 

Tydides'  fortitude,  as  Homer  wrought  them 

In  his  immortal  fancy,  for  examplbs 

Of  the  heroic  virtue.     Or,  as  Virgil, 

That  master  of  the  epic  poem,  limn'd 

Pious  JEneas,  his  religious  prince. 

Bearing  his  aged  parent  on  his  shoulders, 

Eapt  from  the  flames  of  Troy,  with  his  young  son. 

And  these  he  brought  to  practise  and  to  use. 

He  gave  me  first  my  breeding,  I  acknowledge^. 

Then  shower'd  his  Doimties  on  me,  Uke  t\i^  'Hlows^^ 
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That  open-handed  ait  upon  the  clouds, 
And  preBS  the  hberality  of  Heaven 
Down  to  the  laps  olithankfiil  men !     But  then, 
The  truBt  committed  to  me  at  his  death 
"Was  above  all,  and  leit  ao  strong  a  tie 
On  all  Tiy^  powere  oa  time  shall  not  diaaolve, 
Till  it  dissolve  itself,  and  hury  all : 
The  care  of  his  brave  heir  and  only  son ! 
Who  being  a  virtuoua,  sweet,  young,  hopeful  lord. 
Hath  cart  his  first  affections  on  this  lady : 
And  though  I  know,  and  may  presume  her  aueb. 
As,  out  of  humour,  will  return  no  love, 
And  therefore  might  indifferently  be  made 
The  courting-stock  for  all  to  practise  on, 
As  she  doth  practise  on  us  all  to  acorn ; 
Tet  out  of  a  religion  to  my  charge. 
And  debt  profeas'd,  I  have  made  a  aelf-decree, 
Se'er  to  eipreas  my  person  though  my  passion 
Bum  me  to  cinders, 
Loi~£i,  in  thepresetuKOfthe  Ladt  Fbakceb,  tlieyowtg  LoBD  BsicjOBI 
imd  other  Guests  of  the  Neta  Znn,  defiiiei  lehat  lone  it. 

Lov.  What  else 

Is  love,  but  the  moat  noble,  pure  affection 

Of  what  is  truly  beautiful  and  fair  ? 

Desire  of  union  with  the  thing  beloved  ? 
Beau:  1  have  read  aomewhere,  that  man  and  woman 

Were,  in  the  firat  creation,  both  one  piece, 

And  being  cleft  aaunder,  ever  since 

Love  was  an  appetite  to  be  rejoin'd. 
Lot>.  It  is  fl  fable  of  Plato's,  in  his  Banquet, 

And  utter'd  there  by  Ariatophanea. 
S.oiit.  'Twas  well  remember'd  here,  and  to  good  use. 

But  on  with  your  description  what  love  ia. 

Desire  of  union  with  the  thing  beloved. 
I.  1  meant  a  definition.     For  I  mahe 

The  efficient  ennse,  what 's  beautiful  and  fair. 

The  formal  cause,  the  appetite  of  union. 

The  final  cause,  the  union  itself.  _ 

But  larger,  if  you  '11  have  it,  by  description : 

It  is  a  futme  and  ardour  of  the  mind, 

Dead  in  the  proper  coi-pae,  quick  in  another's, 
TnujHl'ers  the  lover  into  tlae  \u\ei. 
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That  he,  or  she,  that  loves,  eBgraves  or  etamps 
The  idea  of  what  they  love,  flint  iii  themselves : 
Or,  like  to  glaasee,  bo  their  ullnds  take  in 
The  forms  of  their  beloved,  and  them  reflect. 
It  is  the  likeuess  of  afleetiona, 
la  hoth  the  parent  and  the  nurse  of  love. 
Love  is  a,  epiritual  coupling  of  two  souIb, 
So  much  more  excellent  aa  it  least  relates 
Unto  the  body ;  circular,  eternal ; 
Kot  feign'd,  or  made,  but  bom  :  and  then,  bo  preeioua, 
Ab  naught  fan  value  it  but  itself;  ao  free, 
As  nothing  can  command  it  but  itself. 
And  in  itself  bo  round  and  liberal. 
As,  where  it  favours,  it  bestows  itaelf. 
But  we  must  take  and  understand  this  love 
Along  still  as  a  name  of  dignity, 
Kot  pleasure. 

True  love  hath  no  unworthy  thought,  no  hyht 
Loose  unbecoming  appetite,  or  strain ; 
But  fixed,  constant,  pure,  immutable. 
Beau.  I  relish  not  these  phUosophical  leasta : 

Give  me  a  banq^uet  of  sense,  like  that  of  Ovid ; 
A  form,  to  take  the  eye ;  a  voice,  mine  ear ; 
Pure  aromatics  to  my  scent ;  a  soft 
Smooth  dainty  hand  to  touch  ;  and,  for  my  taste, 
Ambrosiac  kisses  to  melt  down  the  palate. 
Lov.  They  are  the  earthly,  lower  form  of  lovers, 
Are  only  taken  with  what  strikes  the  senses, 
And  love  by  that  loose  scale.     Although  I  grant. 
We  like  what 's  fair  and  graceful  in  an  objeL-t, 
And  (true)  would  use  it,  in  them  aU  we  tend  to, 
'  Both  of  our  civil  and  domestic  deeds, 

In  ordering  of  an  army,  in  our  style. 
Apparel,  gesture,  building,  or  what  not  ? 
All  arts  and  actions  do  affect  their  beauty. 
But  put  the  case,  in  travel  I  may  meet 
Some  gorgeous  structure,  a  brave  frontispiece, 
Shall  1  stay  captive  in  the  outer  court. 
Surprised  with  that,  and  not  advance  to  know 
Who  dwells  there,  and  inhahiteth  the  house  ? 
There  is  my  friendship  to  be  made,  wit\i\ii- 
With  what  can  love  roe  again  •,  nut  ■«\t\v  Vfte  -kw^V, 
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Doors,  wiudoWK,  ari'bitravtid,  the  frieze,  and  uomice. 
JMy  end  m  lost  in  loving  of  a  lace, 
Au  eye,  lip,  iioHe,  linud,  foot,  or  other  part, 
Wlioee  all  is  but  a  statue  if  the  mind 
Move  not,  whicli  only  cau  make  tlie  returu. 
Tho  end  uf  love  ia,  to  have  two  made  oue 
In  will,  mid  in  uifectiou,  that  the  luiudii 
Be  lirat  iaoeuluted,  aot  the  bodies. 
The  body's  love  is  frail,  subject  to  change, 
And  alter  atill  with  it :  the  muid's  u  iii-m, 
Oue  and  the  same,  proceedcth  tirst  &um  weighiug. 
Add  well  ezamiaiug  what  is  Mr  and  good ; 
Then  what  is  like  in  reasou,  tit  iu  mauuera  ; 
That  breeds  good  will :  good  will  deaire  of  uuiou. 
Ho  k.iuwlodge  first  begeta  beuevoleaee. 
Benevolence  breeds  friendship,  trieudahip  love: 
Aud  where  it  starts  or  steps  aside  from  tluH, 
It  is  a  mere  degeueroua  appetite, 
A  lost,  oblique,  depraved  uS'ectiou, 
Aiid  bears  uo  mBi>k  or  character  of  love. 
Niir  do  they  trespass  within  bounds  of  pardoa 
That  giving  way  aud  licence  to  their  love. 
Divest  him  of  his  noblest  orna.uents, 
Whicli  are  his  modesty  and  sbame&cedness : 
And  ao  they  do,  that  have  unfit  dei%'iis 
Upon  the  parties  they  pretend  to  love. 
l''or  what 's  more  monstrous,  more  a  prodigy, 
Than  to  hear  me  protest  truth  of  attectiou 
XTuto  a  person  that  I  would  dishonour  F 
And  what 's  a  more  dishonour,  than  defecing 
Another's  good  with  forfeiting  mine  own, 
And  drawing  on  a  fellowship  of  ain  i 
I'rom.  note  of  which  though  for  awhde  we  may 
Be  both  kept  sale  by  caution,  yet  the  conscieaw 
Cannot  be  cleansed.     I'or  what  was  hitherto 
GaJl'd  by  the  name  of  love,  becomes  destroy'd 
Then,  with  the  fact ;  the  iimoceucy  lost. 
The  bating  of  aflection  soon  will  follow ; 
And  love  is  uever  true  that  ia  not  lasting; 
No  more  than  any  can  be  pm-e  or  pert'eut, 
Tliat  uutertoioa  more  than  oue  object. 
.f^Xhaav  aud  il\e  preceding  eitracla  may  wmeUjaWniVVw 
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and  elegance  of  mind  of  the  supposed  rugged  old  bard.  A  thousand 
beautiftd  passages  might  be  adduced  iorom.  those  numerous  court  masques 
and  entertainments  which  he  was  in  the  daily  habit  of  furnishing,  to 
prove  the  same  thing.  But  they  do  not  come  within  mj  plan.  That 
which  follows  is  a  specimen  of  that  talent  for  comic  humour,  and  the 
assemblage  of  ludicrous  images,  on  which  his  reputation  chiefly  rests.  It 
may  serve  for  a  variefy  after  so  many  serious  extracts.] 


THE  ALCHEMIST :  A  COMEDY,  BY  BEN  JONSON. 

Epicube  Mamhoit,  a  Knight,  deceived  hy  the  pretensions  q^  Subtle  {the 
Alchemist),  glories  in  the  'prospect  of  ohtaimng  the  philos(yphef' s  stone ; 
and  promises  what  rare  things  he  ioiU  do  with  it. 

Mammon.    Sublt,  his  Friend.    The  Scene,  Subtle' s  House, 
Mam.  Come  on,  sir.     Now  you  set  your  foot  on  shore 
In  novo  orhe.     Here 's  the  rich  Peru : 
And  there  within,  sir,  are  the  golden  mines. 
Great  Solomon's  Ophir !     He  was  sailing  to  it 
Three  years,  but  we  have  reach' d  it  in  ten  months. 
This  is  the  day  wherein  to  all  my  firiends 
I  will  pronounce  the  happy  word,  Be  rich. 
This  day  you  shall  be  spectatissimi. 
You  shaU  no  more  deal  with  the  hollow  die, 
Or  the  frail  card ;  no  more  be  at  charge  of  keeping 
The  livery  punk  for  the  young  heir,  that  must 
Seal  at  aU  hours  in  his  shirt.     No  more, 
If  he  deny,  have  him  beaten  to  it,  as  he  is 
That  brings  him  the  commodity.     No  more 
Shall  thirst  of  satin,  or  the  covetous  hunger 
Of  velvet  entrails  for  a  rude-spun  cloke 
To  be  display' d  at  madam  Augusta's,  make 
The  sons  of  Sword  and  Hazard  fall  before 
The  golden  calf,  and  on  their  knees  whole  nights 
Commit  idolatry  with  wine  and  trumpets ; 
Or  go  a-feasting  after  drum  and  ensign. 
No  more  of  this.    You  shall  start  up  young  viceroys, 
And  have  your  punques  and  punquetees,  my  Surly : 
And  unto  thee  i  speak  it  first.  Be  rich. 

Where  is  my  Subtle  there  ?  within  ho 

Face  answers  from  within. 
Sir, 
He  'U  come  to  you  by  and  by. 
Mam.  That 's  his  fire-drake, 
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His  Lungs,  his  Zephyma,  he  that  putTd  his  coata 

Till  he  firk  Nature  up  in  her  own  centre. 

You  are  uot  faithful,  sir.     This  night  I  '11  change 

All  that  is  metal  in  thy  house  to  gold : 

And  early  in  the  moruing  wlU  I  send 

To  alt  the  plumbers  and  the  pewterers, 

And  buy  their  tin  and  lead  up  ;  and  to  Lotlibury, 

For  all  the  copper. 

Sur.  What,  and  turn  that  too  P 

Mam.  Tes,  and  1  '11  purchase  Devonshire  and  Cornwall, 
And  make  them  perfect  Indies !    Ton  admire  now  ? 

Sur.  No,  faith. 

Mam.  But  when  you  see  the  effects  of  the  great  medicine  J 
Of  which  one  part  projected  on  a  huncted 
Of  Mercury,  or  Venus,  or  the  Moon, 
Shall  turn  it  to  as  many  of  the  Sun  ; 
Nay,  to  a  thousand,  so  ad  infinitum  : 
You  will  believe  me, 

S7ir.  Yes,  when  I  see  it,  I  will. 

Mam.  Ha !  why. 

Do  you  thmk  I  fahle  with  you  ?    I  assure  you, 
He  that  has  once  the  flower  of  the  Sun, 
The  perfect  ruby,  whieh  we  call  Elisir, 
Not  only  can  do  that,  but  by  its  virtue 
Cam.  confer  honour,  love,  respect,  long  life. 
Give  safety,  valour,  yea,  and  victory 
To  whom  he  will.     In  eight  and  twenty  daya 
I  'U  make  an  old  man  of  fourscore  a  cmld. 

Sur.  No  doubt ;  he 's  that  already. 

Mam.  Nay,  I  mean, 

Eeatore  hia  years,  renew  him  like  an  eagle, 

To  the  fifth  age ;  make  him  get  sons  and  daughters, 

Yoimg  gianta,  as  our  philosophers  have  done 

(The  ancient  patriarcns  afore  the  flood) 

But  taking,  once  a  week,  on  a  knife's  point 

The  quantity  of  a  grain  of  mustard  of  it. 

Become  stout  Marses,  and  beget  young  Cupids. 

Sur.  The  decay'd  vestals  of  Pickt-nateh  would  thank  you. 
That  keep  the  fire  alive  there. 

Mam.  'Tis  the  secret 

Of  Nature  naturized  'gainst  all  infections, 
Curaa  all  diseases,  coming  of  all  causes  j 
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A  month's  grief  in  a  day ;  a  year's  in  twelve ; 

And  of  what  age  soever,  in  a  month ; 

Past  all  the  doses  of  your  drugging  doctors. 

I  '11  undertake  withal  to  fright  the  plague 

Out  of  the  kingdom  in  three  months. 
Sur.  And  I  'U 

Be  bound,  the  players  shall  sing  your  praises,  then. 

Without  their  poets. 
Mam,  Sir,  1  'U  do  it.    Meantime 

I  'U  give  way  so  much  unto  my  man. 

Shall  serve  the  whole  city  with  preservative 

"Weekly ;  each  house  his  dose,  and  at  the  rate — 
Sur,  As  he  that  built  the  waterwork,  does  with  water ! 
Mam,  You  are  incredulous. 
Sur,  Faith,  I  have  a  humour, 

I  would  not  willingly  be  guU'd.    Tour  stone 

Cannot  transmute  me. 
Mam,  Pertinax  Surly, 

Will  you  believe  antiquity  ?  records  ? 

I  '11  show  you  a  book,  where  Moses,  and  his  sister. 

And  Solomon,  have  written  of  the  art ; 

Ay,  and  a  treatise  penn'd  by  Adam. 
Sur*  How? 

Mam,  Of  the  philosopher's  stone,  and  in  High  Dutch. 
Sur,  Did  Adam  write,  sir,  in  High  Dutch  ? 
Mam.  He  did, 

Which  proves  it  was  the  primitive  tongue. 
Sur,  What  paper  ? 
Mam,  On  ced^-board. 
Sur,  O,  that,  indeed,  they  say, 

WiU  last  'gainst  worms. 
Mam,  'Tis  like  your  Irish  wood 

'Gainst  cobwebs.    I  have  a  piece  of  Jason's  fleece  too, 

Which  was  no  other  than  a  book  of  alchemy. 

Writ  in  large  sheepskin,  a  good  fat  ram-vellum. 

Such  was  ^l^hagoras'  thigh.  Pandora's  tub^ 

And  all  that  fable  of  Medea's  charms. 

The  manner  of  our  work :  the  bulls,  our  furnace, 

Still  breathing  fire ;  our  Argent-mve,  the  dragon ; 

The  dragon's  teeth,  mercury  sublimate, 

That  keeps  the  whiteness,  hardness,  and  the  biting : 
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And  they  are  gather' d  into  Jason's  hehn 
(The  alembic)  and  then  sow'd  in  Mars  his  field, 
And  thence  sublimed  so  often,  till  they  are  fix'd. 
Both  this,  the  Hesperian  garden,  Cadmus'  story, 
Jove's  shower,  the  boon  of  Midas,  Argus'  eyes, 
Boccace  his  Demogorgon,  thousands  more, 
All  abstract  riddles  of  our  stone. 

Pace  enters. 
How  now  ? 
Do  we  succeed  ?  is  our  day  come  ?  and  holds  it  ? 

Face,  The  evening  wiU  set  red  upon  you,  sir ; 

You  have  colour  for  it,  crimson :  the  red  ferment 
Has  done  his  office.    Three  hours  hence  prepare  you 
To  see  projection. 

Mam.  Pertiaax,  my  Surly, 

Again  I  say  to  thee  aloud.  Be  rich. 
This  day  tnou  shalt  have  ingots,  and  to-morrow 
Give  lords  the  affront.     Is  it,  mjr  Zephyrus,  right  ? 
Blushes  the  bolt's  head  ? 

Face.  Like  a  wench  with  child,  sir. 

That  were  but  now  discover' d  to  her  master. 

Mam.  Excellent  witty  Lungs  !    My  only  care  is. 
Where  to  get  stuff  enough  now,  to  project  on. 
This  town  wiU  not  half  serve  me. 

Face.  No,  sir  ?  buy 

The  covering  off  of  churches. 

Mam.  That  is  true. 

Face.  Yes. 

Let  them  stand  bare,  as  do  their  auditory ; 
Or  cap  them  new  with  shingles. 

Mam.  No ;  good  thatch : 

Thatch  will  lie  light  upon  the  rafters.  Lungs. 
Lungs,  I  will  manumit  thee  from  the  furnace ; 
I  will  restore  thee  thy  complexion,  Puffe, 
Lost  in  the  embers  ;  and  repair  this  brain 
Hurt  with  the  fume  of  the  metals. 

Face.  I  have  blown,  sir. 

Hard  for  your  worship ;  thrown  by  many  a  coal. 
When  'twas  not  beech ;  weigh' d  those  I  put  ia,  just, 
To  keep  your  heat  still  e^'en ;  these  blear' d  eyes 
Have  waked  to  read  your  several  colours,  sir. 
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Of  the  pale  citron,  the  green  lion,  the  crow, 
The  peacock's  tail,  the  plumed  swan 

Mam,  And  lastly, 

Thou  hast  descried  the  flower,  the  sanguis  agni  P 

Face.  Yes,  sir. 

Mam,  Where 's  master  ? 

Face,  At  his  prayers,  sir,  he, 

Good  man,  he  is  doing  his  devotions 
For  the  success. 

Mam,  Lungs,  I  will  set  a  period 

To  all  thy  labours :  thou  shalt  be  the  master 
Of  my  seraglio :  for  I  do  mean 
To  have  a  list  of  wives  and  concubines 
Equal  with  Solomon,  who  had  the  stone 
Alike  with  me :  and  I  wiU  make  me  a  back 
With  the  elixir,  that  shaU  be^  as  tough 
As  Hercules,  to  encounter  fifty  a  night. 
Thou  art  sure  thou  saw'st  it  blood  ? 

Face.  Both  blood  and  spirit,  sir. 

Mam,  I  will  have  all  my  beds  blown  up ;  not  stuff' d; 
Down  is  too  hard :  and  then,  mine  oval  room 
Fill'd  with  such  pictures  as  Tiberius  took 
From  Elephantis,  and  dull  Aretine 
But  coldly  imitated.     Then,  my  glasses 
Cut  in  more  subtle  angles,  to  disperse 
And  multiply  the  figures,  as  I  walk 
Naked  between  my  st^ccvhce.     My  mists 
I  'U  have  of  perfume,  vapour'd  'bout  the  room, 
To  lose  ourselves  in ;  and  my  baths,  like  pits. 
To  fall  into ;  from  whence  we  wiU  come  forth. 
And  roll  us  dry  in  gossamer  and  roses. 
(Is  it  arrived  at  Ruby  ?) — Where  I  spy 
A  wealthy  citizen,  or  rich  lawyer. 
Have  a  sublimed  pure  wife,  imto  that  feUow 
I  '11  send  a  thousand  pound  to  be  my  cuckold. 
Face.  And  I  shall  carry  it  ? 
Mam.  No,  I  '11  have  no  bawds. 

But  fathers  and  mothers.    They  will  do  it  best, 
Best  of  all  others.     And  my  flatterers 
Shall  be  the  pure  and  gravest  of  divines 
That  I  can  get  for  money.     My  meet  fools 
Eloquent  burgesses ;  and  then  my  poets. 
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Thp  same  that  writ  so  subtlj  of  the  fart ; 

Whom  1  will  eatertam  still  for  that  subject. 

The  few  that  would  give  out  themselTes  to  be 

Court  and  town  atoliions,  wid  ea^hwhere  belie 

Ladies,  who  are  known  most  iunocent  (for  them) 

Thoae  will  I  beg,  to  make  me  cunuche  of ; 

And  they  ehatl  fan  me  with  ten  eatrich  tails 

Apiece,  made  in  a,  plume,  to  gather  wind. 

We  will  be  hraye,  Puffe,  now  we  have  the  medicine. 

My  meat  shall  all  come  in  in  ludiau  sheUa, 

Dishes  of  agato  set  in  gold,  and  studded 

"With  emeralds,  sapphirea,  hyacinths,  and  rubiea  ; 

The  tongues  of  carps,  dormice,  and  camels'  heela, 

Boil'd  in  the  spirit  of  Sol,  and  dissolved  pearl, 

(Apicius'  diet  'gainst  the  epDepsy) 

And  I  will  eat  these  broths  with  spoons  of  amber. 

Headed  with  diamant  and  carbuncle. 

My  foothoy  shall  eat  pheasants,  calver'd  salmous, 

Enota,  goawita,  lampreys:  1  myself  will  have 

The  beards  of  barbels  served,  instead  of  salads ; 

Oil'd  mushrooms ;  and  the  swelling  unctuous  paps 

Of  a  fat  pregnant  sow,  newly  cut  off, 

Dress'd  with  an  exquisite  and  poignant  sauce  ; 

For  which,  I  '11  say  unto  my  cook,  "  There  'a  gold ; 

Glo  forth,  and  be  a  knight." 

Face.  Sir,  I  '11  go  look 

A  Uttle,  how  it  heightens. 

Mam.  Do. — My  shirts 

I  'U  have  of  taffata-saranet,  sofb  and  light 
Aa  cobwebs ;  and,  for  all  ray  other  raiment, 
It  shall  be  such  as  might  provoke  the  PersiaJi, 
Were  he  to  teach  the  world  riot  anew, 
My  gloves  of  fiahes'  and  birds'  skins,  perfumed 
With  gums  of  paradise,  and  eastern  mr. 

Sur.  And  do  you  think  to  have  the  stone  vrith  thisP 

Mam.  No,  I  do  think  to  have  all  this  with  the  stone. 

A'aj-.  Why,  I  have  heard,  he  must  be  komojrugi, 
A  pious,  holy,  and  religious  man, 
One  free  irom  mortal  sin,  a  very  virgm 

Mam.  That  makes  it  - — —  Sir,  he  ia  so.    But  I  buy  it. 
My  venture  bringa  it  me.     He,  honest  wretch, 
A  notable,  euperstitioua,  good  sou], 
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Has  worn  his  knees  bare,  and  his  slippers  bald, 
With  prayer  and  fasting  for  it ;  and,  sir,  let  hini 
Do  it  alone,  for  me,  still.     Here  he  comes. 
Not  a  profane  word,  afore  him :  'tis  poison. 

[The  judgement  is  perfectly  oyerwhelmed  by  the  torrent  of  rmageB, 
words,  and  book-knowledge  with  which  Mammon  confounds  and  stuns 
his  incredulous  hearer.  They  come  pouring  out  like  the  succesuye  strokes 
of  Nilus.    They  "  doubly  redouble  strokes  upon  the  foe."    Descriptioii 
outstrides  proof.    We  are  made  to  beUere  effects  before  we  haye  testi* 
mony  for  their  causes ;  as  a  liyely  description  of  the  joys  of  heayen  some- 
times  passes  for  an  argument  to  proye  the  ezist-ence  of  such  a  place.     If 
there  be  no  one  image  which  rises  to  the  height  of  the  sublime,  yet  the 
confluence  and  assemblage  of  them  all  produces  an  effect  equal  to  the 
grandest  poetry.    Xerxes'  army  that  drank  up  whole  riyers  from  their 
numbers  may  stand  for  single  Achilles.    Epicure  Mammon  is  the  most 
determined  of&pring  of  the  author.    It  has  the  whole  "  matter  and  copy 
of  the  father,  eye,  nose.  Up,  the  trick  of  his  frown."    It  is  just  such  a 
swaggerer  as  contemporaries  haye  described  old  Bon  to  be.    Meercraft, 
Bobadil,  the  Host  of  the  New  Inn,  haye  all  his  "  image  and  superscrip- 
tion ; "  but  Mammon  is  arrogant  pretension  personified.    Sir  Sampson 
Legend,  in  Loyc  for  Loye,  is  such  another  lymg  oyorbearing  character, 
but  he  does  not  come  up  to  Epicure  Mammon.    What  a  '*  towering 
bravery"  there  is  in  his  sensuality!     Ho  affects  no  pleasure  under  a 
sultan.     It  is  as  if  "  Egypt  with  Assyria  stroye  in  luxury."] 
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YoLFOirE,  a  rich  Venetian  nobleman,  who  is  without  chUdrenffei^fiM  him- 
self to  be  d^fing,  to  d/raw  gifts  from  such  as  pay  their  court  to  him  in 
the  expectation  of  becoming  his  heirs.  Mosci^  his  knavish  confederate, 
persuades  each  of  these  men  in  turn  thai  he  is  named  for  the  inherit' 
ancCf  and  by  this  means  extracts  from  their  credulity  many  costly 
presents, 

VoLPONE,  as  on  his  death-bed,    MoscA.     Cobbaccio,  an  old 

gentleman, 
Mos,  Signior  Corbaccio, 

You  are  very  welcome,  sir. 
Corb.  How  does  your  patron  ? 
Mos,  Troth,  as  he  did,  sir,  no  amends. 
Corb,  What  ?  mends  he  ? 
Mos,  No,  sir,  he  is  rather  worse. 
Corb,  That 's  well.     Where  is  he  ? 
Mos,  Upon  his  couch,  sir,  newly  fallen  asleep. 
Corb,  Does  he  sleep  well  ? 
Mos,  No  wink,  sir,  all  this  night. 

Nor  yesterday ;  but  slumbers. 
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Ckyrh.  Gt)od !  he  shall  take 

Some  counsel  of  physicians :  I  have  brought  him 
An  opiate  here,  from  mine  own  doctor — 
Mos.  He  wiU  not  hear  of  drugs. 
Corb.  Why  ?  I  myself 

Stood  by,  while  'twas  made ;  saw  all  the  ingredients ; 
And  know  it  cannot  but  most  gently  work. 
My  life  for  his,  'tis  but  to  make  him  sleep. 
Volp,  Ay,  his  last  sleep  if  he  would  take  it. 
Mos.  Sir, 

He  has  no  faith  in  physic. 
Corh,  Say  you,  say  you  ? 

Mos,  He  has  no  mith  in  physic :  he  does  think, 
Most  of  your  doctors  are  the  greatest  danger, 
A  worst  disease  to  escape.     I  often  have 
Heard  him  protest,  that  your  physician 
Should  never  be  his  heir. 
Corh,  Not  I  his  heir  ? 
Mos,  Not  your  physician,  sir. 
Corh,  O,  no,  no,  no, 

I  do  not  mean  it. 
Mos,  No,  sir,  nor  their  fees 

He  cannot  brook :  he  says  they  flay  a  man, 
Before  they  kill  him. 
Corb,  Right,  I  do  conceive  you. 
Mas,  And  then,  they  do  it  by  experiment ; 

For  which  the  law  not  only  doth  absolve  them. 
But  gives  them  great  reward ;  and  he  is  loath 
To  hire  his  death  so. 
Corh,  It  is  true,  they  kiU, 

"With  as  much  Kcence  as  a  judge. 
Mos,  Nay,  more ; 

For  he  but  kills,  sir,  where  the  law  condemns, 
And  these  can  kill  him  too. 
Corb, .  Ay,  or  me. 

Or  any  man.     How  does  his  apoplex  ? 
Is  that  strong  on  mm  still  ? 
Mos,  Most  violent. 

His  speecli  is  broken,  and  his  eyes  are  set, 
His  face  drawn  longer  than  'twas  wont. 
Corh.  How?  how? 

Stronger  than  he  was  wont  ? 


TOLPOKE.  285 

Mo8,  No,  sir ;  his  face 

Drawn  longer  than  'twas  wont. 
Corh,  O,  good. 
Mo8.  His  mouth 

Is  ever  gaping,  and  his  eyelids  hang. 
Corh.  Good. 
Mo8,  A  freezing  numbness  stiffens  all  his  joints, 

And  makes  the  colour  of  his  flesh  like  lead. 
Corb,  'Tis  good. 

Mo8,  His  pulse  beats  slow,  and  dull. 
Corb,  Good  symptoms  stiU. 
Mos.  And  from  his  brain — 
Corb.  Ha  ?  how  ?  not  from  his  brain  ? 
Mos,  Yes,  sir,  and  from  his  brain — 
Curb,  I  conceive  you,  good. 
Mos.  Plows  a  cold  sweat,  with  a  continual  rheum 

Forth  the  resolved  comers  of  his  eyes. 
Corb.  Is  it  possible  ?  yet  I  am  better,  ha ! 

How  does  he  with  the  swimming  of  his  head  ? 
Mo8.  O,  sir,  'tis  past  the  scotomy ;  he  now 

Hath  lost  his  feeling,  and  hath  left  to  snort : 

You  hardly  can  perceive  him  that  he  breathes. 
Corb.  Excellent  1  excellent !  sure  I  shall  outlast  him : 

This  makes  me  young  again  a  score  of  years. 
Mos,  I  was  coming  for  you,  sir. 
Corb.  Has  he  made  his  will  ? 

What  has  he  given  me  ? 
Mos.  No,  sir. 
Corb.  Nothing?  ha? 
Mos.  He  has  not  made  his  will,  sir. 
Corb.  O,  O,  O! 

What  then  did  Voltore  the  lawyer  here  ? 
Mos,  He  smelt  a  carcase,  sir,  when  he  but  heard 

My  master  was  about  his  testament ; 

As  I  did  urge  him  to  it  for  your  good — 
Corb.  He  came  unto  him,  did  he  ?  I  thought  so. 
Mos.  Yes,  and  presented  him  this  piece  ol  plate. 
Corb.  To  be  his  heir  ? 
Mos.  I  do  not  know,  sir. 
Corb.  True, 

I  know  it  too. 
Mos.  By  your  own  scale,  sir. 
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Corh.  Well,  I  shall  prevent  him  yet.     See,  Mosca,  look; 

Hero  I  have  brought  a,  bag  of  bright  cecchineB, 

Will  quite  weigh  down  his  plate. 
Mm.  Tea,  marry,  sir, 

This  is  true  physio,  this  j'our  aacred  medicine  j 

No  talk  of  opiatea,  to  this  great  elixir. 
Corb.  'Tis  aurum  palpabiie,  if  not  potflbile. 
M.OS.  It  shall  be  minister'd  to  him  in  his  bowL 
Corb.  Ay,  do,  do,  do. 
Mm.  MoHt  blessed  cordial ! 

This  will  recover  him. 
Corb.  Yes,  do,  do,  do. 
Mm.  I  think  it  were  not  best,  sir. 
Corb.  What? 
Mas.  To  recover  him. 
Corh.  0,  DO,  no,  no ;  by  no  means. 
Moi.  Why,  sir,  this 

Will  work  some  strange  effect  if  he  but  feel  it. 
Corb.  'Tia  true,  therefore  forbear,  I  'U  take  my  venture  ; 

Give  me  it  again. 
Mo».  At  no  hand ;  pardon  me ; 

Ton  shall  not  do  yourself  that  wrong,  sir,     I 

Will  so  advise  you,  you  shall  have  it  all. 
Corh.  How? 
Mo».  All,  sir  J  'tis  your  right,  your  own ;  no  man 

Can  claim  a  part ;  'tis  yours  without  a  rival, 

Decreed  by  destiny. 
Corh.  How,  how,  good  Moaca  ? 
Mo».  I  '11  tell  you,  air.     This  fit  he  ahall  recover. 
Cath.  I  do  conceive  you. 
Mob.  And  on  first  advantage 

Of  his  gaia'd  sense,  wUl  I  reimportune  him 

Unto  the  makins  of  bis  testament ; 

And  show  him  tTiis, 
Corh,  Good,  good. 
Mag.  "Kb  better  yet, 

H  you  will  hear,  sir. 
Corh.  les,  with  all  my  heart,  ^_ 

Mot.  Now  would  I  counsel  you,  make  home  with 
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Corh  And  disinlierit 
IVfy  son  ? 

Mos,  O  sir,  the  better ;  for  that  colour 
Shall  make  it  much  more  taking. 

Corh,  O,  but  colour  ? 

Mo8,  This  will,  sir,  you  shaU.  send  it  unto  me. 
Now,  when  I  come  to  enforce  (as  I  will  do) 
Tour  cares,  your  watchings,  and  your  many  prayers. 
Tour  more  tnan  many  gifbs,  your  this  day's  present, 
And  last  produce  your  will ;  where  (without  thought^ 
Or  least  regard  unto  your  proper  issue, 
A  «m  so  brave,  and  highly  meriting) 
The  stream  of  your  diverted  love  hath  thrown  you 
Upon  my  master,  and  made  him  your  heir ; 
He  cannot  be  so  stupid,  or  stone-dead, 
But  out  of  conscience,  and  mere  gratitude— 

Corh,  He  must  pronounce  me  his  ? 

Mo8,  'Tis  true. 

Corh  This  plot 

Did  I  think  on  before. 

Mo8,  I  do  believe  it. 

Carh,  Do  you  not  believe  it  ? 

Mo8,  Tes,  sir. 

(hrh.  Mine  own  project. 

Mo8,  Which  when  he  hath  done,  sir — 

Corh,  Publish'd  me  his  heir  ? 

Mo8,  And  you  so  certain  to  survive  him — 

Carh,  Ay. 

Mo8.  BeiQg  so  lusty  a  man 

Corh,  'Tis  true. 

Mo8,  Tes,  sir  — 

Corh,  I  thought  on  that  too.     See  how  he  shoul^i  be 
The  very  organ  to  e:n>re8S  my  thoughts ! 

Mo8,  Tqu  have  not  only  done  yourself  a  good 

Corh,  But  multiplied  it  on  my  son. 

Mo8,  'Tis  right,  sir. 

Corh,  Still  my  invention. 

Mo8.  'Las,  sir,  Heaven  knows, 

It  hath  been  aU  my  studv,  all  my  care 

(I  ev'n  grow  gray  withal)  how  to  work  things — 

Corh,  I  do  conceive,  sweet  Mosca. 
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Mas.  You  are  ho, 

For  whom  I  laboixr,  here. 

Corh.  At,  do,  do,  do: 

I  '11  straight  ubout  it. 

Mog.  Eook  go  with  you,  raven. 

Corb.  I  know  thee  honeat. 

Moil.  You  do  lie,  air — ■ 

Corh.  And 

Mot.  Tour  knowledge  is  no  better  than  yonr  ears,  sir. 

Corb.  I  do  not  doubt  to  be  a  father  to  thee, 

Mos.  Nor  I  to  gull  my  brother  of  his  blessing. 

Corb.  I  may  have  my  youth  restored  to  me;  why  notP 

Mos.  Tour  worship  is  a  precious  ass 

Corb.  What  aay'st  thou? 

Mog.  I  do  desire  your  worship  to  make  haate,  air. 

Corb.  'Xis  done,  'tis  done ;  I  go.  \_Exit. 

VoJp.  O,  iBhaUburst; 

Let  out  my  sides,  let  out  my  sides 

Moa.  Contain 

Tour  flux  of  laughter,  sir :  you  know  this  hope 
Is  Bueh  a  bait  it  covers  any  hook. 

I'olp.  O,  but  thy  working,  and  thy  placing  it ! 
I  cannot  bold:  good  rascal,  let  me  kins  thee: 
I  never  knew  thee  in  bo  rare  a  humour. 

Moi.  Alas,  sir,  I  but  do  as  I  am  taught ; 

Follow  your  grave  instnictiona ;  give  them  words, 
Four  oil  into  their  ears,  and  send  them  hence. 

Vdlp.  'Tis  true,  'tis  true.     What  a  rare  punishmeat 
la  avarice  to  itself! 

Moi.  Ay,  with  our  help,  sir. 

f'olp.  So  many  cares,  so  many  maladies, 
So  many  tears  attending  on  old  age, 
Tea,  death  so  often  call'd  on,  as  no  wish 
Can  be  more  frequent  with  them,  their  limbs  fiiinl^ 
Their  senses  dull,  their  seeing,  hearing,  going. 
All  dead  before  them  ;  yea,  their  very  teeth. 
Their  instruTtienta  of  eating,  failing  them  : 
Tet  this  ia  rockou'd  life !     Nay,  here  was  one. 
Is  now  gone  home,  that  wishes'  to  live  longer! 
Feels  not  his  gout,  not  palsy,  feigns  himself 
"■  r  by  scores  of  yeara,  flatters  his  age, 
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"With  confident  belying  it,  hopes  he  may 
With  charms,  like  iEson,  have  his  youth  restored : 
And  with  these  thoughts  so  battens,  as  if*  Fate 
Would  be  as  easily  cheated  on  as  he : 
And  all  turns  air  !    Who 's  that  there,  now  ?  a  third ! 

[Another  knocks. 

Mos.  Close  to  your  couch  again :  I  hear  his  voice. 
It  is  Corvino,  our  spruce  merchant. 

Volp.  Dead. 

Mos.  Another  bout,  sir,  vnth  your  eyes.    Who  's  there  ? 

CoEYiNO,  a  Merchant,  enters. 

Mos.  Signior  Corvino !  come  most  wish'd  for !     O, 
How  happy  were  you,  if  you  knew  it  now ! 

Corv.  Why?  what?  wherein? 

Mos.  The  tardy  hour  is  come,  sir. 

Corv.  He  is  not  dead  ? 

Mos.  Not  dead,  sir,  but  as  good ; 
He  knows  no  man. 

Corv.  How  shall  I  do  then  ? 

Mos.  Why,  sir  ? 

Corv.  I  have  brought  him  here  a  pearl. 

Mos.  Perhaps  he  has 

So  much  remembrance  left,  as  to  know  you,  sir : 
He  still  calls  on  you :  nothing  but  your  name 
Is  in  his  mouth :  is  your  pearl  orient,  sir  ? 

Corv.  Venice  was  never  owner  of  the  like. 

Volp.  Signior  Corvino. 

Mos.  Hark. 

Volp.  Signior  Corvino. 

Mos.  He  calls  you ;  step  and  give  it  him.     He 's  here,  sir, 
And  he  has  brought  you  a  rich  pearl. 

Corv.  How  do  you,  sir  ? 

TeU  him  it  doubles  the  twelfth  caract. 

Mos.  Sir, 

He  cannot  understand,  his  hearing 's  gone : 
And  yet  it  comforts  him  to  see  you 

Corv.  Say, 

I  have  a  diamond  for  him  too 

Mos»  Best  shew  it,  sir ; 

Put  it  into  his  hand ;  'tis  only  there 
He  apprehends :  he  has  his  feelings  yet. 

\x 
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See  how  he  graspB  it ! 

Corv.  Alas,  good  gentleman ! 
How  pitiful  the  aight  is ! 

Mot,  Tut,  forget,  sir. 

The  weeping  of  an  heir  should  still  be  laughter, 
Under  a  viBOr. 

Corv.  Why,  am  I  his  heir . 

Moa.  Sir,  I  aia  ewom,  I  may  not  show  the  will. 
Till  he  be  dead :  but,  here  haa  been  Corbaccio, 
Here  has  been  Voltore,  here  were  others  too, 
1  cannot  number  them,  they  were  bo  many, 
All  gaping  here  for  legacies ;  but  I, 
Taking  the  vantage  of  his  naming  you, 
(Signior  Corrino,  Signior  Corvine)  took 
Paper,  and  pen,  and  ink,  and  there  I  ask'd  him, 
Whom  he  would  have  his  heir?     Corvino.     WJio 
Should  be  executor  ?     Corvino.     And 
To  any  question  he  was  silent  to, 
J  atUl  interpreted  the  nods,  he  made  [othei 

Through  weakness,  for  consent ;  and  sent  home  t 
Nothing  bequeathed  them,  but  to  cry,  and  c!urBe> 

<  'ore.  0,  my  dear  Moaca !    Does  he  not  perceive  us  ? 

Mos.  No  more  tlian  a  blind  harper.     He  knows  no  man. 
No  iace  of  friend,  nor  name  of  any  servant, 
"Who  it  was  that  fed  him  last,  or  gave  him  drink  ; 
Not  those  he  hath  begotten,  or  brought  up, 
Can  he  remember. 

f 'wo.  Haa  he  children  ? 

Alos.  Bastards, 

Some  dozen,  or  more,  that  he  begot  on  beggars, 

Gypsies,  and  Jews,  and  black-moora,  when  he  was  drimk : 

Knew  you  not  that,  sir  ?     'Tis  the  common  iable. 

The  dwarf,  the  fool,  the  eunuch,  are  all  his : 

He  's  the  true  father  of  his  family, 

In  all,  save  me ;  but  he  has  given  them  nothing. 

Core.  That 'a  well,  that 'a  well.  Ait  sure  he  does  not  hear  us 

Mo».  Sure,  air  ?  why  look  you,  credit  your  own  sense. 
The  pos  approach,  and  add  to  your  diseaaea, 
If  it  would  send  you  hence  the  sooner,  sir. 
For  your  incontinence,  it  hath  deserved  it 
Tiiroiighlf,  and  throughly,  and  the  plague  to  boot* 
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(You  may  come  near,  sir)  would  you  would  once  close 
Those  filthy  eyes  of  yours  that  flow  with  slime, 
Like  two  frog-pits :  and  those  same  hanging  cheeks, 
Cover' d  with  hide,  instead  of  skin,  (nay,  help,  sir) 
That  look  like  frozen  dish-clouts  set  on  end. 

Corv,  Or,  like  an  old  smoked  wall,  on  which  the  rain 
Ran  down  in  streaks. 

M08.  Excellent,  sir,  speak  out ; 

You  may  be  louder  yet :  a  culverin 
Discharged  in  his  ear,  would  hardly  bore  it. 

Corv.  His  nose  is  like  a  common  sewer,  still  running. 

Mos.  'Tis  good ;  and  what  his  mouth  ? 

Corv.  A  very  draught. 

Mos.  O,  stop  it  up 

Corv.  By  no  means. 

Mos.  Pray  you  let  me. 

Faith  I  could  stifle  him  rarely  with  a  pillow. 
As  weU  as  any  woman  that  should  keep  him. 

Corv.  Do  as  you  will,  but  I  '11  begone. 

Mos.  Be  so ; 

It  is  your  presence  makes  him  last  so  long. 

Corv.  I  pray  you  use  no  violence. 

Mos.  No,  su* ;  why  ? 

Why  should  you  be  thus  scrupulous  ?    Pray  you,  air. 

Corv.  Nay,  at  your  discretion. 

Mos.  Well,  good  sir,  be  gone. 

Corv.  I  will  not  trouble  him  now  to  take  my  pearl. 

Mos.  Puh,  nor  your  diamond.     What  a  needless  care 
Is  this  afflicts  you  ?    Is  not  aU  here  yours  ? 
Am  not  I  here,  whom  you  have  made  your  creature. 
That  owe  my  being  to  you  ? 

Corv.  Grateful  Mosca ! 

Thou  art  my  friend,  my  fellow,  my  companion^ 

My  partner,  and  shall  share  in  all  my  fortunes.    [Exit. 

Volp,  My  divine,  Mosca ! 

Thou  hast  to-day  outgone  thyself. 


\xa 
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THE  TRIUMPH  OF  LOVE :  BETSGt  THE  SECOIO)  OF  FOUR 
PLAYS,  OR  MORAL  REPRESENTATIONS,  BY  FRANCIS 
BEAUMONT. 

ViOLANTA,  daughter  to  a  nobleman  of  Milan,  is  with  child  hy  Gebbasd, 
supposed  to  he  of  mean  descent ;  an  offence^  which  hy  the  laws  of  MUcm 
is  made  capital  to  hoth  parties. 

YlOLANTA.       GeEEAED. 

Viol.  Why  does  my  Gerrard  grieve  ? 

Oer.  0  my  sweet  mistress, 

It  is  not  lifia  (which  by  our  Milan  law 

My  fact  hath  forfeited)  malj:es  me  thus  pensive ; 

That  I  would  lose  to  save  the  little  finger 

Of  this  your  noble  burthen  from  least  hurt, 

Because  your  blood  is  in  it.     But  since  your  love 

Made  poor  incompatible  me  the  parent 

(Being  we  are  not  married)  your  dear  blood 

Falls  under  the  same  cruel  penalty : 

And  can  Heaven  think  fit  ye  die  for  me  ? 

For  Heaven's  sake  say  I  ravish' d  you ;  I  'U  swear  it, 

To  keep  your  life  and  repute  unstain'd. 

Viol.  0  Gerrard,  thou  art  my  life  and  faculties. 
And  if  I  lose  thee,  I  '11  not  keep  mine  own ; 
The  thought  of  whom  sweetens  all  miseries. 
Wouldst  have  me  murder  thee  beyond  thy  death  ? 
Unjustly  scandal  thee  with  ravishment  ? 
It  was  so  far  from  rape,  that  Heaven  doth  know. 
If  ever  the  first  lovers,  ere  they  fell. 
Knew  simply  in  the  state  of  innocence, 
Such  was  this  act,  this,  that  doth  ask  no  blush. 

Ger.  0 !  but  my  rarest  Yiolanta,  when 

My  lord  Eandulpho,  brother  to  your  father, 
Hhall  imderstand  this,  how  wiU  he  exclaim, 
That  my  poor  aunt  and  me,  which  his  free  alms 
Hath  nursed,  since  Milan  by  the  duke  of  Mantua, 

Who  now  usurps  it,  was  surprised that  time 

Mj  father  and  my  mother  both  were  slain. 
With  my  aunt's  husband,  as  she  says ;  their  states 
Despoil' d  and  seized ;  'tis  past  my  memory, 
But  thus  she  told  me :  only  thus  I  know, 
Since  I  covldi  understand,  your  honour' d  uncle 
Hath  given  me  all  tlie  liberal  e(iue«k.\A.oii 
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That  liis  own  son  might  look  for,  had  he  one ; 
Now  will  he  say,  dost  thou  requite  me  thus  ? 
0 !  the  thought  kills  me. 
F2oZ.  Grentle,  gentle  Gerrard, 

Be  cheer' d,  and  hope  the  best.     My  mother,  father, 

And  uncle,  love  me  most  indulgently. 

Being  the  only  branch  of  all  their  stocks : 

But  neither  they,  nor  he  thou  wouldst  not  grieve 

With  this  unwelcome  news,  shall  ever  hear 

Violanta's  tongue  reveal,  much  less  accuse 

Gerrard  to  be  the  father  of  his  own. 

I  '11  rather  silent  die,  that  thou  mayst  live 

To  see  thy  little  offspring  grow  and  thrive. 

ViOLANTA  is  attended  in  childbed  hy  her  mother  Angelina. 

Viol   Mother,  I  'd  not  offend  you ;  might  not  Gerrard 

Steal  in  and  see  me  in  the  evening  ? 
Angel,  Well, 

Bid  him  do  so. 
Viol.  Heaven's  blessing  on  your  heart. 

Do  ye  not  call  child-bearing  travel,  mother  ? 
Angel.  Yes. 
Viol.  It  well  may  be.     The  barefoot  traveller 

That 's  bom  a  prince,  and  walks  his  pilgrimage, 

Whose  tender  feet  kiss  the  remorseless  stones 

Only,  ne'er  felt  a  travel  like  to  it. 

Alas,  dear  mother,  you  groan' d  thus  for  me. 

And  yet  how  disobedient  have  I  been ! 
Angel.  Peace,  Yiolanta :  thou  hast  always  been 

Gentle  and  good. 
Viol.  Gerrard  is  better,  mother : 

O,  if  you  knew  the  implicit  innocency 

Dwells  in  his  breast,  you  'd  love  him  like  your  prayers. 

I  see  no  reason  but  my  father  might 

Be  told  the  truth,  being  pleased  for  Ferdinand 

To  woo  hhnself :  and  Gerrard  ever  was 

His  full  comparative ;  my  uncle  loves  him, 

As  he  loves  Ferdinand. 
Angel.  No,  not  for  the  world, 

Since  his  intent  is  cross' d :  loved  Ferdinand 

Thus  ruin'd,  and  a  child  got  out  of  wedlock, 

His  madness  would  pursue  you  both  to  deatk. 
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Viol.  Ab  you  please,  mother.     I  am  now,  methmks, 
Even  in  tiie  land  of  ease  ;  I  '11  sleep. 

Angel.  Draw  in 

The  bed  nearer  the  fire :  silken  rest 
Tie  all  thy  cares  up'. 

ViOLAKiA  deacrihea  Aow  her  Xoeefor  Gebbabu  begrm. 

Viol.  Gerrard'a  and  my  aiFection  began 
In  infancy :  my  uncle  brought  him  oft 
In  long  coats  hither. 

The  little  boy  would  kiss  me,  being  a  child, 
And  Bay  he  loved  me ;  give  me  all  his  toys, 
BraceletB,  rings,  sweetmeats,  aU  liis  rosy  smiles : 
I  then  would  stand  and  stare  upon  his  eyes, 
Play  with  his  locks,  and  swear  1  loved  hun  too ; 
For  sure  methought  he  was  a  little  LovSj 
He  woo'd  BO  prettily  in  in  loeence, 
That  then  he  warm'd  my  fancy. 


AsmilOE,  a  noble  gentleman,  pramaei  marriage  lo  ASFATIi,  and/'or-  J 
laiea  her  by  the  kiu^fa  eimuiuiad  io  tued  Etadhb. — The  grttf  iff  Aa-  f 
PiiTA  at  ieing  forsakea  deseribed. 

This  lady 
Walks  discontented,  with  her  watery  eyes 
Bent  on  the  earth ;  the  unfrequented  woods 
Are  her  delight ;  and  when  she  seeks  a  bank 
Stuck  fiill  of  flowers,  she  with  a  sigh  will  tall 
Her  servants  what  a  pretty  place  it  were 
To  bury  lovers  in ;  and  make  her  maids 
Pluck  them,  aud  strew  her  over  like  a  corse. 
She  carries  with  her  an  infectious  grief 
That  strikes  all  her  beholders,  she  will  sing 
The  moumfuJeat  thiuga  that  ever  ear  have  heard. 

I  Violantn's  pratUe  is  so  tctj  pretty  and  to  natural  in  her  lUaation,  1 
that  I  could  not  rBBJet  giving  it  a  place.    J  uno  Lueina  was  never  invoked  f 
with  moreelt^ance.    Pope  has  UJen  praised  for  giving  diguifr  to  a  gam 
el'uarda.    J(  fc^utred  at  leut  as  mum  addceaa  to  eunobUi  a  Ijing'Ui, 
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And  sigh,  and  sing  again ;  and  when  the  rest 
Of  our  young  ladies  in  their  wanton  blood, 
Tell  mirthful  tales  in  course  that  fill  the  room 
With  laughter,  she  will  with  so  sad  a  look 
Bring  forth  a  story  of  the  silent  death 
Of  some  forsaken  virgin,  which  her  grief 
Will  put  in  such  a  phrase,  that,  ere  she  end, 
She  '11  send  them  weeping  one  by  one  away. 

The  ma/rriage-nisht  of  Amintob  cmd  Eyadne. 

EvADKB.     AsPATiA.     DuLA,  and  other  Ladies, 

Evad,  Would  thou  couldst  instil  [To  Dula. 

Some  of  thy  mirth  into  Aspatia. 

Asp,  It  were  a  timeless  smile  should  prove  my  cheek ; 
It  were  a  fitter  hour  for  me  to  laugh. 
When  at  the  altar  the  religious  priest 
Were  pacifying  the  offended  powers 
With  sacrifice,  than  now.     This  should  have  been 
My  night,  and  all  your  hands  have  been  employ' d 
In  giving  me  a  spotless  offering 
To  young  Amintor's  bed,  as  we  are  now 
For  you :  pardon,  Evadne,  would  my  worth 
Were  great  as  yours,  or  that  the  king,  or  he. 
Or  both  thought  so ;  perhaps  he  found  me  worthless, 
But  till  he  did  so,  in  these  ears  of  mine 
(These  credulous  ears)  he  pour'd  the  sweetest  words 
That  art  or  love  could  frame. 

Evad  Nay,  leave  this  sad  talk,  madam. 

Asp.  Would  I  could !  then  should  I  leave  the  cause. 
Zmf  a  garland  on  my  hearse  of  the  dismal  yew. 

Evad,  That 's  one  of  your  sad  songs,  madam. 

Asp,  Believe  me,  'tis  a  very  pretty  one. 

Evad.  How  is  it,  madam  ? 

Asp,  Lay  a  ga/rlamd  on  my  hearse  of  the  dismal  yew; 
Maidens,  vnllow  branches  hear  ;  say  I  died  true : 
My  love  was  false,  hut  I  was  firm  from  my  hour  ofhirth : 
TJpon  mAj  huried  hody  lay  lightly  gentle  ea/rth. 
Madam,  good  night ; — ^may  no  discontent 
G-row  'twixt  your  love  and  you ;  but  if  there  do, 
Inquire  of  me,  and  I  will  guide  your  moan, 
Teach  you  an  artificial  way  to  grieve, 
To  keep  your  sorrow  waking.     Love  your  lord 
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AlaH,  ;oa  may  displease  liiin,  eo  did  I. 
Tius  is  the  lost  time  you  ehtdl  look  on  me: 
Ladies,  farewell ;  aa  soon  as  I  am  dead. 
Come  all  and  watch  one  night  ahout  my  hearso ; 
Bring  each  a  moumfiil  story  and  a  tear 
To  offer  at  it  when  I  go  to  earth : 
With  flattering  ivy  claap  my  coffin  round, 
"Write  on  my  hrow  my  fortune,  let  my  hier 
Be  home  hy  Tirgine  that  shall  sing  by  course 
The  truth  of  maida  and  perjuries  of  men. 
Jivad.  Alas,  I  pity  thee.                               [AMiSTon  enter*. - 
Asp.  Qa  and  be  happy  in  your  lady's  love ;     {To  Auintor. 
May  all  the  wrongs  that  yoii  have  done  to  me, 
Be  utterly  forgotten  in  my  death. 
I  'il  trouble  you  no  more,  yet  I  will  take 
A  parting  kias,  and  will  not  be  denied. 
Tou  '11  come,  my  lord,  and  see  the  vii^ns  weep 
When  I  am  laid  in  earth,  though  you  yourself 
Can  know  no  pity:  thus  I  wind  myself 
Into  this  wiilow  garland,  and  am  prouder, 
That  I  waa  once  your  love  (though  now  refased) 
Than  to  have  had  another  true  to  me. 

Abpatia  mils  her  Maidena  to  be  torrav^ul,  iecaime  she  a  ea. 

AsPATii.     Antiphila.     OLTMriAs. 

Aiip.  Come,  let  'a  be  sad,  my  girla  ; 

That  downcast  of  thine  eye,  Olympiaa, 
Shows  a  fine  sorrow ;  mark,  AntipTiila, 
Just  such  another  was  the  nymph  (Enone, 
When  Paris  brought  home  Helen :  now  a  tear, 
And  then  tbou  art  a  piece  expressing  fully 
The  Carthage  queen,  when  from  a  cold  sea  rock, 
Full  with  her  sorrow,  she  tied  fast  her  eyes 
To  the  fair  Trojan  ahipa,  and  having  lost  them, 
Juat  aa  thiue  eyes  do,  down  stole  a  tear,  Antiphila, 
What  would  this  wench  do,  if  she  were  Aapatia  ? 
Here  she  would  stand,  till  some  more  pitying  god 
Tum'd  her  to  marble :  'tia  enough,  my  wench  ; 
Show  me  the  piece  of  needle-work  you  wrouglit, 

Aat.  Of  Ariadne,  madam  ? 
.d^.  Tea  that  piece. 
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This  should  be  Theseus ;  he  has  a  cozeimig  face ; 
Tou  meant  him  for  a  man  ? 
Ant»  He  was  so,  madam. 

Asp,  Why  then  'tis  well  enough.    Never  look  back ; 
Tou  have  a  full  wind,  and  a  false  heart,  Theseus. 
Does  not  the  story  say,  his  keel  was  split. 
Or  his  masts  spent,  or  some  kind  rock  or  other 
Met  with  his  vessel  ? 
Ant.  Not  as  I  remember. 

Asp.  It  shoidd  have  been  so :  could  the  gods  know  this, 
And  not  of  aU.  their  number  raise  a  storm  ? 
But  they  are  all  as  iU.  This  false  smile  was  well  express' d, 
Just  such  another  caught  me ;  you  shaU  not  go  so,  An- 
In  this  place  work  a  quicksand,  [tiphila, 

And  over  it  a  shallow  smiling  water, 
And  his  ship  ploughing  it,  and  then  a  fear. 
Do  that  fear  to  the  life,  wench. 
Ant.  'Twill  wrong  the  story. 

Asp.  'TwiU  make  the  story,  wrong'd  by  wanton  poets, 
Live  long  and  be  believed ;  but  where  's  the  lady  ? 
Ant.  There,  madam. 

Asp.  Fie,  you  have  miss'd  it  here,  Antiphila, 
Tou  are  much  mistaken,  wench ; 
These  colours  are  not  dull  and  pale  enough, 
To  show  a  soul  so  full  of  misery 
As  this  sad  lady's  was ;  do  it  by  me. 
Do  it  again  by  me  the  lost  Aspatia, 
And  you  shall  find  all  true  but  the  wild  island. 
I  stand  upon  the  sea  beach  now,  and  think 
Mine  arms  thus,  and  mine  hair  blown  with  the  wind, 
"Wild  as  that  desert,  and  let  aU  about  me 
Tell  that  I  am  forsaken,  do  my  face 
(If  thou  hadst  ever  feeling  of  a  sorrow) 
Thus,  thus,  Antiphila,  strive  to  make  me  look 
Like  Sorrow's  monument ;  and  the  trees  about  me, 
Let  them  be  dry  and  leafless ;  let  the  rocks 
Groan  with  continual  surges,  and  behind  me 
Make  aU  a  desolation ;  look,  look,  wenches, 
A  miserable  life  of  this  poor  picture. 
Ol^m.  Dear  madam ! 
Asp.  I  have  done,  sit  down,  and  let  us 

Upon  that  point  fix  all  our  eyes,  that  point  t\2kfircfe% 
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EvADSE  implorei  forgiveness  0/ Amintor /or  marrgiag  hm  Miiili 
tcoi  the  King's  MiBlresB. 

JEvad.  O  my  lord. 

Amin.  How  now ! 

Evad.  My  much-abused  lord !  f  JHi 

Ainin.  Thia  cannot  be. 

Evad.  I  do  not  kneel  to  live,  I  dare  not  hope  it : 

The  wrongs  I  did  are  greater;  look  upon  me, 

Though  I  appear  with  all  my  faults. 
Amin.  Stand  up. 

Thia  is  no  dcw  way  to  beget  more  Borrow; 

Heaven  knows  I  have  too  many ;  do  not  mock  me 

Though  I  am  tame  and  bred  up  with  mj  wrongs, 

'  One  ^characteristic  of  Ike  excellent  old  poete  is  thdr  being  sbln 
beatfjw  gram  upon  Hubjecta  which  naturally  do  not  seem  euaceptible 
any,    I  will  mention  two  instanoes ;  Zdmana  in  the  Arcadia  of  Sidi 
and  Helena  in  the  All  'b  Well  that  Ende  WeU  of  Shalupeare.    What 
be  more  unpromieiug  at  first  sight  than  the  idea  of  &  jouQg  man  diogi 
siDg  himself  in  woman's  attire,  and  passing  himself  ofFlor  a  womtt 
women  P  and  that  twi  fop  a  long  epatc  of  time  P  yet  Sir  Philip 
BBTTed  such  a  uiatcMess  decorum,  tJiat  ndther  does  PyroclcB  i 
suffer  aaj  Btain  for  the  elikninaey  of  Zelmane,  nor  is  the  respeot  due 
the  princesses  at  all  diminished  when  the  deception  comes  to  be  knt 
Tn  the  sweetlj  constituted  mind  of  Sir  PMUp  Sidney  it  seems  sa  if  do 
thought  nor  unhandaomB  meditation  could  £nd  a  harbour.     He 
all  thkt  he  touched  into  images  of  honour  and  virtue.    Helena,  in 
peare,  is  a  young  woman  seeking  a  luao  in  marriage.    The  ordinary  lai 
of  pourtdhip  are  rBVersed ;  the  habitual  feelings  ore  vioiated.     Tut  wit 
aueh  excjuisite  address  this  dangerous  suliject  is  handled,  that  Helen^ 
forwuriiliebs  loses  her  no  honour  j  delicacy  dLfpensc^  with  her  laws 
her  favour,  and  Nature  in  her  single  case  seems  contiut  fji  sull'i 
violation. 

Aspatia,  in  this  tragedy,  is  a  character  egmdly  difficult  with  . 
being  managed  v>ith  grace.    Slie  too  is  a  shghled  woman,  re^ed  by 
man  who  hod  once  engaged  \ti  marry  her.     Yet  it  is  nrtfully  1      ' 
that  while  we  pity  her,  we  respect  her,  and  she  dedoends  withe 
dation.  So  much  true  poetry  and  passion  can  do  to  confar  dignity 
Bubjecfs  which  do  not  seem  capobleof  it.    But  Aspatia  must  ""■" """ 
pared  at  all  points  with  Helena ;  she  does  not  so  absolutely 
over  her  situation,  but  she  sutlers  some  dijninution,  some  1 
the  full  lustre  of  the  female  character ;  whieh  Helena  never  doe 
character  has  many  degrees  of  sweetness,  some  of  dolico^,  but 
weakness,  which,  if  we  do  not  despise,  we  are  sorry  for.    Aftflr  oil,  B 
moot  ftid  Jletdier  wera  but  an  in£erior  sort  of  Shokspeares  tmd  8:' ' 
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"Which  are  my  foster-brothers,  I  may  leap 
Like  a  hand-wolf  into  my  natural  wilderness, 
And  do  an  outrage  :  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me. 

Evad,  My  whole  life  is  so  leprous,  it  infects 

All  my  repentance :  I  would  buy  your  pardon 
Though  at  the  highest  set,  even  with  my  life. 
That  slight  contrition,  that 's  no  sacrifice 
For  what  I  have  committed. 

Amin,  Sure  I  dazzle : 

There  cannot  be  a  faith  in  that  foul  woman, 
That  knows  no  god  more  mighty  than  her  mis- 
chiefs. 
Thou  dost  still  worse,  still  number  on  thy  faults, 
To  press  my  poor  heart  thus.     Can  I  beueve 
There  's  any  seed  of  virtue  in  that  woman 
Left  to  shoot  up,  that  dares  go  on  in  sin 
Known,  and  so  known  as  thine  is  ?     O  Evadne ! 
Would  there  were  any  safety  in  thy  sex. 
That  I  might  put  a  thousand  sorrows  off. 
And  credit  thy  repentance :  but  I  must  not ; 
Thou  hast  brought  me  to  the  dull  calamity. 
To  that  strange  misbelief  of  all  the  world, 
And  aU  things  that  are  in  it,  that  I  fear 
I  shall  fall  lie  a  tree,  and  find  my  grave. 
Only  remembering  that  I  grieve. 

JEvad.  My  lord, 

Give  me  your  griefs :  you  are  an  innocent, 

A  soul  as  white  as  heaven ;  let  not  my  sins 

Perish  your  noble  youth :  I  do  not  fall  here 

To  shadow  my  dissembling  with  my  tears. 

As  aU.  say  women  can,  or  to  make  less 

What  my  hot  will  hath  done,  which  Heaven  and  you 

Knows  to  be  tougher  than  the  hand  of  time 

Can  cut  fi'om  man's  remembrance ;  no,  I  do  not ; 

I  do  appear  the  same,  the  same  Evadne, 

Dress' d  in  the  shames  I  lived  in,  the  same  monster. 

But  these  are  names  of  honour,  to  what  I  am ; 

I  do  present  myself  the  foulest  creature. 

Most  poisonous,  dangerous,  and  despised  of  men, 

Lema  e'er  bred,  or  Nilus ;  I  am  hell, 

TiU  you,  my  dear  lord,  shoot  your  light  into  me. 

The  beams  of  your  forgiveness :  I  am.  «»Qi\]\-«tf^^ 
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And  wither  with  the  fear  of  one  condemned, 
Till  I  have  got  your  pardon. 

Ami/n,  Bise,  Evadne. 

Those  heavenly  powers  that  put  this  good  into  thee, 

Grant  a  contiuuance  of  it :  I  forgive  thee ; 

Make  thyself  worthy  of  it,  and  take  heed, 

Take  heed,  Evadne,  this  be  serious ; 

Mock  not  the  powers  above,  that  can  and  dare 

Give  thee  a  great  example  of  their  justice 

To  all  ensuing  eyes,  if  thou  playest 

With  thy  repentance,  the  best  sacrifice. 

Evad,  I  have  done  nothing  good  to  win  belief. 

My  life  hath  been  so  faithless ;  aU  the  creatures 

Made  for  heaven's  honours  have  their  ends,  and  good 

All  but  the  cozening  crocodiles,  false  women ;        [ones. 

They  reign  here  like  those  plagues,  those  killing  sores, 

Men  pray  against ;  and  when  they  die,  like  tales 

lU-told,  and  unbeUeved,  they  pass  away 

And  go  to  dust  forgotten :  but,  my  lord. 

Those  short  days  I  shall  number  to  my  rest, 

(As  many  must  not  see  me)  shall,  though  too  lata, 

Though  m  my  evening,  yet  perceive  a  wiU, 

Since  I  can  do  no  good  because  a  woman, 

E^ach  constantly  at  something  that  is  near  it ; 

I  will  redeem  one  minute  of  my  age. 

Or  like  another  Xiobe  I  '11  weep 

Till  I  am  water. 

Amin.  I  am  now  dissolved : 

My  frozen  soul  melts :  may  each  sin  thou  hast, 
Eind  a  new  mercy :  rise,  I  am  at  peace : 
Hadst  thou  been  thus,  thus  excellently  good. 
Before  that  devil  king  tempted  thy  frailty. 
Sure  thou  hadst  made  a  star :  give  me  thy  hand ; 
Erom  this  time  I  will  know  thee,  and  as  far 
As  honour  gives  me  leave,  be  thy  Amiutor : 
When  we  meet  next,  I  will  salute  thee  fairly. 
And  pray  the  gods  to  give  thee  happy  days ; 
My  charity  shall  go  along  -svith  thee, 

Though  my  embraces  must  be  far  from  thee. 

Men^s  Natures  more  hard  and  subtile  than  WomerCs, 

How  stubbornly  this  fellow  answer' d  me ! 
There  is  a  vile  dishonest  tiiek  in  man. 
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More  than  in  women :  all  the  men  I  meet 

Appear  thus  to  me,  are  harsh  and  rude, 

And  have  a  subtiJity  in  everything, 

"Which  love  could  never  know ;  but  we  fond  women 

Harbour  the  easiest  and  smoothest  thoughts 

And  think  all  shall  go  so ;  it  is  unjust 

That  men  and  women  should  be  match' d  together. 


PHILASTER ;  OE,  LOVE  LIES  A-BLEEDma :  A  TEAGH- 

COMEDY, 
BY  FRAIfCIS  BEAUMONT  AND  JOHN  FLETCHER. 

Philastee  tells  the  Peincess  Aeethitsa  Aow  he  first  fo%md  the  hoy 

Bellaeio. 

I  have  a  boy  sent  by  the  gods, 

Not  yet  seen  in  the  court ;  hunting  the  buck, 

I  found  him  sitting  by  a  fountain  side, 

Of  which  he  borrowed  some  to  quench  his  thirst, 

And  paid  the  nymph  again  as  much  in  tears ; 

A  garland  lay  him  by,  made  by  himself, 

Of  many  several  flowers,  bred  in  the  bay. 

Stuck  in  that  mystic  order,  that  the  rareness 

Delighted  me :  but  ever  when  he  tum'd 

His  tender  eyes  upon  them,  he  would  weep, 

As  if  he  meant  to  make  them  grow  again. 

Seeing  such  pretty  helpless  innocence 

Dwell  in  his  face,  I  ask'd  him  all  his  story ; 

He  told  me  that  his  parents  gentle  died, 

Leaving  him  to  the  mercy  of  the  fields. 

Which  gave  him  roots ;  and  of  the  crystal  springs, 

"Which  did  not  stop  their  courses ;  and  the  sun, 

Which  still,  he  thank' d  him,  yielded  him  his  light. 

Then  took  he  up  his  garland  and  did  show, 

What  every  flower,  as  country  people  hold, 

Did  signify ;  and  how  all  order' d  thus, 

Express' d  his  grief:  and  to  my  thoughts  did  read 

The  prettiest  lecture  of  his  country  art 

That  could  be  wish'd,  so  that,  methought,  I  could 

Have  studied  it.     I  gladly  entertain' d  him. 

Who  was  as  glad  to  follow ;  and  have  got 

The  trustiest,  loving' st,  and  the  gentlest  boy. 
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That  ever  master  kept ;  him  will  I  send 
To  wait  on  you,  aad  bear  our  hidden  love. 
PHiuBTKRyce/'srsBELiJHio  to  the  tentice  i>/ llie  pRiscms 
Phi.  And  thou  slinJt  find  her  honourable,  hoy. 
Full  of  regard  unto  thy  tender  youth, 
Tor  thine  o'wn  modeety  ;  and  for  my  sake, 
Apter  to  give,  than  thou  wilt  be  to  ask,  ay,  or 
Sell,  sir,  you  did  take  me  up  when  I  waa  nothing. 
And  only  yet  am  something  by  being  yours ; 
Ton  trusted  me  unknown;  and  that  which  you 


To 


mple 


Perhaps  might  have  been  craft,  the  cunning  of  a  boy 

Harden'd  in  lies  aad  theft ;  yet  ventured  you 

To  part  my  miseries  and  me ;  for  which, 

I  never  can  expect  to  serve  a  lady 

That  bears  more  honour  in  her  breast  than  you. 

Phi.  But,  boy,  it  will  prefer  thee ;  thou  art  young. 
And  bear'st  a  childish  overflowing  love 
To  them  that  clap  thy  cheeks  and  speak  thee  fair  yet. 
But  when  thy  judgment  comes  to  rule  those  passions, 
Thou  wilt  remember  best  those  carefiil  friends 
That  place  the^  in  the  noblest  way  of  life : 
She  is  a  princess  I  prefer  thee  to. 

Bell.  In  that  small  time  that  I  have  seen  the  world, 
I  never  knew  a  man  haatv  to  part 
With  a  servant  ho  thougnt  trusty ;  I  remember. 
My  father  would  prefer  the  boys  he  kept 
To  greater  men  than  he,  but  did  it  not 
Till  they  were  grown  too  saucy  for  himself. 

Phi.  Why,  gentle  boy,  I  find  no  fault  at  all 
In  thy  behaviour. 

Bell.  Sir,  if  I  have  made 

A  fault  of  ignorance,  instruct  my  youth ; 
I  shall  be  willing,  if  not  apt,  to  leam. 
Age  and  experience  will  adorn  my  mind 
With  larger  knowledge :  and  if  I  have  done 
A  wiliid  fault,  think  me  not  past  all  hope 
Tor  once ;  what  master  holds  so  strict  a  hand 
Over  his  boy,  that  he  will  part  with  him 
Without  one  warning  P  Let  me  be  corrected 
To  break  my  atuhboruness  if  it  be  so, 
Mather  thin  turn  me  oS,  and  I  shall  mend. 
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l^hi.  Thy  love  doth  plead  so  prettily  to  stay, 

That,  trust  me,  I  could  weep  to  part  with  thee. 

Alas,  I  do  not  turn  thee  off ;  thou  knowest 

It  is  my  business  that  doth  call  thee  hence, 

And  when  thou  art  with  her  thou  dwell' st  with  me : 

Think  so,  and  'tis  so ;  and  when  time  is  ftdl<, 

That  thou  hast  well  discharged  this  heavy  trust, 

Laid  on  so  weak  a  one,  I  wiU  again 

"With  joy  receive  thee  ;  as  I  live,  I  will ; 

Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  boy ;  'tis  more  than  time 

Thou  didst  attend  the  plincess. 

Bell.  I  am  gone ; 

But  since  I  am  to  part  with  you,  my  lord, 
And  none  knows  whether  I  shall  live  to  do 
More  service  for  you,  take  this  little  prayer ; 
Heaven  bless  your  loves,  your  fights,  all  your  designs. 
May  sick  men,  if  they  have  your  wish,  be  well ; 
And  Heaven's  hate  those  you  curse,  though  I  be  one. 

Bellabio  describes  to  the  Fbincess  Abethusa  the  manner  of  his 
master  Fhixasteb's  love  for  her. 

Are.  Sir,  you  are  sad  to  change  your  service,  is  't  not  so  ? 

Bell.  Madam,  I  have  not  changed :  I  wait  on  you, 
To  do  him  service. 

Are,  Thou  disclaim' st  in  me ; 
TeU  me  thy  name. 

Bell,  BeUario. 

Are.  Thou  canst  sing  and  play  ? 

Bell.  If  grief  will  give  me  leave,  madam,  I  can. 

Are.  Alas !  what  kind  of  grief  can  thy  years  know  p 

Hadst  thou  a  curst  master  when  thou  went'st  to  school  P 

Thou  art  not  capable  of  any  other  grief; 

Thy  brows  and  cheeks  are  smooth  as  waters  be, 

"When  no  breath  troubles  them :  believe  me,  boy, 

Care  seeks  out  wrinkled  brows,  and  hoUow  eyes. 

And  builds  himself  caves  to  abide  in  them. 

Come,  sir,  teU  me  truly,  does  your  lord  love  me  P 

Bell.  Love,  madam  ?  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

Are.  Canst  thou  know  grief,  and  never  yet  knew'st  love  ? 
Thou  art  deceived,  boy.     Does  he  speak  of  me 
As  if  he  wish'd  me  well  ? 

Bell.  If  it  be  love. 

To  forget  all  respect  of  his  own  frienAs, 
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face;  if  it  be  love, 


To  Bit  eross-arm'd  and  aigh  away  the  day, 

Mingled  with  starts,  crying  your  name  aa  loud 

And  hastily,  as  men  in  the  streets  do  fire ; 

If  it  be  love  to  weep  himself  away. 

Wten  he  "but  hears  of  any  lady  dead. 

Or  kiU'ii,  becauae  it  might  have  been  your  chancej 

If  when  he  goes  to  rest  (which  will  not  be) 

'Twint  every  prayer  he  says  to  name  you  once, 

As  others  drop  a  bead,  be  to  be  in  love ; 

Then,  madam,  I  dare  swear  he  loves  you. 

Are.  O  you  are  a  cunning  boy,  and  taught  to  lie 
For  your  lord's  credit ;  but  tbou  know'at  a  lie 
That  beara  this  sound,  is  welcomer  to  me 
Than  any  truth  that  aaya  he  loves  me  not. 

Philahteb  isjealoui  o/BniiiEio  icilh  the  PantOBaa. 

Bell.  Health  to  you,  my  lord ; 

The  princess  doth  commend  her  love,  her  life, 
And  this  unto  you. 

Phi.  OBellario, 

Now  I  perceive  she  loves  me,  ahe  does  show  it 
In  loving  thee,  my  boy ;  she  has  made  thee  brave. 

Bell.  My  lord,  she  haa  attired  me  past  my  vrish, 
Paat  my  deaert,  more  fit  for  her  attendant, 
Though  far  unfit  for  me  who  do  attend. 

Phi.  Thou  art  grown  courtly,  boy.     O  let  all  womeu 
That  love  black  deeds  learn  to  dissemble  here. 
Here  by  this  paper  she  does  write  to  me 
Aa  if  her  heart  were  minea  of  adamant 
To  all  the  world  besides,  but  unto  me 
A  maiden  snow  that  melted  with  my  looks. 
Tell  me,  my  boy,  how  doth  the  princeaa  uf 
For  I  shall  guess  her  love  to  me  by  that. 

Bell.  Scarce  like  her  servant,  but  as  if  I  were 
Something  allied  to  her;'  or  had  preserved 
Her  life  three  times  by  my  fidelity ; 
As  mothers  fond  do  uae  tlieir  only  sons; 
Aa  I  'd  use  one  that  'a  ieft  imto  my  trust, 
For  whom  my  life  should  pay  if  he  met  harm, 
So  she  doea  use  me. 
/'?//'.  Why  this  is  wondrous  well : 

But  what  kind  language  does  she  feed  thee  witbP 


e  thee  ? 
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Bell,  Why,  she  does  tell  me,  she  will  trust  my  youth 
With  all  her  loving  secrets,  and  does  call  me 
Her  pretty  servant,  bids  me  weep  no  more 
Por  leaving  you ;  she  '11  see  my  services 
Begarded :  and  such  words  of  that  soft  strain, 
That  I  am  nearer  weeping  when  she  ends 
Than  ere  she  spake. 

Fhi.  This  is  much  better  still. 

Bell,  Are  you  ill,  my  lord  ? 

Fhi.  lU  ?    No,  Bellario. 

Bell,  Methinks  your  words 

Fall  not  from  off  your  tongue  so  evenly. 
Nor  is  there  in  your  looks  that  quietness, 
That  I  was  wont  to  see. 

Bhi,  Thou  art  deceived,  boy. — And  she  strokes  thy  bead  ? 

Bell,  Yes. 

Bhi,  And  she  does  clap  thy  cheeks  ? 

Bell.  She  does,  my  lord. 

Bhi  And  she  does  kiss  thee,  boy,  ha  ? 

Bell,  How,  my  lord  ? 

Bhi,  She  kisses  thee  ? 

Bell,  Not  so,  my  lord. 

Bhi,  Come,  come,  I  know  she  does. 

Bell,  No,  by  my  life. 

Ay  now  I  see  why  my  disturbed  thoughts 
Were  so  perplex' d  when  first  I  went  to  her ; 
My  heart  held  augury.     You  are  abused. 
Some  villain  has  abused  you ;  I  do  see 
Whereto  you  tend ;  fall  rocks  upon  his  head. 
That  put  this  to  you ;  'tis  some  subtle  train 
To  bring  that  noble  frame  of  yours  to  naught. 

Bhi,  Thou  think'st  I  wiU  be  angry  with  thee.     Come, 
Thou  shalt  know  aU  my  drift.    I  hate  her  more,   • 
Than  I  love  happiaess,  and  placed  thee  there 
To  pry  with  narrow  eyes  iuto  her  deeds. 
Hast  thou  discover' d  r  is  she  fallen  to  lust. 
As  I  would  wish  her  ?    Speak  some  comfort  to  me. 

Bell,  My  lord,  you  did  mistake  the  boy  you  sent : 
Haa  she  a  sin  that  way,  hid  from  the  world, 
I  would  not  aid 
Her  base  desires ;  but  what  I  came  to  know 
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As  servant  to  her,  I  would  not  reveal, 

To  make  my  life  last  ages. 
Phi.  O  my  heart ! 

This  IS  a  salve  worse  than  the  main  disease. 

TeU  me  thy  thoughts  ;  for  I  will  know  the  least 

That  dweUs  within  thee,  or  will  rip  thy  heart 

To  know  it ;  I  will  see  thy  thoughts  as  plain 

As  I  do  know  thy  face. 
Bell.  Why,  so  you  do. 

She  is  (for  aught  I  know),  by  all  the  gods, 

As  chaste  as  ice ;  but  were  she  foul  as  hell, 

And  I  did  know  it,  thus ;  the  breath  of  kings, 

The  points  of  swords,  tortures,  nor  bulls  of  brass, 

Shomd  draw  it  from  me. 
Phi.  Then  it  is  no  time 

To  dally  with  thee  ;  I  will  take  thy  life. 

For  I  do  hate  thee ;  I  could  curse  thee  now. 
Bell.  If  you  do  hate,  you  could  not  curse  me  worse ; 

Tlie  gods  have  not  a  punishment  in  store 

Greater  for  me  than  is  your  hate. 
Phi.  Fie,  fie. 

So  young  and  so  dissembling!   fear'st  thou  not 
death  ? 

Can  boys  contemn  that  ? 
Bell.  O,  what  boy  is  he 

Can  be  content  to  live  to  be  a  man, 

That  sees  the  best  of  men  thus  passionate, 

Thus  without  reason  ? 
Phi.  O,  but  thou  dost  not  know  what  'tis  to  die. 
Bell.  Yes,  I  do  know,  my  lord ! 

'Tis  less  than  to  be  Dom ;  a  lasting  sleep, 

A  quiet  resting  from  aU  jealousy ; 

A  thing  we  all  pursue ;  T  know  besides 

It  is  but  giving  over  of  a  game 

That  must  be  lost. 
Phi.  But  there  are  pains,  false  boy, 

For  perjured  souls ;  think  but  on  these,  and  then 

Tliy  heart  will  melt,  and  thou  wilt  utter  all. 
Belh  ^lav  tliey  faU  all  upon  me  whilst  I  live, 

If  I  be  perjured,  or  have  ever  thought 

Oii  that  you  charge  me  with ;  if  I  be  false, 
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Send  me  to  suffer  in  those  punishments 
Tou  speak  of ;  kill  me. 

Phi,  O,  what  shoiild  I  do  ? 

Why,  who  can  but  believe  him  ?    He  does  swear 
So  earnestly,  that  if  it  were  not  true, 
The  gods  would  not  endure  him.     Eise,  Bellario ; 
Thy  protestations  are  so  deep,  and  thou 
Dost  look  so  truly  when  thou  utter' st  them. 
That  though  I  know  them  false,  as  were  my  hopes, 
I  cannot  urge  thee  further ;  but  thou  wert 
To  blame  to  injure  me,  for  I  must  love 
Thy  honest  looks,  and  take  no  revenge  upon 
Thy  tender  youth :  a  love  from  me  to  thee 
Is  firm  whate'er  thou  dost :  it  troubles  me 
That  I  have  caU'd  the  blood  out  of  thy  cheeks, 
That  did  so  weU  become  thee :  but,  good  boy, 
Let  me  not  see  thee  more ;  something  is  done 
That  will  distract  me,  that  will  make  me  mad, 
If  I  behold  thee ;  if  thou  tender' st  me, 
Let  me  not  see  thee. 

Bell,  I  will  fly  as  far 

As  there  is  morning,  ere  I  give  distaste 

To  that  most  honour'd  mind.   But  through  these  tears, 

Shed  at  my  hopeless  parting,  I  can  see 

A  world  of  treason  practised  upon  you, 

And  her,  and  me.     Farewell  for  evermore ; 

If  you  shaU  hear  that  sorrow  struck  me  dead, 

And  after  find  me  loyal,  let  there  be 

A  tear  shed  from  you  in  my  memory. 

And  I  shaU  rest  at  peace. 

BelIiASIO,  discovered  to  he  a  womcm,  confesses  the  motive  for  her  disguise 
to  ha/oe  been  love  for  Pbince  Philasteb. 
My  father  would  offc  speak 
Tour  worth  and  virtue,  and  as  I  did  grow 
More  and  more  apprehensive,  I  did  thirst 
To  see  the  man  so  praised,  but  yet  aD.  this 
"Was  but  a  maiden  longing,  to  be  lost 
As  soon  as  found,  till  sittmg  in  my  window, 
Printing  mv  thoughts  in  lawn,  I  saw  a  god 
I  thought  (but  it  was  you)  enter  our  gates ; 
My  blood  flew  out,  and  back  again  as  last 
As  I  had  puff'd  it  forth,  and  suck' d  it  in 
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Like  Ijreath ;  then  was  I  call'd  away  in  haste 

Tii  entertain  you.     Never  wus  a  man 

Heaved  from  a  ehoepcot  to  a  steptre,  raised 

So  high  in  thoughts  as  I ;  you  left  a  kisB 

Upon  these  lips  then,  whieh  I  mean  to  keep 

Friim  you  for  ever ;  I  did  hear  you  talk 

Par  a,bove  singmg ;  after  you  were  gone, 

I  grew  acquainted  with  my  heart,  and  search'd 

What  Btirr'd  it  ao.     Alas !  I  found  it  love, 

Yet  far  from  lust,  tor  could  I  have  but  lived. 

In  presence  of  yoii,  I  had  had  my  end. 

For  this  I  did  delude  my  nohle  fother 

With  a  feign'd  pilgrimage,  and  dreaa'd  myself 

In  habit  of  a  boy,  and,  for  I  knew 

Mv  birth  no  match  for  you,  I  was  past  hope 

Of  having  you.     And  understanding  well. 

That  when  I  made  discovery  of  my  aei, 

I  could  not  stay  with  you,  1  made  a  vow 

By  all  the  moat  rehgiuus  things  a  maid 

Uould  call  together,  never  to  be  known. 

Whilst  there  was  hope  to  hide  me  from  men's  eyes, 

For  other  than  I  seem'd ;  that  I  might  ever 

Abide  with  you :  then  sate  1  by  the  fount 

Where  first  jou  took  me  up'. 

'  The  character  of  Ballario  mnat  Lave  been  eitivtnely  populni"  in  itti 
da;.  For  naiiy  fears  atttr  the  date  of  Philuster's  first  inhibition  on  tits. 
Btnge,  BCww  n  play  can  be  fuimd  vithouC  one  of  thcee  women  pages  ia  i^' 
tblloning  in  tbo  train  of  BOme  pre-engaged  lorer,  calling  on  the  gods  Mi 
blsas  bcr  hsppj  riihl  (his  mistnas)  whoiQ  no  doubt  the  secretly  i 
in  her  heart,  giving  rise  to  many  pretty  equiioqiiet  by  the  way  i 
oDofoaion  of  am,  and  either  made  bappj-  at  last  by  some  anrprismi 
of  fate,  or  disnuHsed  "With  tbe  joint  pilj  of  tha  lovers  and  tbe  one 
Ovu-  am.'BstorB  seem  to  have  bom  wondorfhlly  delighted  with  tiiese 
formations  of  BSi.  Women's  partawa^lhanaotod  byjoungmen. 
an  odd  doable  ooniiuian  it  must  hsve  mod?,  to  »e  a  boy  pl&y 
playing  a  man !  one  cannot  disentangle  the  perphiity  mthoul 
Ifnce  to  the  imafinuCion. 

Donnu  has  a  copy  of  verses  adilns«d  to  his  wi»tre!><>,  diesaading 
Irom  a  resolution,  which  she  grams  to  have  taken  up  tram  some  of  '' 
ncenieal  nepresmtatioiis,  of  following  him  abroad  as  a  page.  It 
mruest,  so  wrighlj,  eo  rich,  in  poetry,  in  sense,  in  wit,  and  pali,_ 
I  luive  thought  Bt  lo  insert  it,  a^  a  sdonin  close  in  iuture  to  all  moh : 
liiucies  as  he  there  deprecates.  Tbe  alory  of  his  rumanlic  and 
naff  loUTUige  with  the  daughtrr  of  Sir  Oini^  Mikw.  the  lady 
~"obe sddreated,  may  beteadinN'Jalvuii'B  lives. 
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NatiMral  Antipathies. 

Nature,  that  loves  not  to  be  questioned 
Why  she  did  this,  or  that,  but  has  her  ends, 

ELEGY. 

By  our  first  strange  and  fatal  intenriew, 

By  all  desires  which  thereof  did  ensue, 

By  our  long  striving  hopes,  by  that  remorse 

Which  my  words'  masculine  persuasive  force 

Begot  in  thee,  and  by  the  memory 

Of  nurts,  which  spies  and  rivals  threatened  me, 

I  calmly  beg.     But  by  thy  father's  wrath, 

By  all  pains  which  want  and  divorcement  hath, 

I  conjure  thee ;  and  all  the  oaths,  which  I 

And  thou  have  sworn  to  seal  joint  constancy, 

I  here  imswear,  and  overswear  them  thus : 

Thou  shalt  not  love  by  means  so  dangerous. 

Temper,  O  fair  love,  love's  impetuous  rage ; 

Be  my  true  mistress,  not  my  feigned  page. 

I  'U  go,  and,  by  thy  kind  leave,  leave  behind 

Thee,  only  worthy  to  nurse  in  my  mind 

Thirst  to  come  back ;  O,  if  thou  die  before. 

My  soul  from  other  lands  to  thee  shall  soar. 

Thy  (else  almighty)  beauty  cannot  move 

Bage  from  the  seas,  nor  thy  love  teach  them  love, 

Nor  tame  wild  Boreas'  harshness ;  thou  hast  read 

How  roughly  he  in  pieces  shivered 

The  fair  Orithea,  whom  he  swore  he  loved. 

Fall  ill  or  good,  'tis  madness  to  have  proved 

Dangers  unurged ;  feed  on  this  flattery, 

That  abs^it  lovers  one  in  the  other  be. 

Dissemble  nothing,  not  a  boy,  nor  change 

Thy  body's  habit,  nor  mind  j  be  not  strange 

To  thyself  only.    All  will  spy  in  thy  fece 

A  blushing  womanly  discovering  grace. 

Bichly  clothed  apes  are  called  apes,  and  as  soon 

Eclipsed  as  bright  we  call  the  moon  the  moon. 

Men  of  France,  changeable  camelions. 

Spittles  of  diseases,  shops  of  fashions. 

Lives'  friellers,  and  the  rightest  company 

Of  players  which  upon  the  world's  stage  be. 

Will  too  too  quickly  know  thee ;  and,  alas ! 

The  indifferent  Italian,  as  we  pass 

His  warm  land,  well  content  to  think  thee  page. 

Will  hunt  thee  with  such  lust,  and  hideous  rage, 

As  Lot's  fair  guests  were  vex'd.     But  none  of  these 

Nor  spongy  Aydroptique  Dutch  shall  thee  displease, 

If  thou  stay  here.    O  stay  here ;  for,  for  thee 
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And  knows  she  does  well,  never  gave  the  world 
Two  things  so  opposite,  so  contrary, 
As  he  ana  I  am :  if  a  bowl  of  blood 
Drawn  from  this  arm  of  mine  would  poison  thee, 
A  draught  of  his  would  cure  thee. 

Interest  in  Virtue. 

Why,  my  lord,  are  you  so  moved  at  this  ? 

When  any  falls  from  virtue,  I  am  distract, 
I  have  an  interest  in 't. 


CUPID'S  BEVENGIE :   A  TRAGEDY,   BY  FRANCIS  BEAU- 
MONT AND  JOHN  FLETCHER. 

Letjcipptts,  the  "King's  Son,  takes  to  mistress  Baoha,  a  Widow ;  bui 
being  questioned  hy  his  Father,  to  preserve  her  honouTy  stoears  thai  she 
is  chaste.  The  old  King  admires  her,  and  on  the  credit  of  that  oath^ 
while  his  Son  is  absent,  marries  her.  Letjcipptjs,  when  he  discovert 
the  d/readful  consequences  of  the  dec^t  which  he  had  used  to  his  father^ 
counsels  his  friend  Ismentts  never  to  speak  a  falsehood  in  any  case. 

Leu.  My  sin,  Ismenus,  has  wrought  all  this  ill : 
And  I  beseech  thee  to  be  wam'd  by  me. 
And  do  not  lie,  if  any  man  should  ask  thee 
But  Jiow  thou  dost,  or  what  6*  clock  His  now. 
Be  sure  thou  do  not  lie,  make  no  excuse 
For  him  that  is  most  near  thee :  never  let 
The  most  oflBicious  falsehood  'scape  thy  tongue ; 
For  they  above,  that  are  entirely  truth. 
Will  make  that  seed  which  thou  hast  sown  of  lies. 
Yield  miseries  a  thousand  fold 
Upon  thine  head,  as  they  have  done  on  mine. 

England  \a  only  a  worthy  gallery, 
To  walk  in  expectation,  till  from  thence 
Our  greatest  kmg  call  ^ee  to  his  presence. 
When  I  am  gone,  dream  me  some  happiness ; 
Nor  let  thy  looks  our  long-hid  love  confess  ; 
Nor  praise,  nor  dispraise  me,  nor  hless  nor  curse, 
Openly  love's  force ;  nor  in  bed  fright  thy  nurse 
With  midnights'  startings,  ciying  out,  O,  O, 
Nurse,  O,  my  love  is  slain,  I  saw  him  go 
O'er  the  white  Alps  alone ;  I  saw  him,  I, 
Assail' d,  fight,  taken,  stabb'd,  bleed,  fall^  and  die. 
Augur  me  better  chance,  except  dread  Jove 
Think  it  enough  for  me  to  have  had  thy  love. 
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TiErrciPFUS  and  his  wicked  Mother-in-law,  Bacha,  are  left  alone  together 
for  the  first  time  after  her  ma/rriage  with  the  King,  his  father. 

JSach,  He  stands 

As  if  he  grew  there,  with  his  eyes  on  earth. 

Sir,  you  and  I,  when  we  were  last  together. 

Kept  not  this  distance,  as  we  were  an*aid 

Of  olasting  by  ourselves. 
Leu.  Madam,  'tis  true. 

Heaven  pardon  it. 
JSach.  Amen,  sir :  you  may  think 

That  I  have  done  you  wrong  in  this  strange  marriage. 
Leu.  'Tis  past  now. 
Bach.  But  it  was  no  fault  of  mine : 

The  world  had  call'd  me  mad,  had  I  refused 

The  king ;  nor  laid  I  any  train  to  catch  him ;  ,^ 

It  was  your  own  oaths  did  it.  t 

Leu.  'Tis  a  truth, 

That  takes  my  sleep  away ;  but  would  to  Heaven, 

If  it  had  so  been  pleased,  you  had  refused  him ; 

Though  I  had  gratified  that  courtesy 

With  having  you  myself:  but  since  'tis  thus, 

I  do  beseech  you  that  you  will  be  honest 

From  henceforth ;  and  not  abuse  his  credulous  age, 

"Which  you  may  easily  do.    As  for  myself. 

What  1  can  say,  you  know,  alas,  too  well. 

Is  tied  within  me ;  here  it  will  sit  like  lead. 

But  shall  offend  no  other ;  it  will  pluck  me 

Back  firom  my  entrance  into  any  mirth, 

As  if  a  servait  c<une  and  whisper'd  with  me 

Of  some  friend's  death :  but  1  will  bear  myself 

To  you,  with  all  the  due  obedience 

A  son  owes  to  a  mother ;  more  than  this 

Is  not  in  me,  but  I  must  leave  the  rest 

To  the  just  gods,  who  in  their  blessed  time, 

When  they  have  given  me  punishment  enough 

For  my  rash  sin,  will  mercifully  find 

As  unexpected  means  to  ease  my  grief 

As  they  did  now  to  bring  it. 
Bach.  Qrown  so  godly  ? 

This  must  not  be,  and  I  will  be  to  you 

No  other  than  a  natural  mother  ought  j 

And  for  my  honesty,  so  you  wiU  sweai 
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Never  to  urge  me,  I  shall  keep  it  safe 

From  any  other. 
Leu.  Bless  me,  I  should  urge  you ! 
Bcich,  Nay,  but  swear  then,  that  I  may  be  at  peace, 

For  I  do  feel  a  weakness  in  mysetf 

That  can  deny  you  nothing ;  if  you  tempt  me, 

I  shaU  embrace  sin  as  it  were  a  Mend, 

And  run  to  meet  it. 
Leu.  K  you  knew  how  far 

It  were  from  me,  you  would  not  urge  an  oath. 

But  for  your  satisfaction,  when  I  tempt  you 


Bach.  Swear  not.    I  cannot  move  him.    This  sad  talk 

Of  things  past  help,  does  not  become  us  well. 

ShaU  I  send  one  for  my  musicians,  and  we  'U  dance  P 
Leu,  Dance,  madam  p 
Bach.  Tes,  a  lavolta. 
Leu.  I  cannot  dance,  madam. 
Bctch.  Then  let 's  be  merry. 
Leu.  I  am  as  my  fortunes  bid  me. 

Do  not  you  see  me  sour  P 
Bach,  Tes. 

And  why  think  you  I  smile  P 
Leu.  I  am  so  far  from  any  joy  myself, 

I  c4mnot  fancy  a  cause  of  mirth. 
Bach.  I  'U  tell  you.    "We  are  alone. 
Leu.  Alone! 
Bach.  Tes. 

IjCu.  'Tis  true :  what  then  P 
Bach.  What  then  P 

Tou  make  my  smiling  now  break  into  laughter : 

What  think  you  is  to  be  done  then  P 
Leu.  We  should  pray  to  Heaven  for  mercy. 
Bach.  Pray !  that  were  a  way  indeed 

To  pass  the  time. 
Leu.  I  dare  not  think  I  understand  you. 
Bach.  I  must  teach  you  then.     Come  kiss  me. 
Leu,  Kiss  you  ? 
Bach,  Tes,  be  not  ashamed : 

Tou  did  it  not  yourself;  I  will  forgive  you. 
Leu,  Keep,  you  displeased  gods,  the  due  respect 

I  ougbt  to  bear  unto  this  wicked  woman, 
A '  '  my  mother :  ha^te  within  mo, 
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Lest  I  add  sins  to  sins,  till  no  repentance 
Will  cure  me. 

Bach.  Leave  these  melancholy  moods, 

That  I  may  swear  thee  welcome  on  thy  lips 
A  thousand  times. 

Leu,  Tt&j  leave  this  wicked  talk : 

Ton  do  not  know  to  what  my  father's  wrong 
May  tirge  me. 

Dach.  lam  careless,  and  do  weigh 

The  world,  my  life,  and  all  my  after-hopes, 
Nothing  without  thy  love :  mistake  me  not, 
Thy  love,  as  I  have  had  it,  fi'ee  and  open 
As  wedlock  is  within  itself;  what  say  you  ? 

Leu.  Nothing. 

Bach.  Pity  me,  behold  a  duchess 

Kneels  for  thy  mercy.     What  answer  will  you  give  ? 

Leu.  They  that  can  answer  must  be  less  amazed 
Than  I  am  now :  you  see  my  tears  deliver 
My  meaning  to  you. 

Bach.  Shall  I  be  contemn' d  ? 

Thou  art  a  beast,  worse  than  a  savage  beast. 
To  let  a  lady  kneel. 

Leu.  'Tis  your  will,  Heaven :  but  let  me  bear  me 
Like  myself,  however  she  does. 

Bach.  How  fond  was  I 

To  beg  thy  love !    I  '11  force  thee  to  my  will. 
Dost  thou  not  know  that  I  can  make  the  king 
Dote  as  my  list  ?  yield  quickly,  or,  by  Heaven, 
I  '11  have  thee  kept  in  prison  for  my  purpose. 

Leu.  All  you  have  named,  but  making  of  me  sin 
With  you,  you  may  command,  but  never  that : 
Say  what  you  will,  I  '11  hear  you  as  becomes  me : 
If  you  speak,  I  will  not  follow  your  counsel, 
Neither  will  I  tell  the  world  to  your  disgrace, 
But  give  you  the  just  honour 
That  is  due  from  me  to  my  father's  wife. 

Bach.  Lord,  how  full  of  wise  formality  you  're  grown 
Of  late !  but  you  were  telling  me, 
Tou  could  have  wish'd  that  I  had  married  you ; 
If  you  will  swear  so  yet,  I  '11  make  away 
The  king. 

Leu.  You  are  a  strumpet. 


314 


.TOHS  n.ETCEEn. 


Baeh.  Nay  I  care  not 

For  ftll  your  railings :  they  will  batter  walls 
And  take  in  towns  as  soon  as  trouble  me : 
TeU  him ;  I  care  not ;  I  ahall  undo  you  only, 
Whicii  ia  no  matter. 

Leu.  I  appeal  to  you, 

Stilt  ond  for  ever,  that  are  and  cannot  he  other. — 

Madam,  I  see  'tia  in  your  power 

To  work  your  will  on  him :  and  I  desire  you 

To  lay  what  trains  you  will  for  my  wiafa'd  death. 

But  suffer  him  to  find  his  quiet  grave 

In  peace ;  alas,  he  never  did  you  wrong ; 

And  farther  I  beseech  you  pardon  me 

For  the  iH  word  I  gave  you,  for  however 

Ton  may  deserve,  it  became  not  me 

To  call  you  so,  hut  passion  ui^es  me  [ev 

I  know  not  whither ;  my  heart  break  now  mid  ease  me 
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ClObiM,  a  ShepherdeBB,  vxUching  hif  the  Grave  of  her  Lover,  itjbum 
aSatjr. 

Clor.  EaU,  holy  earth,  whose  cold  arma  do  embrace 
The  truest  man  that  ever  fed  hia  flocka 
By  the  fat  plains  of  fruitful  Theasaly. 
Thua  1  salute  thy  grave,  thus  do  I  pay 
My  early  vows,  and  tribute  of  mine  eyes. 
To  thy  still  loved  aahea :  thus  I  free 
Myself  from  all  ensuing  heats  and  firea 
Of  love:  all  sports,  delighte,  and  jolly  gamea. 
That  shepherdfl  hold  full  dear,  thoa  put  I  off. 
Now  no  more  ahall  these  smooth  browa  be  begirt 
With  youthful  coronala,  and  lead  the  dance. 
No  more  the  eompany  of  fresh  fair  maids 
And  wanton  shepherds  be  to  me  delightful: 
Nor  the  shrill  pleasing  sound  of  merrv  pipes 
Under  some  shady  dell,  when  the  cool  wind 
Playa  on  the  leaves :  all  be  far  away. 
Since  thou  art  far  away,  by  whose  dear  aide 
How  often  have  I  sat  wown'd  with  fresh  flowers 
For  summer's  queen,  whilst  every  shepherd's  boy 
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Puts  on  his  lusty  green,  with  gaudy  hook, 
And  hanging  script  of  finest  cordevan ! 
But  thou  art  gone,  and  these  are  gone  with  thee, 
And  all  are  dead  but  thy  dear  memory : 
That  shall  out-live  thee,  and  shall  ever  spring, 
Whilst  there  are  pipes,  or  jolly  shepherds  sing. 
And  here  will  I,  in  nonour  of  thy  love, 
Dwell  by  thy  grave,  forgetting  all  those  joys 
That  former  times  made  precious  to  mine  eyes. 
Only  remembering  what  my  youth  did  gain 
In  the  dark  hidden  virtuous  use  of  herbs. 
That  wiU  I  practise,  and  as  freely  give 
All  my  endeavours,  rs  I  gain'd  them  free. 
Of  aU  green  wounds  I  know  the  remedies 
In  men  or  cattle,  be  they  stung  with  snakes. 
Or  charm' d  with  powerfril  words  of  wicked  art ; 
Or  be  they  love-sick,  or  through  too  much  heat 
Grown  wild,  or  lunatic ;  their  eyes,  or  ears, 
Thicken' d  with  misty  film  of  dulling  rheum : 
These  I  can  cure,  such  secret  virtue  lies 
In  herbs  applied  by  a  virgin's  hand. 
My  meat  shaU  be  what  these  wild  woods  afibrd, 
Berries  and  chestnuts,  plantains,  on  whose  cheeks 
The  sun  sits  smiling,  and  the  lofty  fruit 
PuU'd  from  the  fair  head  of  the  straight-grown  pine 
On  these  I  'U  feed  with  free  content  and  rest, 
When  night  shaLL  blind  the  world,  by  thy  side  bless' d. 

A  Satyr  enters. 
Satyr.  Thorough  yon  same  bending  plain 
That  flings  his  arms  down  to  the  main, 
And  through  these  thick  woods  have  I  run, 
Whose  bottom  never  kiss'd  the  sun. 
Since  the  lusty  spring  began, 
AU  to  please  my  master  ran. 
Have  I  trotted  without  rest 
To  get  him  fruit ;  for  at  a  feast 
He  entertains  this  coming  night 
His  paranwur  the  Syrinx  bright : 
But  behold  a  fairer  sight ! 
By  that  heavenly  form  of  thine. 
Brightest  fair,  thou  art  divine, 
Sprung  from  great  immortal  raco 


Of  the  gods,  for  iu  thy  face 
Shinea  more  awful  majeBty, 
Than  dull  weak  mortality 
Dare  with  misty  eyes  behold, 
And  live :  therefore  ou  this  mould 
lowly  do  I  bend  my  knee 
In  worship  of  thy  deity. 
Deign  it,  goddesa,  from  my  hand 
To  receiTe  whate'er  this  land 
Prom  her  fertile  womb  doth  send 
Of  her  choice  fruits ;  and  but  lend 
Belief  to  that  the  Satyr  teUs, 
Pairer  by  the  femous  wells 
To  thia  present  day  ne'er  grew, 
Never  better,  nor  more  true. 
Here  be  grapes,  whose  lusty  blood 
Ib  the  learned  poet's  good; 
Sweeter  yet  did  never  crown 
The  head  of  Bacchus ;  nuts  more  brown 
Than  the  aciiiirrela'  teeth  that  crack  them. 
Deign,  0  fairest  fair,  to  take  them. 
For  these,  blnck-eyed  Driope 
Hnth  oftentdmea  commanded  me 
With  my  clasped  knee  to  ciimb. 
See  how  well  the  lasty  tune 
Hath  deck'd  their  rising  cheeks  in  red, 
Such  as  on  your  Hps  is  spread. 
Here  be  berriea  for  a  queen. 
Some  be  red,  some  be  green  j 
These  are  of  that  luscious  meat 
The  great  god  Pan  himself  doth  eat : 
All  these,  and  what  the  woods  can  yield, 
The  hanging  mountain,  or  the  field, 
1  freely  offer,  and  ere  long 
"Will  bring  you  more,  more  sweet  and  strong  d 
Till  when,  humbly  leave  I  take, 
3Jeat  the  great  Pan  do  awake, 
That  sleeping  Ilea  in  a  deep  glnde, 
Under  a  broad  beech's  shade. 
I  must  go,  I  must  run, 
Swifter  than  the  fiery  sun. 
Cliir.  AdA  all  my  frara  go  with  thee. 
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What  greatness,  or  what  private  hidden  power, 

Is  there  in  me  to  draw  submission 

From  this  rude  man  and  beast  ?  sure  I  am  mortal ; 

The  daughter  of  a  shepherd ;  he  was  mortal, 

And  she  that  bore  me  mortal ;  prick  my  hand 

And  it  will  bleed ;  a  fever  shakes  me,  and 

The  self-same  wind  that  makes  the  young  lambs  shrink, 

Makes  me  a-cold :  my  fear  says  I  am  mortal : 

Yet  I  have  heard  (my  mother  told  it  me) 

And  now  I  do  believe  it,  if  I  keep 

My  virgin  flower  uncropp'd,  pure,  chaste,  and  fair ; 

No  goblin,  wood-god,  fairy,  elf,  or  fiend, 

Satyr,  or  other  power  that  haunts  the  groves, 

Shall  hurt  my  body,  or  by  vain  illusion 

Draw  me  to  wander  after  idle  fires. 

Or  voices  calling  me  in  dead  of  night 

To  make  me  follow,  and  so  tole  me  on 

Through  mire,  and  standing  pools,  to  find  my  ruin. 

Else  why  should  this  rough  thing,  who  never  knew 

Manners  nor  smooth  humanity,  whose  heats 

Are  rougher  than  himself,  and  more  misshapen. 

Thus  mildly  kneel  to  me  ?    Sure  there 's  a  power 

In  that  great  name  of  Virgin,  that  binds  fast 

All  rude  uncivil  bloods,  all  appetites 

That  break  their  confines.     Then,  strong  Chastity, 

Be  thou  my  strongest  guard ;  for  here  I  '11  dwell 

In  opposition  against  fate  and  hell. 

Peeigot  cmd  Amoeet  anoint  to  meet  at  the  Vwtuous  Well. 

Peri. .  Stay,  gentle  Amoret,  thou  fair-brow' d  maid. 

Thy  shepherd  prays  thee  stay,  that  holds  thee  dear, 
Equal  with  his  soul's  good. 

Amo.  Speak,  I  give 

Thee  freedom,  shepherd,  and  thy  tongue  be  still 
The  same  it  ever  was,  as  free  from  ill. 
As  he  whose  conversation  never  knew 
The  court  or  city,  be  thou  ever  true. 

Feri.  When  I  fall  off  from  my  affection. 

Or  mingle  my  clean  thoughts  with  ill  desires, 
Eirst  let  our  great  god  cease  to  keep  my  flocks, 
That  being  leffc  alone  without  a  guard, 
The  wolf,  or  winter's  rage,  summer's  great  heat, 
And  want  of  water,  rots,  or  what  to  \ia 


u 


Of  ill  is  yet  uiitnown,  full  speedily, 
And  in  their  general  ruin,  let  me  feel. 

Amo.  I  pray  thee,  gentle  ahepherd,  wish  not  bo: 
I  do  believe  tnee,  'tia  as  hard  for  me 
To  think  thee  false,  and  harder  than  for  thee 
To  hold  me  foul. 

I'/ti-i.  O  you  are  fairer  far 

Than  the  chaste  hlushin^  mom,  or  that  fiur  star 
That  guides  the  wandering  seamen  through  the  deep, 
8traighter  than  atraightest  pine  upon  the  steep 
Head  of  an  aged  mountain,  and  more  white 
Than  the  new  railk  we  strip  hefore  dayUght 
Prom  the  full-freighted  haga  of  our  fair  flocka. 
your  hair  more  beauteous  than  those  hanging  loeka 
Of  young  Apollo. 

Amo.  Shepherd,  he  not  loat : 

You  are  aail'd  too  far  already  from  the  coast 
Of  our  discourae. . 

Per*.  Did  you  not  tell  rae  once 

J.  ahovdd  not  love  alone,  1  should  not  lose 
Thoae  many  paaaiona,  towh,  and  holy  oaths, 
I  'ye  sent  to  Heaven  ?  did  you  not  give  your  hand, 
Ev'n  that  fair  hand,  in  hostage  ?     Do  not  then 
Gtive  hock  again  those  aweeta  to  other  men, 
You  yourseil' vow'd  were  mine. 

Amo.  Shepherd,  ao  far  as  maiden's  modesty 

May  give  assurance,  I  am  once  more  thine. 
Once  more  I  give  my  hand ;  be  ever  tree 
From  that  great  foe  to  faith,  foul  jealousy. 

Peri.  I  take  it  as  my  best  good ;  and  desire, 
For  stronger  confirmation  of  our  love. 
To  meet  this  happy  night  in  that  fair  grove, 
"Where  all  true  shepherds  have  rewarded  been 
For  their  long  service.     Say,  sweet,  shall  it  hold  ? 

AiTio.  Dear  friend,  you  must  not  blame  me  if  I  make 
A  doubt  of  whiit  the  silent  night  may  do. — 
Maids  must  be  fearfiU. 
i.  O,  do  not  wrong  my  honest  simple  truth; 
Myself  and  my  i^ections  are  as  pure 
Aa  those  chaste  fiamea  that  bum  before  the  BbrjiiB 
Of  the  great  Dian:  only  my  intent 
To  amw  you  thither,  wtia  to  plight  our  troths. 
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With  interchange  of  mutual  chaste  embraces, 
And  ceremonious  tying  of  ourselves. 
For  to  that  holy  wood  is  consecrate 
A  Yirtuous  Well,  about  whose  flowery  banks 
The  nimble-footed  fairies  dance  their  rounds 
Bv  the  pale  moonshine,  dipping  oftentimes 
Their  stolen  children,  so  to  make  them  free 
From  dying  flesh,  and  dull  mortality. 
By  this  fair  fount  hath  many  a  shepherd  sworn 
And  given  awav  his  freedom,  many  a  troth 
Been  plight,  wmch  neither  envy  nor  old  time 
Could  ever  break,  with  many  a  chaste  kiss  given 
In  hope  of  coming  happiness :  by  this 
Fresh  fountain  many  a  blushing  maid 
Hath  crown' d  the  head  of  her  long-loved  shepherd 
With  gaudy  flowers,  whilst  he  happy  sung 
Lays  of  his  love  and  dear  captivity. 
There  grow  all  herbs  fit  to  cool  looser  flames 
Our  sensual  parts  provoke ;  chiding  our  bloods, 
And  quenching  by  their  power  those  hidden  sparks 
That  else  would  break  out,  and  provoke  our  sense 
To  open  fires — so  virtuous  is  that  place. 
Then,  gentle  shepherdess,  believe  and  grant ; 
In  troth  it  fits  not  with  that  face  to  scant 
Your  faithful  shepherd  of  those  chaste  desires 
He  ever  aim'd  at. 
Amo.  Thou  hast  prevailed ;  farewell ;  this  coming  night 
Shall  crown  thy  chaste  hopes  with  long-wish'd  deHght. — 

Thenot,  admiring  the  constancy  of  Clobin  to  her  dead  lover,  refects 

the  suit  of  CiiOE. 
Cloe.  Shepherd,  I  pray  thee  stay ;  where  hast  thou  been, 
Or  whither  goest  thou  ?     Here  be  woods  as  green 
As  any,  air  likewise  as  fresh  and  sweet. 
As  where  smooth  Zephyrus  plays  on  the  fleet 
Face  of  the  curled  streams,  with  flowers  as  many 
As  the  young  spring  gives,  and  as  choice  as  any. 
Here  be  all  new  delights,  cool  streams  and  wells. 
Arbours  o'ergrown  with  woodbines,  caves  and  deUs,     . 
Choose  where  thou  wilt,  whilst  I  sit  by  and  sing 
Or  gather  rushes  to  make  many  a  ring 
For  thy  long  fingers ;  teU  thee  tales  of  love. 
How  the  pale  Phoebe,  hunting  in  a  grove, 


rirat  saw  the  boy  Eiiiiymion,  from  whose  eyea 
She  took  eternal  fire  that  never  dies  j 
How  she  conyey'd  him  eoitly  in  a  sleep, 
TTi'a  temples  bound  with  poppy,  to  the  ateep 
Head  of  old  Latmus,  whtire  she  stoops  eiicli  night, 
Gilding  the  mountaina  with  her  brotner'a  light. 
To  kifis  he/  sweetest. 

The.  Far  from  me  are  these 

Hot  flnahes,  bred  from  wanton  heat  and  enae. 

I  have  forgot  what  love  and  loving  meant ; 

Ehjmes,  aonga,  and  merry  rounds,  that  oft  are  sent 

To  the  soft  ears  of  maids,  are  strange  to  me ; 

Only  I  live  to  admire  a  chastity, 

That  neither  pleasing  age,  smooth  tongue,  or  gold. 

Could  ever  broak  upon,  ao  pure  a  mould 

Ts  that  her  mind  was  cast  in ;  'tia  to  her 

I  only  am  reserved ;  she  ia  my  form  I  atir 

By,  breathe  and  move,  'tis  she  and  only  she 

Can  make  me  happy,  or  give  me  miaery. 

CJoe.  Good  shepherd,  may  a  atronger  crave  to  know 
To  whom  this  dear  ooservonee  you  do  owe  ? 

The.  You  may,  and  by  her  virtue  learn  to  aquare 
And  level  out  your  lite ;  for  to  be  fair 
And  nothing  virtuoua,  only  fits  the  eye 
Of  gandy  youth  and  swelling  vanity. 
Then  know,  she  'a  ciill'd  the  virgin  of  the  Grove, 
She  that  bath  long  ainee  buried  her  chaste  love, 
And  now  lives  by  bia  grave,  for  wkoae  dear  aoul 
She  bath  vow'd  herself  into  the  holy  roll 
Of  strict  vii^inity ;  'tis  her  I  so  admire. 
Not  any  looaer  blood,  or  new  desire. — 

Thenot  loi>es  CtOBtH,  geljiara  to  gai»  hU  mit. 

Clor.  Shepherd,  how  camest  thou  hither  to  this  place  P 
No  way  is  trodden ;  all  the  verdant  grass 
The  apring  ahot  up,  stands  yet  imbruiaed  here 
Of  any  toot,  only  the  dapnled  deer 
Far  from  the  feared  aouuu.  of  crooked  horn 
Dwella  iji  tiiis  faatnesa. 

The.  Chaster  tliau  the  morn, 

I  have  not  wander'd,  or  by  strong  illusion 
Into  tliia  virtuoua  place  have  made  iutruaion: 
Bat  hither  am  I  come  (believe  rae,  &ir,) 
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To  seek  you  out,  of  whose  great  good  the  air 
Is  Ml,  and  strongly  labours,  whilst  the  sound 
Breaks  against  heaven,  and  drives  into  a  stound 
The  amazed  shepherd,  that  such  virtue  can 
Be  resident  in  lesser  than  a  man. 

Clor.  If  any  art  I  have,  or  hidden  skiU, 

May  cure  thee  of  disease,  or  fester' d  ill, 
Whose  grief  or  greenness  to  another's  eye 
May  seem  unpossible  of  remedy, 
I  dare  yet  undertake  it. 

The.  'Tis  no  pain 

I  suffer  through  disease,  no  beating  vein 
Conveys  infection  dangerous  to  the  heart, 
No  part  imposthumed,  to  be  cured  by  art. 
This  body  holds,  and  yet  a  feller  grief 
Than  ever  skilful  hand  did  give  relief 
Dwells  on  my  soul,  and  may  be  heal'd  by  you. 
Fair  beauteous  virgin. 

Clor,  Then,  shepherd,  let  me  sue 

To  know  thy  grief;  that  man  yet  never  knew 
The  way  to  health,  that  durst  not  show  his  sore. 

The,  Then,  fairest,  know  I  love  you. 

Chr,  Swain,  no  more. 

Thou  hast  abused  the  strictness  of  this  place. 
And  offer' d  sacrilegious  foul  disgrace 
To  the  sweet  rest  of  these  interred  bones ; 
For  fear  of  whose  ascending,  fly  at  once, 
Thou  and  thy  idle  passions,  that  the  sight 
Of  death  and  speedy  vengeance  may  not  fright 
Thy  very  soul  with  horror. 

The  Let  me  not, 

Thou  all  perfection !  merit  such  a  blot 
For  my  true  zealous  faith. 

Clor,  Darest  thou  abide 

To  see  this  holy  earth  at  once  divide 
And  give  her  body  up  ?  for  sure  it  will. 
If  thou  pursuest  with  wanton  flames  to  fill 
This  hallow' d  place ;  therefore  repent  and  go, 
Whilst  I  with  praise  appease  his  ghost  below ; 
That  else  would  tell  thee,  what  it  were  to  be 
A  rival  in  that  virtuous  love  that  he 
Embraces  yet. 
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The    'Tia  not  the  white  or  red 

Inhabits  in  your  cheek,  that  thus  can  wed 
My  mind  to  adoration ;  nor  your  eye, 
Though  it  be  fuU  and  fair,  your  forehead  high. 
And  smooth  08  Pelops'  shoulder;  not  the  amile, 
Lies  watching  in  those  dimples  to  beguile 
The  easy  soul;  your  hands  and  fingers  long 
"With  veins  enamei'd  richly;  nor  your  tongue. 
Though  it  spoke  sweeter  tban  Aiion's  harp ; 
Tour  nair,  wove  into  many  a  curious  warp, 
Able  in  endless  error  to  enfold 
The  wandering  aoul;  nor  the  true  perfect  mould 
Of  all  your  body,  which  as  pure  doth  show 
In  maiden  whiteness  as  the  Alpsian  snow: 
All  these,  were  but  jour  constancy  away. 
Would  please  rae  less  than  a  black  stormy  day 
The  wretched  seaman  toiling  through  the  deep. 
But  whilst  this  honour'd  strictness  you  dare  keep, 
Though  all  the  plagues  that  e'er  begotten  were 
In  the  great  womb  of  air,  wore  settled  here, 
In  opposition,  I  would,  like  the  tree, 
Shake  off  those  drops  of  weakness,  and  be  free. 
Even  in  the  arm  oi  danger. 

Clor.  Wouldst  thou  have 

Me  raise  again,  fond  man !  from  silent  grave 
Those  sparks  that  long  ago  were  buriea  here 
With  my  dead  Mend's  cold  ashes  ? 

The.  Dearest  dear, 

I  dare  not  ask  it,  nor  you  must  not  grant. 
Stand  strongly  to  your  vow,  and  do  not  fail 
Bemember  bow  he  loved  you;  and  be  still 
The  same,  opinion  speaks  you ;  let  not  will, 
And  that  great  god  of  women,  appetite. 
Set  up  your  blood  again ;  do  not  mvite 
Desire  and  Fancy  from  their  lon§  eiile, 
To  set  them  once  more  in  a  pleasing  smile- 
Be  like  a  rock  made  firmly  up  'gainst  all 


The  power  of  angry  heaven,  or  the  strong  fi 
Of  Neptune's  battery ;  if  ye  yield,  I  die 
To  all  affection :  'tia  that  loyalty. 


Te  tie  imto  this  grave,  I  so  admire ; 
And  yet  there  'a  Bomet^ung  dae  1  \iO\ild  deaii'e 
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If  you  would  hear  me,  but  withal  deny. 
0  ran,  what  an  uncertain  destiny 
Hangs  over  aU  my  hopes !  I  will  retire ; 
For  if  I  longer  stay,  this  double  fire 
Will  lick  my  life  up. 
Clor,  The  gods  give  quick  release 

And  happy  cure  unto  thy  hard  disease. 


The  God  of  the  Eivsb  rises  with  Amobet  in  his  arms,  whom  the  sullen 
Shepherd  has  flung  wounded  into  his  spring. 

River  God,  What  powerful  charms  my  streams  do  bring 
Back  again  unto  their  spring, 
With  such  force,  that  I  their  god. 
Three  times  striking  with  my  rod. 
Could  not  keep  thfem  in  their  ranks  ? 
My  fishes  shoot  into  the  banks ; 
There 's  not  one  that  stays  and  feeds ; 
All  have  hid  them  in  the  weeds. 
Here 's  a  mortal  almost  dead 
Fallen  into  my  river-head, 
HaUow'd  so  with  many  a  spell. 
That  till  now  none  ever  fell. 
'Tis  a  female  young  and  clear. 
Cast  in  by  some  ravisher. 
See  upon  her  breast  a  wound, 
On  which  there  is  no  plaster  bound. 
Tet  she 's  warm,  her  pulses  beat ; 
'Tis  a  sign  of  life  and  heat. 
If  thou  be*st  a  virgin  pure, 
I  can  give  a  present  cure. 
Take  a  drop  mto  thy  wound 
From  my  watery  locks,  more  round 
Than  orient  pearl,  and  far  more  pure 
Than  unchaste  flesh  may  endure. 
See,  she  pants,  and  from  her  flesh 
The  warm  blood  gusheth  out  afresh. 
She  is  an  unpolluted  maid ; 
I  must  have  this  bleeding  stay'd. 
From  my  banks  I  pluck  this  flower 
With  holy  hand,  whose  virtuous  power 
Is  at  once  to  heal  and  draw. 
The  blood  returns.     I  never  bow 
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A  fairer  mortal.     Nnw  dotli  break  I 

Her  deadly  slumber.     Virgin,  speak. 
Amo.  AVTio  hath  reetored  my  sense,  given  me  new  breath, 

And  brought  me  back  out  of  the  arms  of  death  ? 
River  God.  I  have  heal'd  thy  wounda. 
Amo.  Ah  me ! 
Miser  Qod,  Pear  not  bi'm  that  Buceour'd  thee. 

I  am  this  fountain's  god;  below 

My  watera  to  a  river  grow. 

And  'twiit  two  banks  with  osiers  set, 

That  only  prosper  in  tho  wet, 

Through  the  meadows  do  they  glide, 

Wheeling  still  on  every  aide, 

Sometimes  winding  round  about, 

To  find  the  eveneat  channel  out ; 

And  if  thou  wilt  go  with  me. 

Leaving  mortal  company, 

la  tBe  cool  streams  shait  thou  lie. 

Free  from  harm  as  well  as  I. 

I  will  give  thee  for  thy  food. 

No  fish  that  usetb  in  the  mud, 

But  trout  and  pike  that  love  to  awim 

Where  tho  gravel  from  the  brim 

Through  the  pure  atreama  may  be  seen. 

Orient  pearl,  fit  for  a  queen, 

WiU  I  give  thy  love  to  win. 

And  a  shell  to  keep  them  in. 

Not  a  fish  in  all  my  brook 

That  shall  disobey  thy  look. 

But  when  tbou  wilt,  come  aliding  by, 

And  from  thy  white  hand  take  a  fly. 

And  to  make  thee  understand, 

How  I  can  mv  wavea  command. 

They  shall  bubble  whilst  I  sing 

Sweeter  than  the  ailver  spring. 

Do  wtfear  to  ptd  O^feet 
Naked  i«  the  riueri  tneet  .■ 
ThnA  not  leacA,  or  neat,  or  load, 
WiU  Site  ihgfool,  wAen  ihov  hatl  trod  ; 
Sor  lei  tfa  viatcT  risini/  i^4, 
Ai  ihoB  Kodesl  in,  make  tiee  ay 
And  tab,  but  ever  Une  trith  ne, 
jbid  Wit  a  vxxCB  aholl  troKbls  iltec.  _ 


THE  TAITHFrL  SHEPHEBDESS.  826 

Amo.  Immortcil  power,  that  rulest  this  holy  flood ; 
I  know  myself  unworthy  to  be  woo'd 
By  thee,  a  god :  for  ere  this,  but  for  thee, 
I  should  have  shown  my  weak  mortality. 
Besides,  by  holy  oath  betwixt  us  twain, 

I  am  betrothed  unto  a  shepherd  swain, 

"Whose  comely  face,  I  know,  the  gods  above 

May  make  me  leave  to  see,  but  not  to  love. 
River  God,  May  he  prove  to  thee  as  true. — 

Fairest  virgin,  now  adieu ; 

I  must  make  my  waters  fly. 

Lest  they  leave  their  chaimels  dry. 

And  beasts  that  come  unto  the  spring 

Miss  their  morning's  watering : 

"Which  I  woTild  not,  for  of  late 

All  the  neighbour  people  sate 

On  my  banks,  and  from  the  fold 

Two  white  lambs  of  three  weeks  old 

Offer' d  to  my  deity : 

For  which  this  year  they  shall  be  free 

Froni  raging  floods,  that  as  they  pass 

Leave  their  gravel  in  the  grass : 

Nor  shall  their  meads  be  overflown. 

When  their  grass  is  newly  mown. 
Amo.  For  thy  kindness  to  me  shown, 

Never  from  thy  banks  be  blown 

Any  tree,  with  windy  force, 

Cross  thy  streams  to  stop  thy  course : 

May  no  beast  that  comes  to  drink. 

With  his  horns  cast  down  thy  brink ; 

May  none  that  for  thy  fish  do  look. 

Cut  thy  banks  to  dam  thy  brook : 

Barefoot  may  no  neighbour  wade 

Li  thy  cool  streams,  wife  nor  maid. 

When  the  spawn  on  stones  do  lie. 

To  wash  their  hemp,  and  spoil  the  fry. 
River  God,  Thanks,  virgin ;  I  must  down  again  5 

Thy  wound  will  put  thee  to  no  pain : 

Wonder  not  so  soon  'tis  gone ; 

A  holy  hand  was  laid  upon. 

[If  all  the  parts  of  this  Flay  had  heen  in  unison  with  these  innocent 
scenes,  and  sweet  lyric  intermixtures,  it  had  been  «.  "fioeoi  ^  \»  ^rsa  -^^^iSsi. 
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Comua  or  llie  Arcadia,  tohftTebeim  put  into  Ihebaadaofboysalidri 
la  liaToniHcle  matt<!r  far  j-oung  dreams,  like  the  loves  of  Hennia  Bn< 
qundeTp     But  a  Bpot  is  on  tha  iiicc  of  this  moon. — NotliiDg  abort  of  in 
fatuation  could  hue  driren  Fletcher  opon  niiiing  up  with  tliia  blessed- 1 
iicsa  such  ui  ugly  dofanuitj  ae  Cloe,  the  wautoD  BhepberdesB.     Coar~  ~ 
words  do  but  wound  tho  wtb  ;  but  a  ehanutttr  of  lewdness  affiijnta  tl 
niitid.     Fernalo  lewdness  at  onoe  shoclia  nature  and  morally.     If  CI 
was  meant  to  sotolf  Clorin  bj  cautraet,  Fleti^her  should  have  known  <' 
such  wccda  bj  juxtaposition  do  not  set  olT,  but  kill  sweet  Howers.|] 


THE  FALSE  ONE :  A  TEAOEDX,  BY  JOHH"  FLETCHEE. 
ProLEMl",  King  of  Egypt,  yrewnis  to  Cesah  the  head  o^Pompkt.  C 
relmkiit  the  Egyptians J^j-  their  Ireacheri/  and  inffratittide. 

L'je&A.n,  Antony,  Dolabella,  Sceta,  Bomaoa ;  Ptoleu' 
Photin¥b,  Achilias,  Egyptians. 

Pko.  Hail,  conqueror  and  licail  of  all  the  world, 
Now  thia  head  's  off. 

C-fs.  Ha! 

I^liti.  Do  not  shun  nie,  Cteaar. 

From  kingly  Ptolemy  I  hrimg  this  present, 
The  crown  and  sweat  of  thy  Pha-aalian  lahour; 
The  goal  BiLd  mark  of  high  amhitious  honour. 
Before,  thy  victory  had  no  name,  Cscsar; 
Thy  travail  and  thy  loss  of  blood  no  reconipence ; 
Thou  dream'dst  ol  being  worthy  and  of  war ; 
And  all  thy  furious  conflicts  were  hut  slumbers ; 
Here  they  take  life,  here  they  inherit  honour. 
Grow  fix'd  and  shoot  up  everlasting  triumphs. 
Take  it  and  look  upon  thy  humble  servant, 
With  noble  eyes  look  on  the  princely  Ptolemy, 
That  offers  with  this  head,  most  mighty  Casar, 
Wiiat  thou  wouldst  once  have  given  for 't,  all  Egypt. 

Acli.  Nor  do  not  question  it,  moat  royal  conqueror, 
Nor  disesteem  the  benefit  that  meets  thee, 
B(?caU8e  'tis  easily  got,  it  cornea  the  safer. 
Yet  let  me  tell  thee,  most  imperious  Ciesar, 
Though  he  opposed  no  strength  of  swords  to  wii 
Nor  Iflbour'd  through  no  showers  of  tlarts  and  lances,'  I 
Yet  here  ho  found  a  fort  that  faced  him  strongly, 
An  inward  war:  ho  was  his  grandsire's  guest. 
Friend  to  his  f-'.ther,  and  when  he  was  espell'd 
Aud  beaten  from  tliie  kingdom  by  strong  hand, 
And  had  uoae  left  him  to  restore  his  houour. 


a  this,  I 
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No  hope  to  find  a  firiend  in  such  a  misery ; 
Then  m  stepp'd  Pompey,  took  his  feeble  fortune, 
Strengthened  and  cherish'd  it,  and  set  it  right  again. 
This  was  a  love  to  CsBsar ! 

See,  Give  me  hate,  gods. 

Fho.  This  CsBsar  may  account  a  little  wicked ; 

But  yet  remember,  if  thine  own  hands,  conqueror, 

Had  fallen  upon  him,  what  it  had  been  then ; 

If  thine  own  sword  had  touch' d  his  throat,  what  that  way; 

He  was  thy  son-in-law ;  there  to  be  tainted 

Had  been  most  terrible :  let  the  worst  be  rendered, 

We  have  deserved  for  keeping  thy  hands  innocent. 

Qbs,  O  Sceva,  Sceva,  see  that  head ;  see,  captains. 
The  head  of  godlike  Pompey. 

See.  He  was  basely  ruin'd. 

But  let  the  gods  be  grieved  that  sujQfer'd  it, 
And  be  you  Caesar. 

Cas.  O  thou  conqueror. 

Thou  glory  of  the  world  once,  now  the  pity. 
Thou  awe  of  nations,  wherefore  didst  thou  fall  thus  ? 
What  poor  fate  follow* d  thee  and  pluck' d  thee  on 
To  trust  thy  sacred  life  to  an  Egyptian ! 
The  life  and  light  of  Rome  to  a  blind  stranger. 
That  honourable  war  ne'er  taught  a  nobleness, 
Nor  worthy  circumstance  show'd  what  a  man  was ; 
That  never  heard  thy  name  sung  but  in  banquets 
And  loose  lascivious  pleasures ;  to  a  boy, 
That  had  no  faith  to  comprehend  thy  greatness, 
No  study  of  thy  life  to  know  thy  goodness : 
And  leave  thy  nation,  nay,  thy  noble  fiiend. 
Leave  him  distrusted,  that  in  tears  falls  with  thee, 
In  soft  relenting  tears  ?    Hear  me,  great  Pompey, 
K  thy  great  spirit  can  hear,  I  must  task  thee : 
Thou  hast  most  Tinnobly  robb'd  me  of  my  victory. 
My  love  and  mercy. 

Ant.  O,  how  brave  these  tears  show ! 

How  excellent  is  sorrow  in  an  enemy ! 

Dol.  Glory  appears  not  greater  than  this  goodness. 
C(ss.  Egyptians,  dare  you  think  your  high  pyramids. 
Built  to  out-dure  the  sun  as  you  suppose. 
Where  your  unworthy  kings  lie  raked  in  ashes. 
Are  monuments  fit  for  him  ?     No,  brood  of  ^\\x\&. 


Notliing  can  cover  his  lugli  fame  but  heaven, 

No  pyramids  set  off  his  memories 

But  the  eternal  Bubstance  of  his  greatness ; 

To  which  I  leave  him.     Take  the  head  away, 

And  with  the  body  give  it  noble  burial. 

Tour  earth  shall  now  be  bless'd  to  hold  a  Boman, 

Whose  braveries  all  the  world's  earth  cannot  b^iuice- 

Ton  look  now,  king. 

And  you  that  have  been  agents  in  this  glory. 

For  our  especial  favour  ? 

Ptol  We  desire  it. 

Get.  And  doubtless  you  expect  rewards  ? — 
I  forgive  you  all :  that  'b  reeompence. 
Ydu  are  young  and  ignorant ;  that  pleads  your  pardo 
And  fear,  it  may  be,  more  than  hate  provoked  ye. 
Tour  ministers  I  must  think  wanted  judgment. 
And  so  they  err'd ;  I  am  bountiful  to  think  this. 
Believe  lue,  most  bountiful ;  be  you  most  thankful ; 
That  bounty  ebare  amongst  you :  if  I  knew 
What  to  send  you  for  a  present,  king  of  I^ypt, 
I  mean,  a  head  of  equal  reputation,  [sister' 

And  that  you  loved,  though  it  were  your  brightest 
(But  her  you  hate)  I  would  not  be  behind  yoo. 

Plot.  Hear  me,  great  Cssar. 

Oa,  I  have  heard  too  much : 

And  study  not  with  smooth  shows  to  inside 
My  noble  mind  as  you  have  done  my  conquest. 
Ye  are  poor  aud  open :  I  must  t*ll  you  roiindlr. 
That  man  that  could  not  rei-ompeuse  the  benefits, 
The  great  and  boimteoua  services  of  Pompey, 
Can  never  dote  ui>on  the  name  of  Cesar. 
Thoudil 

Uad  hated  I\>m{iey,  and  nllow'd  bia  ruin, 
Hastr  to  please  in  blixtd  are  seldom  trusty: 
Aud  Dut  1  stand  cnNTron'd  with  my  victoriea, 
]||Jy  fortune  never  failing  to  befriend  me, 
Mt  noble  stKngths  aud  friends  nbuut  my  person, 
I  ^unt  not  try  you.  nor  expect  a  courtesy 
Above  the  pious  love  you  show'd  to  Pompev, 
You  have  found  me  merciful  in  arguing  with  yon ; 
Sworda,  hangmen,  fires,  destruction  of  all  naturee. 
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Demolkhments  of  kingdomB,  and  whole  niins^ 
Are  wont  to  be  my  orators.     Turn  to  tears, 
You  wretched  and  poor  seeds  of  sim-bumt  Egypt : 
And  now  you  have  found  the  nature  of  a  conqueror, 
That  you  cannot  decline  with  all  your  flatteries. 
That  where  the  day  gives  light  will  be  himself  still, 
Know  how  to  meet  his  worth  with  human  courtesies. 
Go,  and  embalm  the  bones  of  that  great  soldier ; 
Howl  round  about  his  pile,  fling  on  your  spices, 
Make  a  Sabsean  bed,  and  place  this  phoenix 
Where  the  hot  sun  may  emulate  his  virtues. 
And  draw  another  Pompey  from  his  ashes 
Divinely  great,  and  fix  hkn  'mongst  the  worthies. 

Ttol  We  wiU  do  aU. 

CcBS.  Tou  have  robb'd  hirfi  of  those  tears 

His  kinged  and  his  friends  kept  sabred  for  him, 

The  virgins  of  their  funeral  lamentations ; 

And  that  kind  earth  that  thought  to  cover  him. 

His  country's  earth,  will  cry  out  'gainst  your  cruelty. 

And  weep  unto  the  ocean  for  revenge, 

Till  Nilus  raise  his  seven  heads  and  devour  you. 

My  grief  has  stopp'd  the  rest :  when  Pompey  lived. 

He  used  you  nobly ;  now  he  is  dead,  use  him  so. 


LOVE'S  PILaRIMAaE :  A  COMEDY,  BY  JOHN  FLETCHER. 

Leocadia  leaves  Iter  father^  s  house,  disguised  in  man^s  a/p^wrely  to  travel 
in  search  of  Mabe  Antonio,  to  whom  she  is  contracted,  but  has  been 
deserted  bjf  him.  When  at  length  she  meets  with  him,  she  finds,  thai 
by  a  precontract  he  is  the  husband  o/'Theodosia.  In  this  extremit^f 
Philipfo,  brother  to  Thbodosia,  offers  Leocadia  marriage. 

Philippo.    Leocadla.. 

Phi,  Will  you  not  hear  me  ? 

Leo,  I  have  heard  so  much. 

Will  keep  me  deaf  for  ever.     No,  Mark  Antonio, 
After  thy  sentence  I  may  hear  no  more ; 
Thou  hast  pronounced  me  dead. 

Fhi.  Appeal  to  reason ; 

She  wiU  reprieve  you  from  the  power  of  grief, 
Which  rules  but  m  her  absence ;  hear  me  say 
A  sovereign  message  from  her,  which  in  duty, 
And  love  to  your  own  safety,  you  ou^^i  \ieajc% 
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WUy  Jo  you  ettive  bo  P  whither  would  you  fly? 

Tou  cannot  wrest  yourself  away  from  care, 

You  may  from  counsel;  you  may  shift  your  place, 

But  not  your  person ;  and  another  clime 

Jlakea  you  no  otter. 
Leo.  O! 
Fhi.  Fop  paaaion's  aake, 

fWliioh  I  do  serve,  honour,  and  love  in  you) 

If  you  will  sigh,  sigh  here ;  if  jou  woula  vary 

A  sigh  to  tears,  or  out-cry,  do  it  hero. 

No  shade,  no  desert,  darknesa,  nor  the  grave. 

Shall  be  more  equal  to  your  thoughts  than  I, 

Only  but  hear  mo  apeat, 
Leo.  "What  would  you  say  p 
Pki.  That  which  shall  raiae  your  heart,  or  pidl  down  mine, 

Quiet  your  passion,  or  provoke  mine  own : 

We  must  have  both  one  balsam,  or  ono  wound, 

For  know,  loved  fair, 

I  have  read  you  through, 

And  with  a  wondering  pity  look'd  on  you. 

I  have  obaerved  the  method  of  your  blood. 

And  waited  on  it  ev'n  with  sympathy 

Of  a  like  red  and  paleness  in  mine  own. 

I  knew  which  blush  was  anger's,  which  was  love's, 

"Wbich  waa  the  eye  of  sorrow,  which  of  truth, 

And  could  diatinguish  honour  from  disdain 

In  every  change :  and  you  are  worth  my  study. 

I  saw  your  voluntary  misery 

Sustaiu'd  in  travel ;  a.  diaguiaed  maid. 

Wearied  with  seeking,  and  with  fitding  lost, 

!Neglocted  where  you  hoped  moat,  or  put  ^iY ; 

I  aaw  it,  and  have  laid  it  to  my  heart. 

And  though  it  were  my  sister  which  was  righted, 

Yet  being  by  your  wrong,  I  put  off  nature. 

Could  not  be  glad,  where  I  moat  bound  to  triumph : 

My  care  for  you  ao  drown'd  respect  of  her. 

Nor  did  I  omy  apprehend  your  bonds, 

But  studied  your  release :  and  for  that  day 

Have  I  made  up  a  ransom,  bro\ight  you  a  health, 

Preservative  'gainst  chance  or  injury, 

PJease  jou  cpply  it  to  the  grief;  mynelf. 
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FH.  Kaj,  do  not  think  me  less  than  such  a  cure ; 
Antonio  was  not,  and  'tis  possible 
Philippo  may  succeed.    My  blood  and  house 
Are  as  deep-rooted,  and  as  fiurly  spread. 
As  Mark  Antonio's ;  and  in  that,  all  seek, 
Fortune  hath  given  him  no  precedency ; 
As  for  our  thanks  to  Nature,  I  may  bum 
Incense  as  much  as  he ;  I  ever  durst 
Walk  with  Antonio  by  the  self-same  light 
At  any  feast,  or  triiunph,  and  ne'er  cared 
Whicn  side  my  lady  or  her  woman  took 
In  their  survey ;  I  durst  have  told  my  tale  too, 
Though  his  discourse  new  ended. 

Leo,  My  repulse 

JPhL  Let  that  not  torture  you  which  makes  me  happy, 
Nor  think  that  conscience,  fair,  which  is  no  shame ; 
'GDwas  no  repulse,  it  was  your  dowry  rather : 
For  then  methought  a  thousand  graces  met 
To  make  you  lovely,  and  ten  thousand  stories 
Of  constant  virtue,  which  vou  then  out-reach' d, 
In  one  example  did  proclaim  you  rich : 
Nor  do  I  think  you  wretched  or  disgraced 
After  this  suffering,  and  do  therefore  take 
Advantage  of  your  need ;  but  rather  know, 
Tou  are  the  charge  and  business  of  those  powers, 
"Who,  like  best  tutors,  do  inflict  hard  tasks 
Upon  great  natures,  and  of  noblest  hopes ; 
Head  trivial  lessons  and  half-Hnes  to  slugs : 
They  that  live  long,  and  never  feel  mischance, 
Spend  more  than  half  their  age  in  ignorance. 

Leo,  'Tis  weU  you  think  so, 

Fhi,  Tou  shall  think  so  too ; 

Tou  shall,  sweet  Leocadia,  and  do  so, 

Leo.  Good  sir,  no  more ;  you  have  too  fair  a  shape 
To  play  so  foul  a  part  in,  as  the  Tempter. 
Say  that  I  could  make  peace  vdth  fortune ;  who, 
Who  should  absolve  me  of  my  vow  yet ;  ha  P 
My  contract  made  ? 

Phi,  Y  our  contract  ? 

Leo,  Tes,  my  contract. 

Am  I  not  his  ?  his  wife  p 

Phi,  Sweet,  nothing  less. 
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Leo.  I  have  n 

Phi.  Truly  theu  you  have  ii 

How  can  you  be  hia  wife,  wlio  was  before 
Another's  imaband? 

Leo.  0  !  though  he  diapeuse 

With  luH  faith  given,  I  cannot  ^^^th  mine. 

Phi.  Tou  do  mistake,  clear  soul ;  hia  precontract 
Doth  annul  yours,  and  jou  have  given  no  iaith 
That  tiea  you,  in  religion,  or  humanity : 
Tou  rather  ein  against  that  great-er  precept, 
To  covet  what  'a  another's ;  Bweet,  jou  do. 
Believe  me,  who  dare  not  ui^  disboncBt  things. 
Semove  that  scruple  tliereforo,  and  but  take 
Tour  dangers  now  into  jour  judgment's  scale, 
And  weigh  them  with  your  safeties.    Think  but  whither 
Now  you  can  go ;  what  you  can  do  to  live  ; 
How  near  youliave  barr'd  all  porta  to  your  own  succour, 
Except  this  one  that  I  here  open,  love. 
Should  you  be  left  alone,  you  were  a  prey 
To  the  wild  luat  of  any,  who  would  look 
Upon  this  shape  like  a  temptation. 
And  think  you  want  the  man  you  personate ; 
Would  not  regard  this  shift,  which  love  put  on. 
As  virtue  forced,  but  covet  it  like  vice : 
So  should  you  live  the  slander  of  each  eex. 
And  be  the  child  of  error  and  of  ahame ; 
And  which  is  worse,  even  Mark  Antonio 
Would  be  caU'd  just,  to  turn  a  wanderer  off. 
And  ianie  report  you  worthy  his  contempt : 
Where,  if  you  miike  new  choice,  and  settle  here 
There  is  no  further  tumult  in  this  flood, 
Each  current  keeps  hia  course,  and  all  suspicions 
Shall  return  honours.     Came  you  forth  a  maid  ? 
do  home  a  wile.    Alone,  and  in  diHguise  ? 
Qo  home  a  waited  Leocadia. 
&o  home,  and,  bj  the  virtue  of  that  charm. 
Transform  all  mischiefs  as  you  are  transform'd, 
Turn  your  oftcuded  father's  nTath  to  wonder. 
And  all  liis  loud  grief  to  a  sileut  welcome ; 
Unfold  the  riddles  you  have  made. — What  say  yoi 
Now  is  the  time ;  delay  is  but  despair ; 
Ifyoa  be  changed,  let  a  kiaa  teU  k 
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Leo,  I  am ;  but  how,  I  rather  feel  than  know. 

[This  ifl  one  of  the  most  .pleasing  if  not  the  most  shining  scenes  in 
Fletcher.  All  is  sweet,  natural,  and  unforced.  It  is  a  copy  which  we 
may  suppose  Massinger  to  have  profited  by  the  studying.] 


BONDUOA :  A  TEAaEDY,  BY  JOHN  FLETCHEE. 

'Bou'DVCA^the  British  Queen,  taking  occcLsionfrom  a  Defeai  of  the  Bomaos 
to  impeach  their  Valour^  is  rebuked  by  Cabataoh. 

BoKDUOA,  Cabataoh,  Hengo,  NEiraiirs,  Soldiers. 

Bon,  The  hardy  Eomans !  O  ye  gods  of  Britain, 

The  rust  of  arms,  the  blushing  shame  of  soldiers ! 
Are  these  the  men  that  conquer  by  inheritance  P 
The  fortune-makers  ?  these  the  Julians, 
That  with  the  sun  measure  the  end  of  i^ature, 
Making  the  world  but  one  Eome  and  one  CsBsar  ? 
Shame,  how  they  flee !  Csesar's  soft  soul  dwells  in  them ; 
Their  mothers  got  them  sleeping,  pleasure  nursed  them. 
Their  bodies  sweat  with  sweet  oils,  love's  allurements. 
Not  lusty  arms.     Dare  they  send  these  to  seek  us. 
These  Eoman  girls  ?    Is  Britain  grown  so  wanton  ? 
Twice  we  have  beat  them,  Nennius,  scattered  them, 
And  through  their  big-boned  Germans,  on  whose  pikes 
The  honour  of  their  actions  sits  in  triumph, 
Made  themes  for  songs  to  shame  them :  and  a  woman, 
A  woman  beat  them,  Nennius ;  a  weak  woman, 
A  woman  beat  these  Romans. 

Car,  So  it  seems.    A  man  would  shame  to  talk  so. 

Bon,  Who 's  that  ? 

Car.  1, 

Bon,  Cousin,  do  you  grieve  at  my  fortunes  ? 

Car,  No,  Bonduca, 

K I  grieve,  'tis  at  the  bearing  of  your  fortunes ; 
You  put  too  much  wind  to  your  sail :  discretion 
And  hardy  valour  are  the  twins  of  honour, 
And,  nursed  together,  make  a  conqueror; 
Divided,  but  a  talker.     'Tis  a  truth. 
That  Eome  has  fled  before  us  twice,  and  routed. 
A  truth  we  ought  to  crown  the  gods  for,  lady. 
And  not  our  tongues.    A  truth  is  none  of  ours. 
Nor  in  our  ends,  more  than  the  noble  bcaim'^\ 
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i''or  thea  it  leaves  to  be  a  \Trtue,  lady, 

And  we  that  have  been  victora,  beat  oaraelvoa, 

When  WB  insult  upon  our  honour's  subject. 

Son.  My  valiant  cousin,  is  it  foul  to  say 
What  liberty  and  honour  bid  UB  do, 
And  what  the  gods  allow  ua  p 

Car.  !No,  Bonduca, 

So  what  we  say  ejceed  not  what  we  do. 
Ye  call  the  Bomana  fearful,  fleeing  Bomans, 
And  Eoraan  girta,  the  lees  of  tainted  pleaaurea : 
Does  thia  become  a  doer  ?  are  they  such  P 

Bon.  They  are  no  more. 

Car.  "Where  is  yoiir  conquest  then  ? 

"Why  are  your  altara  crown'd  with  wreaths  of  flowers, 

The  beaata  with  gilt  horna  waiting  for  the  fire  ? 

The  holy  Druida  composing  songs 

Of  everlHating  life  to  V  ictory  ? 

"Why  are  these  triumphs,  lady  P  for  a  may-game  ? 

For  hunting  a  poor  herd  of  wretched  Eomajis  ? 

Is  it  no  more  P  abut  up  your  templea,  Britons, 

And  let  the  husbandman  redeem  nis  heifers ; 

Put  out  oup  holy  fires ;  no  timbrel  ring ; 

Let 's  home  and  sleep ;  for  such  great  overthrowa 

A  candle  burns  too  bright  a  sacnlice ; 

A  glow-worm's  tail  too  full  of  flame.     O  Nennius, 

Thou  badat  a  noble  uncle  knew  a  Eomau, 

And  how  to  spenfe  to  hira,  how  to  give  him  weight 

In  both  his  fortunes. 

Bon.  By  the  goda,  I  think 

Te  dote  upon  these  Eomans,  Caratach. 

Car.  Witness  these  wounds,  I  do ;  they  were  fairly  givan- 
I  love  an  enemy,  I  was  born  a  soldier ; 
And  he  that  in  the  head  of  hia  troop  defies  me, 
Bending  my  manly  body  with  hia  aword, 
I  make  a  mistress.     Yellow-tressed  Hymen 
Ne'er  tied  a  longing  virgin  with  more  joy. 
Than  I  am  married  to  that  man  that  wounds  me : 
And  are  not  all  these  Komans  P     Ten  struck  battles 
I  Buck'd  these  honour'd  scara  &om,  and  all  Homan- 
Ten  years  of  bitter  nights  and  heavy  marches, 
"When  many  a  frozen  storm  sung  througb  my  cuiraae 
And  made  it  doubtful  ■«Viet\ieT  t\iB.t  ot  1 
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Were  the  more  stdbbam  metal,  have  I  wrongHi  through. 

And  all  to  tiy  these  Bomans.    Ten  times  a  night 

I  have  swum  the  rivers,  when  the  stars  of  Bome 

Shot  at  me  as  I  floated,  and  the  billows 

Tumbled  their  watery  ruins  on  my  shoulders, 

Charging  my  batter'd  sides  with  troops  of  agues, 

And  still  to  try  these  Bomans ;  whom  I  found 

(And  if  I  lie,  my  wounds  be  henceforth  backward. 

And  be  you  wituess,  gods,  and  all  my  dangers) 

As  ready,  and  as  full  of  that  I  brought 

(Which  was  not  fear  nor  flight)  as  valiant. 

As  vigilant,  as  wise,  to  do  and  sufler, 

Ever  advanced  as  forward  as  the  Britons ; 

Their  sleeps  as  short,  their  hopes  as  high  as  ours ; 

Ay,  and  as  subtle,  lady.    'Tis  dishonour. 

And  follow'd  wiU  be  impudence,  Bonduca, 

And  grow  to  no  belief,  to  taint  these  Bomans. 

Have  I  not  seen  the  Britons  — 

Bon.  What? 

Car,  Dishearten'd, 

Bun,  run,  Bonduca,  not  the  quick  rack  swifter, 

The  virgin  from  the  hated  ravisher 

Not  half  so  fearful ; — ^not  a  flight  drawn  home, 

A  round  stone  from  a  sling,  a  lover's  wish, 

E'er  made  that  haste  that  they  have.     By  heavens, 

I  have  seen  these  Britons  that  you  magmfy. 

Bun  as  they  would  have  out-run  time,  and  roaring, 

Basely  for  mercy,  roaring ;  the  light  shadows, 

That  in  a  thought  scur  o'er  the  fields  of  com. 

Halted  on  crutches  to  them. 

Bon.  O  ye  powers. 

What  scandals  do  I  suffer ! 

Car,  Yes,  Bonduca, 

I  have  seen  thee  run  too,  and  thee,  Nennius ; 
Tea,  run  apace,  both ;  then  when  Penyus, 
The  Boman  girl,  cut  through  your  armed  carts, 
And  drove  them  headlong  on  you  down  the  hill: 
Then  when  he  hunted  you  like  Britain-foxes, 
More  by  the  scent  than  sight ;  then  did  I  see 
These  valiant  and  approved  men  of  Britain, 
Like  boding  owls,  creep  into  tods  of  ivy, 
And  hoot  their  fears  to  one  anothfti:  m^^X:^* 


ifen.  And  what  did  you  then,  Caratach  P 

Car.  I  fled  too. 

But  not  80  fast ;  your  jewel  had  been  lost  then, 

Toung  Hengo  there  ;  he  trash'd  me,  KenniuB : 

For  when  your  feara  out-run  him,  then  stepp'd  I, 

Juai  in  the  bead  of  all  the  Homan'H  fmy 

Took  him,  and,  with  my  tough  belt  to  ray  back, 

I  buckled  him ;  buhind  him,  my  sure  shield ; 

Anil  then  I  follow' d.     If  I  say  I  fought 

Five  times  in  bringing  off  this  bud  of  Britaiii, 

I  lie  not,  NennJua.     Neither  had  ye  heard 

Me  speak  this,  or  ever  seen  the  cluld  more, 

But  that  the  son  of  Virtue,  Penyus, 

Seeing  me  ateer  through  all  these  storms  of  danger, 

My  helm  atill  in  my  hand  (my  sword),  my  prow 

Tura'd  to  my  foe  (my  face),  he  cried  ont  nobly, 

"  Go  Briton,  bear  thy  lion's  whelp  off  safely ; 

Thy  manly  sword  has  ransom'd  thee;  grow  strong. 

And  let  me  meet  thee  once  again  in  arms : 

Thenif  thou  atand'st,  thou  art  mine."    I  took  his  off 

Apd  here  I  am  to  honour  him. 


BOLLO,  Duio  of  SonnBndj,  a  bloodg  tyrant,  pvU  to  death  hi>  iiilo§ 
B^^ywiS,Jbrtoofivel^repr<»iinghimf(frlHicrinies;  bid<MenoarA 

falla  in  love  inith  Kditu,  daughter  to  the  man  he  Aim  i^atn.  She  naJcai 
a  show  of  retiurmtiff  hit  tore,  and  imntee  Jam  to  a  banquet ;  h«r  dei^ 
being  io  trtdn  Aim  iitre,  that  gke  mag  kill  Aim;  ttl,  r/cereome  fry  V^^ 

Jlaiteries,  a»d  Teal  or  dissembled  remorse,  shefaiuli  in  her  retolHiM 

EoLLO.     Edith. 
Sol.  Wbat  bright  star,  taking  beauty's  form  upon  her, 

In  all  the  happy  lustre  of  heaven's  glory, 

TTfifi  dropp'd  down  from  the  sky  to  comfort  me  ? 

Wonder  of  Nature,  let  it  not  profane  thee ; 

My  rude  hand  touch  thy  beauty,  nor  this  kiss, 

The  gentle  sacrifice  of  love  and  service, 

Be  offer'd  to  tJie  honour  of  thy  sweetnesa. 
Edi.  My  gracious  lord,  no  deity  dweOs  here, 

Nor  nothing  of  that  virtue  but  obedience; 

The  seirant  to  jour  will  'jiffectB  no  fiatter^. 


THE  BLOODY  BBOTHER.  i^ 

Boh  Can  it  be  flattery  to  swear  those  eyes 

Are  Love's  eternal  lamps  he  fires  all  hearts  with  ? 
That  tongue  the  smart  string  to  his  bow  ?  those  sighs 
The  deadly  shafts  he  sends  into  our  souls  ? 

O,  look  upon  me  with  thy  spring  of  beauty. 
EdL  Your  grace  is  full  of  game. 
RoL  By  heaven,  my  Edith, 

Thy  mother  fed  on  roses  when  she  bred  thee. 

The  sweetness  of  the  Arabian  wind  still  blowing 

Upon  the  treasures  of  perfumes  and  spices, 

In  all  their  pride  and  pleasures,  call  thee  mistress. 
Edi,  Will  it  please  you  sit,  sir  ? 
Bol.  So  you  please  sit  by  me. 

Fair  gentle  maid,  there  is  no  speaking  to  thee : 

The  excellency  that  appears  upon  thee 

Ties  up  my  tongue :  pray  speak  to  me. 
Mi.  Of  what,  sir  ? 
Bol.  Of  any  thing,  any  thing  is  excellent. 

Will  you  take  my  directions  ?  speak  of  love  then ; 

Speak  of  thy  fair  self,  Edith ;  and  while  thou  speak* st, 

Let  me  thus  languishing  give  up  myself,  wench 
Edi.  He  has  a  strange  cunning  tongue.    Why  do  you  sigh, 

How  masterly  he  turns  himsell*  to  catch  me !         [sir  ? 
Bol,  The  way  to  paradise,  my  gentle  maid. 

Is  hard  and  crooked ;  scarce  repentance  finding. 

With  all  her  holy  helps,  the  door  to  enter. 

Give  me  thy  hand ;  what  dost  thou  feel  ? 
EdL  Tour  tears,  sir ; 

You  weep  extremely ;  strengthen  me  now,  justice. 

Why  are  these  sorrows,  sir  ? 
Eoh  Thou  wilt  never  love  me. 

If  I  should  tell  thee ;  yet  there 's  no  way  left 

Ever  to  purchase  this  blest  paradise. 

But  swimming  thither  in  these  tears. 
Edi.  I  stagger. 

Eoh  Are  they  not  drops  of  blood? 
EdL  No. 
Bol.  They  are  for  blood  then. 

For  guiltless  blood ;  and  they  must  drop,  my  Edith, 

They  must  thus  drop,  till  I  have  drown' d  my  mischiefs. 
Edi,  If  this  be  true,  I  have  no  strength  to  touch  him, 
Bol,  I  prithee  look  upon  me,  turn  not  iramxcL^a  % 
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Alaa !  I  do  confess  I  am  made  of  miacliiefe, 
Begot  with  ali  man's  miserieB  upon  me : 
But  Bee  my  sorrows,  maid,  and  do  not  thou, 
Whoae  only  sweetest  sacrifice  ia  softness, 
"Whose  true  condition,  tenderness  of  nature 

Eili.  My  anger  melts ;  0, 1  shall  lose  my  justice ! 

Hoi.  Do  not  thou  learn  to  kill  with  cruelty. 

As  I  have  done,  to  murder  with  thine  eyes, 
(Those  blessed  eyes)  as  1  have  done  with  malice. 
When  thou  hnst  wounded  me  to  death  with  acorn, 
(As  I  deserve  it,  lady)  for  my  true  love, 
"When  thou  haat  loaden  me  with  earth  for  ever. 
Take  heed  my  sorrows,  and  the  atiogs  I  sufl'er. 
Take  heed  my  nightly  dreams  of  death  and  horror 
Pursue  thee  not :  no  time  shall  tell  thy  griefs  then, 
Nor  aliall  an  hour  of  joy  add  to  thy  brauties. 
Look  not  upon  me  as  I  kill'd  thy  father, 
As  I  was  smear'd  in  blood,  do  not  thou  hate  me ; 
But  thus  in  whiteness  of  my  wash'd  repentance. 
In  my  heart's  tears  and  truth  of  love  to  Edith, 
In  my  fair  life  hereafter, 

i:,!i.  He  wiU  fool  me. 

Sol.  O,  with  thine  angel  eyes  beliold  and  hlesa  me 
On  Heaven  we  call  for  mercy  and  obtain  it. 
To  justice  for  our  right  on  earth  and  have  it  j 
Of  thee  I  beg  for  love,  save  me,  and  give  it. 

S:di.  Now,  Heaven,  thy  help,  or  I  am  gone  for  eve^ 
His  tongue  has  tum'd  me  into  melting  pity.    ■* 


TuiEHKr,  King  of  Franco,  ieinff  chil^^Ulg,  U  foretold  bi/  aa  ABlrologaJ 
that  he  shall  hase  Children  if  he  sacrijice  Viejirst  Woman  that.  Aeti 
meet  at  tva-rine  coming  out  of  the  Temple  af  Diana.    Re  ma"    ' 
the  Te^i^le,  and  the  firtt  Womaa  he  lees  grovet  to  be  hii  c 
Obbblla. 

TniEEKT.     Maetbi.,  a  Nobleman. 
Mart.  Tour  grace  is  early  stirring. 
Thier.  How  can  he  sleep 

IVlioae  happiness  is  laid  up  in  an  hoiu- 
Se  iaowa  comes  atea^mg  tovsaiis  tiii\  ?   0,  MArtel  I J 
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Is  it  possible  the  longing  bride,  whose  wishes 
Out-run  her  fears,  can  on  that  day  she  is  married 
Consume  in  slumbers ;  or  his  arms  rust  in  ease, 
That  hears  the  charge,  and  sees  the  honour' d  purchase 
Eeady  to  gild  his  valour  ?     Mine  is  more, 
A  power  above  these  passions ;  this  day  France, 
France,  that  in  want  of  issue  withers  with  us, 
And  like  an  aged  river,  runs  his  head 
Into  forgotten  ways,  again  I  ransom, 
And  his  fair  course  turn  right. 

MaH,  Happy  woman,  that  dies  to  do  these  things ! 

Thier.  The  gods  have  heard  me  now,  and  those  that  scorn' d 
Mothers  of  many  children  and  blest  fathers  [me, 

That  see  their  issue  like  the  stars  unnumber'd, 
Their  comfort  more  than  them,  shall  in  my  praises 
!N  ow  teach  their  infant  songs ;  and  tell  their  ages 
From  such  a  son  of  mine,  or  such  a  queen, 
That  chaste  Ordella  brings  me. 

Mart.  The  day  wears. 

And  those  that  have  been  offering  early  prayers, 
Are  now  returning  homeward. 

Thier,  Stand  and  mark  then. 

Mart.  Is  it  the  first  must  suffer  ? 

Thier.  The  first  woman. 

Mart.  "What  hand  shall  do  it,  sir  ? 

Thier.  This  hand,  Martel : 

For  who  less  dare  presume  to  give  the  gods 
An  incense  of  this  offering  ? 

Mart.  Would  I  were  she. 

For  such  a  way  to  die,  and  such  a  blessing, 
Can  never  crown  my  parting. 
Here  comes  a  woman. 

Oedella  comes  out  from  the  Temple,  veiled. 

Thier.  Stand  and  behold  her  then. 

Mart,  I  think  a  fair  one. 

Thier.  Move  not  whilst  I  prepare  her :  may  her  peace, 
Like  his  whose  innocence  the  gods  are  pleased  with, 
And  offering  at  their  altars,  gives  his  soul 
Far  purer  than  those  fires,  pull  heaven  upon  her : 
You  holy  powers,  no  human  spot  dwell  in  her ; 
No  love  of  any.  thing,  but  you  and  goodness, 
Tie  her  to  earth :  fear  be  a  straDLgex  \.o  \vv5t, 

1.^ 
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And  all  weak  blood's  affectiona,  but  thy  hope. 

Let  her  bequeathe  to  women :  hear  me,  Heaven, 

Give  her  a  spirit  masculine  and  noble, 

Pit  for  youreelvea  to  ask,  and  me  to  offer. 

O,  let  her  meet  my  blow,  dote  on  her  death ; 

And  aa  a  wanton  vine  bows  to  the  pruner. 

That  by  his  cutting  off  more  may  increase, 

So  let  her  faU  to  raise  me  fruit.     Hail,  woman! 

The  happiest  and  the  best  {if  the  dull  will 

Do  not  abuse  thy  fortune)  France  e'er  foimd  yet. 

Ordel.  She  'e  more  than  duU,  sir,  less  and  worse  than  wotnaE 
That  may  inherit  such  an  infinite 
Aa  you  propound,  a  greatness  so  near  goodnese 
And  brings  a  will  to  rob  her. 

Tkier.  Tell  me  this  then. 

Was  there  e'er  woman  yet,  or  may  be  found. 
That  for  lair  fame,  unspotted  memoiy. 
For  virtue's  sake,  and  only  for  its  sell  sake, 
Has,  or  dare  make  a  story  ? 

Ordel.  Many  dead,  sir,  living  I  think  as  many 

Thier.  Say  the  kingdom 

May  from  a  woman's  will  receive  a  blessing^ 
The  king  and  kingdom,  not  a  private  safety ; 
A  general  blessing,  lady. 

Ordel.  A  general  curee  light  on  her  heart  denies  it. 

Thier.  Full  of  honour ; 

And  such  esamples  as  the  former  ages 
Were  but  dim  shadows  of  and  empty  figures. 

Ordel.  Tou  strangely  stir  me,  sir,  and  were  my  weaknet 
In  any  other  flesh  but  modest  woman's, 
Tou  should  not  ask  more  questions ;  may  I  do  it  ? 
3,  you  must. 


.  Tou  may,  and  which  is  n 
Ordel.  I  joy  in  it. 

Above  a  moderate  gladness ; 

It  shall  be  honest. 
Thier.  As  ever  time  discover'd, 
OrdeL  Let  it  be  what  it  may  thei  _ 

I  have  a  mind  will  hazard  it. 
Tliier,  But  hark  ve, 

What  may  teat  woman  merit,  makes  this  blessing  f 
OrJeh  Only  her  duty,  bt- 
Ti:'er.  'Tis  terrible. 


•,  you  promise 


I,  what  it  dare. 
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Ordel.  *Tis  so  much  the  more  noble. 

Hhier,  'Tis  fiill  of  fearful  shadows. 

Ordel,  So  is  sleep,  sir, 

Or  any  thing  that 's  merely  ours  and  mortal ; 
We  were  begotten  gods  else :  but  those  fears, 
Feeling  but  once  the  fires  of  nobler  thoughts, 
Ply,  Hke  the  shapes  of  clouds  we  form,  to  nothing. 

Thier,  Suppose  it  death. 

Ordel,  I  do. 

Thier,  And  endless  parting 

With  all  we  can  call  ours,  with  all  our  sweetness. 

With  youth,  strength,  pleasure, people, time,  nay,  reason : 

For  in  the  sHent  grave,  no  conversation^, 

No  joyfiil  tread  of  friends,  no  voice  of  lovers, 

No  cateful  fether's  counsel,  nothing 's  heard, 

Nor  nothing  is,  but  aU  oblivion, 

Dust  and  an  endless  darkness :  and  dare  you,  woman. 

Desire  this  place  ? 

Ordel,  "lis  of  all  sleeps  the  sweetest ; 

Children  begin  it  to  us,  strong  men  seek  it. 
And  kings  from  height  of  all  their  painted  glories 
Fall  Hke  spent  exhalations  to  this  centre : 
And  those  are  fools  that  fear  it,  or  imagine, 
A  few  unhandsome  pleasures,  or  life's  profits. 
Can  recompense  this  place ;  and  mad  tnat  stay  it. 
Till  age  blow  out  their  lights,  or  rotten  humours 
Bring  them  dispersed  to  the  earth. 

Thier,  Then  you  can  suffer  ? 

Ordel,  As  willingly  as  say  it. 

Thier,  Martel,  a  wonder ! 

Here  is  a  woman  that  dares  die.     Yet  tell  me, 
Are  you  a  wife  ? 

Ordel,  I  am,  sir. 

Thier,  And  have  children  ?    She  sighs  and  weeps^ 

Ordel.  O,  none,  sir. 

Thier,  Dare  you  venture. 

For  a  poor  barren  praise  you  ne'er  shall  hear. 
To  part  with  these  sweet  hopes  ? 

Ordel,  With  aU  but  Heaven, . 

And  yet  die  full  of  children ;  he  that  reads  me 

^  There  is  no  work,  nor  device,  nor  knowledge^  nos  7i^&i^'ai^*\s^  ^Oc^ 
gtftve  whither  thou  goest.    Ecclesiaste9„ 


When  I  am  oslieB,  ia  my  son  in  wiahee ; 

And  those  chnete  dames  that  keep  my  memory. 

Singing  my  yearly  requiems,  are  my  daughters. 

Thier.  Then  there  is  nothing  wanting  but  my  knowledge. 
And  what  I  must  do,  lady, 

Ordel.  You  are  the  king,  air,  i 

And  what  you  do  1  '11  suffer,  and  that  blessing 
That  you  desire,  the  gods  shower  on  the  kingdom, 

Thier.  Thus  much  before  I  strike  then,  for  I  must  kill  you ; 
The  gods  have  wHl'd  it  bo,  they  have  made  the  blessing 
Must  make  France  young  again,  and  me  a  man. 
Keep  up  your  strength  still  nobly. 

Ordel.  Fear  me  not. 

Thier.  And  meet  death  like  a  measure. 

Ordel.  I  a™,  stedfaBt. 

Thier.  Thou  sbalt  be  sainted,  woman,  and  thy  tomb 
Cut  out  in  crystal  pure  and  good  aa  thou  art ; 
And  on  it  shall  be  graven  every  age 
Succeeding  peers  of  France  that  rise  by  thy  fall, 
Till  thou  heat  there  like  old  and  fruitful  Nature. 
Barest  thou  behold  thy  happiness  ¥ 

Ordel.  Idare,sir.     {Pulls  of  her  veil ;  he  lets  fall  hii  sword. 

Thier.  Ha! 

Mart.  O,  sir,  you  must  not  do  it. 

Thier.  No,  I  dare  not. 

There  is  an  angel  keeps  that  paradise, 
A  fiery  angel,  friend :  0  virtue,  virtue, 
Ever  and  endless  virtue ! 

Oriel.  8trilte,  sir,  strike ; 

And  if  in  my  poor  death  fair  France  may  merit. 
Give  me  a  thousand  blows,  be  killing  me 
A  thousand  days, 

Thier.  First  let  the  earth  be  barren. 

And  man  no  more  remember'd.     Eise,  Ordella, 

The  nearest  to  thy  Maker,  and  the  purest 

That  ever  dull  flesh  show'd  us — 0,  my  heart-strings' 

I  have  simjg  ooniiiderad  this  (o  be  the  Guest  scene  in  Fletchar,  bi 
OrdellB  the  raoit  pcrfoct  id^  of  the  fenialB  heroic  eharactor,  noit  to  C 
Untha  in  the  Broken  Hi»rt  of  Ford,  tliat  hoB  been  embodied  in  flotio 
She  is  a  piece  of  aaintod  ualure.  Yet  noble  as  the  whole  scene  is,  it  ma 
be  oontbised  tbul  the  manner  of  it,  ooraparod  with  ahakapeare'  " 
-  - —  fasloirand lauBuid.   ltB>QC)tiouiac\tcui!a,niA^tQ5«»9i.ie, 
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Maetel  relates  to  Thieeey  the  w«ww^  o/*Oedella's  death. 

Mart,  The  grieved  Ordella,  (for  all  other  titles 
But  take  away  from  that)  having  from  me, 
Prompted  by  your  last  parting  groan,  inquired 
What  drew  it  from  you,  and  the  cause  soon  learn' d ; 
For  she  whom  barbarism  could  deny  nothing, 
With  such  prevailing  earnestness  desired  it, 
'Twas  not  in  me,  though  it  had  been  my  death, 
To  hide  it  from  her ;  she,  I  say,  in  whom 
All  was,  that  Athens,  Rome,  or  warlike  Sparta, 
Have  register' d  for  good  in  their  best  women, 
But  nothing  of  their  ill ;  knowing  herself 
Mark'd  out,  (I  know  not  by  what  power,  but  sure 
A  cruel  one)  to  die,  to  give  you  children ; 
Having  first  with  a  settled  countenance 
Look'd  up  to  heaven,  and  then  upon  herself, 
(It  being  the  next  best  object)  and  then  smiled, 
As  if  her  joy  in  death  to  do  you  service. 
Would  break  forth,  in  despite  of  the  much  sorrow 
She  show'd  she  had  to  leave  you ;  and  then  taking 
Me  by  the  hand,  this  hand  which  I  must  ever 
Love  better  than  I  have  done,  since  she  touch' d  it, 
"  Go,"  said  she,  "  to  my  lord,  (and  to  go  to  him 
Is  such  a  happiness  I  must  not  hope  for) 
And  teU  him  that  he  too  much  prized  a  trifle 
Made  only  worthy  in  his  love,  and  her 
Thankful  acceptance,  for  her  sake  to  rob 
The  orphan  kingdom  of  such  guardians,  as 
Must  of  necessity  descend  from  him ; 
And  therefore  in  some  part  of  recompense 

• 

line  revolves  on  itself  in  a  sort  of  separate  orbit.  They  do  not  join  into 
one  another  like  a  running  hand.  Every  step  that  we  go  we  are  stopped 
to  admire  some  single  object,  like  walking  in  beautiM  scenery  with  a 
guide.  This  slowness  I  shall  elsewhere  have  occasion  to  remarK  as  cha- 
racteristic of  Fletcher.  Another  striking  difference  perceivable  between 
Fletcher  and  Shakspeare,  is  the  fondness  of  the  former  for  unnatural  and 
violent  situations,  like  that  in  the  scene  before  us.  He  seems  to  have 
thought  that  nothing  great  could  be  produced  in  an  ordinary  way.  The 
chief  incidents  in  the  Wife  for  a  Month,  in  Cupid's  Revenge,  in  the 
Double  Marriage,  and  in  many  more  of  his  tragedies,  show  this.  Shak- 
speare  had  notlung  of  this  contortion  in  his  mind,  none  of  that  craving 
after  romantic  incidents,  and  flights  of  strained  and  improbabl6  virtus^^ 
which  I  think  always  betrays  an  imperfect  monl  ^es^^^c^^* 
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01'  his  much  love,  and  to  bIiow  to  the  world 
That  'twas  uot  her  lault  only,  but  her  &t«. 
That  did  deny  to  let  her  bo  the  mother 
Of  such  most  certaui  bleesiogs ;  yet  for  proo^ 
She  did  not  envy  her,  that  happy  her, 
That  is  appointed  to  them  ;  her  quick  end 
Should  make  way  for  her:"  which  no  sooner  sp 
But  in  a  moment  this  too  ready  engine 
Made  such  a  battery  in  the  choicest  castle 
That  ever  Nature  made  to  deteud  life. 
That  straight  it  shook  and  sunk. 
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Tie  SumoHT  of  a  Oallant  ipAo  will  not  be  persuaded  to  keep  hii  Lamdty 

but  choosea  to  line  by  Ma  Wilt  ralAtr. 

VALENTiBE'a  TJucle.     Mebchaht,  mho  hat  his  Mortgage. 

Mc7:  When  saw  you  Valentine  ? 

Viic.  Not  since  the  horse-race. 

He  's  taken  up  with  those  that  woo  the  widow. 

Mej".  How  can  he  live  by  snatches  from  such  people  P 
He  bore  a  worthy  raiad. 

Uiie.  AlaB,  he  's  sunk, 

HJ8  means  are  gone,  he  wants ;  and,  which  is  worse. 
Takes  a  delight  in  doing  so, 

Mcr.  That  'a  strange. 

Une.  Runa  lunatic  if  you  but  talk  of  states  ; 

He  can't  be  brought  (now  he  has  spent  his  own) 
To  think  there  ia  inheritance,  or  means. 
But  all  a  common  riches ;  all  men  bound 
To  be  his  baiMs. 

Mar.  This  ia  something  dangerous. 

Uitc.  No  gentlemen,  that  has  estate,  to  use  it 

In  keeping  house  or  followers :  for  those  waya 
He  cries  against  for  eating  sins,  dull  surfeits, 
Cramming  of  serving-men,  miistering  of  beggars. 
Maintaining  hospitala  for  kites  and  curs, 
Glrounding  their  fat  faiths  upon  old  country  proverba, 
"God  bless  the  founders : "  these  he  would  have  venture 
Into  more  manly  uaea,  wit  wvi  iioitv&.%e  -, 


WIT  WITHOUT  MONET.  345 

And  never  thinks  of  state  or  means,  the  ground-works : 
Holding  it  monstrous,  men  should  feed  their  bodies, 
And  starve  their  understandings. 

YALEyTiNiR  joins  them. 

Vol,  Now  to  your  business,  uncle. 

Tine,  To  your  state  then. 

Vol,  'Tis  gone,  and  I  am  glad  on 't,  name 't  no  more, 
"lis  that  I  pray  against,  and  Heaven  has  heard  me ; 
I  tell  you,  sir,  I  am  more  fearful  of  it, 
(I  mean,  of  thinking  of  more  lands  or  livings) 
Than  sickly  men  are  of  travelling  on  Sundays, 
For  being  quell' d  with  carriers ;  out  upon 't ; 
Caveat  emptor ;  let  the  fool  out-sweat  it, 
That  thinks  he  has  got  a  catch  on 't. 

line.  This  is  madness. 

To  be  a  wilful  beggar. 

Val,  I  am  mad  then. 

And  so  I  mean  to  be ;  will  that  content  you  ? 
How  bravely  now  I  live !  how  jocund ! 
How  near  the  first  inheritance !  without  fears ! 
How  free  from  title  troubles  ! 

Unc,  And  from  means  too ! 

Val.  Means 

Why,  all  good  men 's  my  means ;  my  wit 's  my  plough ; 
The  town 's  my  stock,  tavern 's  my  standing-house, 
(And  all  the  world  know,  there 's  no  want)  :  aU  gentle* 
That  love  society,  love  me ;  all  purses  [men, 

That  wit  and  pleasure  opens,  are  my  tenants ; 
Every  man's  dothes  fit  me ;  the  next  fair  lodging 
Is  but  my  next  remove ;  and  when  I  please 
To  be  more  eminent,  and  take  the  air, 
A  piece  is  levied,  and  a  coach  prepared, 
And  I  go  I  care  not  whither ;  what  need  state  here  P 
Tine,  But  say  these  means  were  honest,  will  they  last,  sir  ? 
Val.  Far  longer  than  your  jerkin,  and  wear  fairer. 
Tour  mind 's  enclosed,  nothing  lies  open  nobly ; 
Tour  very  thoughts  are  hinds,  that  work  on  nothing 
But  daily  sweat  and  trouble :  were  my  way 
So  full  of  dirt  as  this  ('tis  true)  I  'd  shift  it. 
Are  my  acquaintance  graziers  ?     But,  sir,  know ; 
No  man  that  I  'm  allied  to  in  my  living, 
But  makes  it  equal  whether  his  on^h  Axa^ 
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Or  my  necessity  pull  first ;  nor  is  this  forc&S, 
But  tne  mere  quality  and  poisure  of  goodness. 
And  do  you  thinJt  I  venture  nothing  equal  p 
Unc.  Tou  pose  me,  cousin. 
Val.  Wliat  'a  my  knowledge,  uncle  ? 

Is  't  not  worth  money  P  what 's  my  understanding  P 
Travel  ?  reading  ?  wit  f  all  these  digested  ?  my  daily 
Making  men,  some  to  apeak,  that  too  much  phlegm 
Had  frozen  up ;  some  that  spoke  too  much,  to  hold 
Their  peace,  and  put  their  tongues  to  pensions :  some 
To  wear  their  clothes,  and  some  to  keep  them ;  these 
Are  nothing,  uncle  P  besides  these  ways,  to  teach 
The  way  of  nature,  a  manly  love,  community 
To  all  teat  are  deservers,  not  examining 
How  much  or  what 's  done  for  them  ;  it  is  witked. 
Are  not  these  ways  as  honest,  as  persecuting 
The  starved  inheritance  with  mnaty  com. 
The  very  rata  were  fain  to  run  away  from  ? 
Or  selling  rotten  wood  by  the  pound,  like  spices. 
Which  gentlemen  do  after  bum  by  the  ounces  ? 
Do  not  1  know  your  way  of  feeding  beasts 
With  grains,  and  windy  stuif,  to  blow  up  butchers  ? 
Tour  racking  pastures,  that  have  eaten  up 
As  many  singing  shepherds,  and  their  issues, 
As  Andalusia  breeds?     These  are  authentic. 
I  tell  jou,  sir,  I  would  not  change  way  with  you  j 
Unless  it  were,  to  sell  your  state  that  hour, 
And  (if  'twere  possible)  to  spend  it  then  too ; 
For  all  your  beans  in  Kunuiillo  ;  now  you  know  me. 
[The  wit  of  netchor  is  eioellmt,  liks  hie  eerioua  sccnea  ;  bat  them 
MmethiDg  Btminfd  and  &r-fd:c;hod  in  botli.     Hb  ia  too  wistrusttiil 
Haturo  J  lio  alwaja  goes  a  little  on  one  flide  of  her.    Sliakspowe  cho 
her  witlimit  a  roserru ;  and  had  riches,  power,  undtfretanduig,  and  loi 
life,  mth  lier,  for  a  dowij.] 


Three  QtrEKNS,  wAase  Lords  Hwre  tlaia  and  lAeir  bodies  denied  burial  J 
Cbbon  the  cruel  King  of  Thebes,  seek  redress  from  TUESBITH,  Doko 
Athens,  on  the  dag  0/  his  marriage  Kith  HltPOUTi,  Queon  of  tl 

Fletcher  is  said  to  huTebeeiittBBvSieiWttus'Elas 
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Amazons.  The  first  (^TTEEvfalU  down  at  the  feet  of  Thssetts  ;  the 
second  at  the  feet  o^Hippolita,  his  bride;  and  the  third  implores  the 
mediation  q/*  Emilia,  his  sister. 

Ist  Qu,  to  Thes.  For  pity's  sake,  and  true  gentility 
Hear  and  respect  me. 

2nd  Qu,  to  Hip.  I'or  your  mother's  sake, 

And  as  you  wish  your  womb  may  thrive  with  fair  ones. 
Hear  and  respect  me. 

Srd  Qu.  to  Emil.  Now  for  the  love  of  him  whom  Jove  hath 
The  honour  of  your  bed,  and  for  the  sake  [mark'd 

Of  clear  virginity,  be  advocate 
For  us  and  our  distresses :  this  good  deed 
Shall  raze  you  out  of  the  book  of  trespasses 
All  you  are  set  down  there. 

Thes.  Sad  lady,  rise. 

Hip.  Stand  up. 

Emil.  No  knees  to  me. 

What  woman  I  may  stead,  that  is  distress'd. 
Does  bind  me  to  her. 

Thes.  What 's  your  request  ?    Deliver  you  for  all. 

\st  Qu.  We  are  three  queens,  whose  sovereigns  fell  before 
The  wrath  of  cruel  Creon ;  who  endure 
The  beaks  of  ravens,  talons  of  the  kites, 
And  pecks  of  crows,  in  the  foul  field  of  Thebes. 
He  wiU  not  suffer  us  to  bum  their  bones. 
To  urn  their  ashes,  nor  to  take  the  offence 
Of  mortal  loathsomeness  from  the  blest  eye 
Of  holy  Phoebus,  but  infects  the  winds 
With  stench  of  our  slain  lords.     O  pity,  duke. 
Thou  purger  of  the  earth,  draw  thy  fear'd  sword 
That  does  good  turns  to  the  world ;  give  us  the  bones 
Of  our  dead  kings,  that  we  may  chapel  them ; 
And,  of  thy  boundless  goodness,  take  some  note 
That  for  our  crowned  heads  we  have  no  roof, 
Save  this  which  is  the  lion's  and  the  bear's. 
And  vault  to  every  thing. 
Thes.  Pray  you,  kneel  not. 

I  was  transported  with  your  speech,  and  suffer' d 
Your  knees  to  wrong  themselves :  I  have  heard  the 

fortunes 
Of  your  dead  lords,  whicli  gives  me  such  lamenting, 
As  wakes  my  vengeance  and  revenga  for  t\jfcT!CL» 


King  Capaneus  was  your  lord :  the  day 
That  he  should  marry  you,  at  aui^h  a  eeason 
Aa  now  it  is  with  me,  I  met  your  groom ; 
By  Mara'e  altar,  vou  were  that  time  fair, 
Not  Juno's  mantle  fairer  than  your  treases, 
Nor  in  more  bounty  spread  her.   Tour  wheaten  wreath 
Was  then  not  thrash'd  nor  blnated:  Fortune  at  you 
Dimpled  her  cheek  with  smUea ;  Hercules,  our  kinsmar 
(Then  weaker  thtm  your  e^es)  laid  by  hia  club  ; 
He  tumbled  down  upon  his  Nemean  hide, 
And  swore  his  sinews  thaw'd.     O  griei^  and  time, 
I'earful  conaumera,  you  will  all  devour ! 
1st  Qu.  O,  I  Lope  some  god, 

Some  god  bath  put  his  mercy  in  your  mimhood. 
Whereto  he  '11  mfuae  power,  and  press  you  forth 
Oiu?  undertaker. 
Thes.  O,  no  knees,  none,  widow ; 

Unto  the  hehneted  BeUona  use  them, 
And  pray  for  me  your  soldier. 
Troubled  I  am. 
'Znd  Qu.  Honour'd  Hippolita, 

Moat  dreaded  Amazonian,  that  hast  slain 
The  scythe-tusk'd  boar ;  that  with  thy  arm,  as  strong 
As  it  is  white,  wast  near  to  make  the  male 
To  thy  sex  eaptive,  but  that  this  thy  lord, 
Bom  to  uphold  creation  in  that  honour 
First  Nature  styled  it  in,  shrunk  thee  into 
The  bound  thou  wast  o'erflowing,  at  once  subduing 
Thy  force  and  thy  affection :  Soldiereas, 
That  equally  canst  poise  sternness  with  pity, 
"Who  now  I  know  hast  much  more  power  on  him 
Than  ever  he  had  on  thee,  who  owest  hia  strength 
And  his  love  too ;  who  is  a  servtmt  for 
The  tenor  of  the  speech :  dear  glass  of  ladies, 
Bid  him  that  we,  whom  flaming  war  doth  scorch, 
Tfnder  the  shadow  of  hja  sword  may  cool  ua  i 
Eequire  him  he  advance  it  o'er  our  beads ; 
Speafc-it  in  a  woman's  key,  like  such  a  woman 
As  any  of  us  three ;  weep  ere  you  fail ;  lend  ua  a  kiiea 
But  touch  the  ground  for  us  no  longer  time 
Tbaa  a  dove's  motion  when  the  head  'a  pluck'd  off: 
Tell  him  if  he  in  the  "blooi-Basi  ?ift\i\B,^  wwoln. 
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Showing  the  sun  his  teeth,  grinning  at  the  moon, 
What  you  would  do. 

Hip,  Poor  lady,  say  no  more ; 

I  had  as  heve  trace  this  good  action  with  yon, 
As  that  whereto  I  'm  going,  and  never  yet 
Went  I  so  willingly  away.     My  lord  is  taken 
Heart-deep  with  your  distress ;  let  him  consider ; 
I  'U  speak  anon. 

^rd  Qu,  to  Emil,  O,  my  petition  was 

-Set  down  in  ice,  which  by  hot  grief  uncandied 
Melts  into  drops,  so  sorrow  wanting  form 
Is  press' d  with  deeper  matter. 

Emil,  rr&j  stand  up : 

Tour  grief  is  written  in  your  cheek. 

Srd  Qu.  O  woe ! 

Ton  cannot  read  it  there ;  there  through  my  tears. 
Like  wrinkled  pebbles  in  a  glassy  stream, 
Tou  may  behold  them.    Lady,  lady,  alack ! 
He  that  wiU  all  the  treasures  know  of  the  earth. 
Must  know  the  centre  too ;  he  that  will  fish 
For  my  least  minnow,  let  him  lead  his  line 
To  catch  one  at  my  heart.     O  pardon  me ; 
Extremity,  that  sharpens  sundi^  wits, 
Makes  me  a  fool. 

JEmil,  Pray  you,  say  nothing,  pray  you ; 

Who  cannot  feel,  nor  see  the  rain,  being  in  it, 
Kjiows  neither  wet,  nor  dry ;  if  that  you  were 
The  ground-piece  of  some  painter,  I  would  buy  you 
To  instruct  me  against  a  capital  grief  indeed. 
Such  heart-pierced  demonstration ;  but  alas ! 
Being  a  natural  sister  of  our  sex. 
Tour  sorrow  beats  so  ardently  upon  me. 
That  it  shaU.  make  a  counter-reflect  against 
My  brother's  heart,  and  warm  it  to  some  pity. 
Though  it  were  made  of  stone :  pray  have  good  comfort. 

Tkes.  Forward  to  the  temple,  leave  not  out  a  jot 
Of  the  sacred  ceremony. 

1st  Qu,  O,  this  celebration 

WiU  longer  last,  and  be  more  costly  than 
Tour  suppliants'  war.     Eemember  that  your  fame 
Knolls  in  the  ear  of  the  world :  what  you  do  quickly. 
Is  not  done  rashly ;  your  first  thougjit  i&  Tsvorcfe 
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Than  others'  labour'd  meditaiiee ;  your  prcmeditabag 
More  than  their  actions ;  but,  0  Jove,  your  aetiona. 
Soon  ae  they  move,  lu  ospraya  do  the  fiah, 
Subdue  before  they  touch.     Think,  dear  duke,  think. 
What  beds  our  alain  kings  have, 

2nd  Qu.  What  griefs  our  beds, 

That  our  dear  lords  have  none. 

3rd  Qu.  None  fit  for  the  dead; 

Those  tliat  with  cords,  knivea,  drams,  precipitance, 
Weary  of  this  world's  light,  have  to  themselves 
Been  death's  most  horrid  agents,  human  grace 
Affords  them  dust  and  ahadow. 

1«(  Qu.  But  our  lords 

Lie  bhstering  "fore  the  visitating  bud, 
And  were  good  IdngB  when  living. 

Theg.  It  is  true,  and  I  will  give  you  comfort. 
To  give  your  dead  lorda  graves : 
The  which  to  do  must  make  some  work  with  Creon. 

let  Qu.  Aud  that  work  presents  itself  to  the  doing : 
Now  'twill  take  form,  the  heats  are  gone  to-mom 
Then  bootleaa  toQ  muat  reeompenae  itself 
With  its  own  sweat ;  now  he  'a  aecure, 
Mot  dreams  we  stand  before  your  puisaance, 
Einsing  our  holy  begging  in  our  eyes 
To  make  petition  clear. 

2nd  Qu.  Now  you  may  take  him 
Drunk  with  his  victory. 

3rd  Qu.  And  his  army  full 
Of  bread  and  sloth. 

Thes.  Artesia,  that  best  knoweat 

How  to  draw  out,  fit  to  this  enterprise. 
The  primeat  for  this  proceeding,  and  the  number 
To  carry  auch  a  huaineas  forth ;  and  levy 
Our  worthiest  instruments,  whilst  we  dea_ 
This  grand  act  of  our  lite,  this  diuing  deed 
Of  late  in  wedlock. 

Isl  Qu.  Dowagers,  take  hands ; 

Let  us  be  widows  t-o  our  woes;  delay 
Couiiuends  ua  to  a  famishing  hope. 
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For  best  solicitation  ? 

Thes,  Why,  good  ladies, 

This  is  a  service,  whereto  I  am  going, 
Greater  than  any  was ;  it  more  imports  me 
Than  all  the  actions  that  I  have  foregone. 
Or  futurely  can  cope. 

Ist  Qu.  The  more  proclaiming 

Our  suit  shall  be  neglected,  when  her  arms, 

Able  to  lock  Jove  from  a  synod,  shall 

By  warranting  moonlight  corslet  thee.    O,  when 

Her  twining  cherries  shall  their  sweetness  fall 

Upon  thy  tasteful  lips,  what  wilt  thou  think 

01  rotten  kings,  or  blubbered  queens  ?  what  care 

For  what  thou  feel'st  not  ?  what  thou  feel'st  being  able 

To  make  Mars  spurn  his  drum.     0,  if  thou  couch 

But  one  night  with  her,  every  hour  in  it  will 

Take  hostage  of  thee  for  a  hundred,  and 

Thou  shalt  remember  nothing  more,  than  what 

That  banquet  bids  thee  to. 

Hip.  Though  much  unliking 

You  shoidd  be  so  transported,  as  much  sorry 

I  should  be  such  a  suitor,  yet  I  think 

Did  I  not  by  the  abstaining  of  my  joy 

Which  breeds  a  deeper  longing,  cure  their  surfeit 

That  craves  a  present  medicine,  I  should  pluck 

All  ladies'  scandal  on  me.     Therefore,  sir, 

As  I  shall  here  make  trial  of  my  prayers. 

Either  presuming  them  to  have  some  force, 

Or  sentencing  for  aye  their  vigour  dumb. 

Prorogue  this  business  we  are  going  about,  and  hang 

Your  shield  afore  your  heart,  about  that  neck 

Which  is  my  fee,  and  which  I  freely  lend 

To  do  these  poor  queens  service. 

All  Qu's.  to  Emil.  0,  help  now ; 
Our  cause  cries  for  your  knee. 

Emih  If  you  grant  not 

My  sister  her  petition  in  that  force. 

With  that  celerity  and  nature  which 

She  makes  it  in,  from  henceforth  I  '11  not  dare 

To  ask  you  any  thing,  nor  be  so  hardy 

Ever  to  take  a  husband. 

TJks.  Pray  stand  up. 


852 


JOilK  FLETCHER. 


I  am  entreating  of  myself  to  do 
TIjat  which  you  kneel  to  liiive  me :  Perithoua, 
Lend  on  the  bride ;  get  you  and  pray  the  goda 
For  aucceaa  and  return ;  omit  not  any  thing 
la  the  pretended  celebration ;  queens, 
Follow  your  soldier  (as  before)  j  hence  you, 
And  at  the  banks  of  Anly  meet  ua  with 
The  forces  you  cuai  raiae,  where  we  ahall  find 
The  moiety  of  a  number,  for  a  businesa 
More  bigger  look 't.     Since  that  our  theme  is  ha 
I  stamp  this  kiea  upon  thy  currant  lip  • 
Sweet,  keep  it  as  my  token.     Set  you  forward. 
For  I  will  see  you  gone.  — — 

HlFFOUTA  and  SuiLU  diaeonrtiag  of  the  fiieiuhhip  betineeii  FbbiihoM 
aitd  TsKaEDS,  Emilii  rslatai  aparailel  instanee  of  the  love  tfiWiMt 
herself  and  FliVIi  beiiy  girU. 

Emit.  I  was  acquainted 

Once  with  a  time,  when  I  enjoy'd  a  playfellow  j 
Tou  were  at  wars,  whea  she  the  grave  enrich'd, 
"Who  made  too  proud  the  bed,  took  leave  of  the  moon 
(Which  then  look'd  pale  at  parting)  when  our  count 
"Was  each  eleven, 

Bip.  'Twaa  Flavia. 

Emil.  Tea. 

You  talk  of  Perithous  and  Theseus'  love ; 
Theira  has  more  ground,  ia  more  maturely  aeasou'd, 
More  buckled  with  strong  judgment,  and  their  needs 
The  one  of  the  other  may  be  aaid  to  water 
Their  intertangled  roota  of  love ;  but  I 
And  she  (I  sigh  and  spoke  of)  were  things  innocent, 
Loved  tor  we  did,  and  like  the  elements. 
That  know  not  what,  nor  why,  yet  do  effect 
Hare  issues  by  their  operance,  our  aoula 
Did  so  to  one  another;  what  ehe  liked. 
Was  then  of  me  approved ;  what  not  condemn'd, 
No  more  arraignnient ;  the  flower  that  I  would  pluck, 
Aud  put  between  my  breasts,  (O,  then  but  beginning 
To  swell  about  the  boaom)  she  would  loug 
Till  she  had  such  another,  and  commit  it 
To  the  like  innocent  cradle,  where  phcenix-like 
They  died  in  perfume:  on  my  head  no  toy 
Bat  wan  her  pattern-,  her  affect^^iona  grett' 
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Though  happHy  hers  careless  were,  I  follow'd 
Tor  my  moat  Berious  decking ;  had  mine  ear 
Stolen  some  new  air,  or  at  adventure  humm'd  on 
rrom  musical  coinage,  why  it  waa  a,  note 
Whereon  her  spirits  would  sojourn  (rather  dwell  on) 
And  sing  it  in  her  slumbers ;  this  reheatsal 
(Which  every  innocent  wote  well)  comes  in 
Like  old  Iinportment'B  bastard,  has  this  end : 
That  the  true  love  'tween  maid  and  maid  may  be 

More  than  in  aes  dividual, 

pAiiHON  and  Aeoite,  repining  at  their  hard  condidon,  in  i«»y  madt 

eu^tivesfat  life  in  Atbena,  derive  tsmiolatUm  from  iha  tryoyment  oj 

eoeb  olAar't  cempani/  in  priton. 

Pal.  How  do  yon,  noble  cousin  ? 

Arc.  How  do  you,  air  ? 

Pal.  Why  strong  enough  to  laugh  at  misery, 

An  d  bear  the  chance  of  war  yet ;  we  are  prisonerB 
I  fear  for  ever,  cousin. 

Arc,  I  believe  it. 

And  to  that  destiny  have  patiently 
Laid  up  my  hour  to  come. 

Pal.  0  cousin  Arcite, 

Where  is  Thebes  now?  where  is  our  noble  country  ? 
Where  are  our  friends  and  kindreds  ?  never  more 
Must  we  behold  those  comfortB,  never  see 
The  hardy  youths  strive  for  the  games  of  honour. 
Hung  with  the  painted  favours  of  their  ladies 
Like  tall  ships  under  sail ;  then  start  amongst  them. 
And  as  an  east  wind  leave  them  all  behind  us 
Like  lazy  clouds,  whUst  Palamon  and  Arcite, 
Even  in  the  wagging  of  a  wanton  leg, 
Ont-stripp'd  the  people's  prmsos,  won  the  garlands 
Ere  they  have  time  to  wish  them  qxob.     0,  never 
Shall  we  two  eiercise,  like  twins  of  honour. 
Our  arras  again,  and  feel  our  fiery  horses 
Like  proud  seas  under  us ;  our  good  swords  now, 
(Better  the  red-eyed  god  of  war  ne'er  wore) 
Eavish'd  our  sides,  like  age,  must  run  to  rust, 
And  deck  the  temples  of  those  goda  that  hate  ub  ; 
These  hands  shall  never  draw  them  out  like  lightning 
To  blast  whole  armies  more. 

4-T<!-  N'o,  PalamoD, 


8Si  JOnS  FLETCHEB. 

Those  nopea  are  priaonera  with  ua ;  here  we  are, 
And  here  the  graces  of  our  youths  must  wither 
Iiike  a  too  timely  spring ;  here  a,ge  must  find  ua, 
And  (which  is  heaviest)  Falaiuon,  unmsrried; 
The  sweet  embraces  of  a  loving  wife 
Loaden  with  kisses,  arm'd  with  thousand  Cupids, 
Shall  never  clasp  our  necks,  no  issue  know  us, 
No  figures  of  ourselves  shall  we  e'er  see. 
To  glad  our  age,  and  like  young  eagles  teach  them 
Boldly  to  gOKB  against  bright  arms,  and  say 
"  Eemember  what  your  fathers  were,  and  conquer." 
The  fair-eyed  maids  shall  weep  onr  hanishments. 
And  in  their  songs  curse  ever-blinded  Fortune, 
Tin  she  for  shame  see  what  a  wrong  she  has  done 
To  youth  and  nature.     This  is  all  our  world : 
We  shall  know  nothing  here,  but  one  another; 
Hear  nothing,  hut  the  clock  that  tells  our  woes. 
The  vine  shall  grow,  but  we  shall  never  see  it : 
Summer  shall  come,  and  with  her  all  delights. 
But  dead-cold  winter  must  inhabit  here  stiU. 

Pal.  'Tis  too  trne,  Arcite.     To  our  Theban  hounds, 
That  shook  the  aged  forest  with  their  echoes, 
No  more  now  must  we  halloo,  no  more  ahake 
Our  pointed  Javelins,  whilst  the  angry  swine 
Flies  like  a  Parthian  quiver  from  our  rages. 
Struck  with  our  well-steel'd  darts.     All  valiant  uses 
(The  food  and  nourishment  of  noble  minds) 
In  us  two  here  shall  perish :  we  shall  die 
(Which  ia  tho  curse  of  honour)  lastly 
Children  of  grief  and  ignorance. 

Arc.  Tet,  cousin. 

Even  from  the  bottom  of  these  miseries, 

From  all  that  fortune  can  inflict  upon  UB, 

I  see  two  comforts  rising,  two  mere  blessin^ 

If  the  goda  please  to  hold  here ;  a  brave  patiendfi^ 

And  the  enjoying  of  our  griefs  together. 

Whilst  Palamon  ia  with  me,  let  me  perish 

If  I  think  thia  our  prison. 

Fal.  Certainly 

'Tis  a  main  goodness,  cousin,  that  our  fortunes 
Were  twined  together;  'tis  most  true,  two  soula 
i^t  ia  two  noble  l)o^H,\etftiemft\vffiM 
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The  gall  of  hazard,  so  they  grow  together. 

Will  never  sink ;  they  must  not ;  aay  they  could, 

A  willing  man  dies  sleeping,  and  all 's  done. 

Are.  Shall  we  make  worthy  uses  of  this  place 
That  all  men  bate  ao  much  ? 

Fal.  How,  gentle  cousin  F 

Arc.  Let 's  think  this  prison  holy  sanctuary, 
To  keep  ua  itam  corruption  of  worse  men ; 
We  are  young,  and  yet  desire  the  ways  of  honour, 
That  liberty  and  common  conversation, 
The  poison  of  pure  spirits,  might  (like  women) 
Woo  ua  to  wander  from.     What  worthy  blessing 
Can  be,  but  our  imaginations 

May  make  it  ours  ?     And  here,  being  thus  together, 
We  are  an  eodless  mine  to  one  another; 
We  are  one  another's  wii'e,  ever  begetting 
New  births  of  love ;  we  are  lather,  friends,  acquaintance 
We  are,  in  one  another,  iamilies ; 
I  am  your  heir,  and  you  are  mine.     This  place 
Is  our  inheritance  ;  no  hard  oppressor 
Dare  take  this  from  us ;  here  with  a  httle  patience 
We  shall  live  long,  and  loving ;  no  surfeits  seek  us ; 
The  hand  of  war  hurts  none  here,  nor  the  seas 
Swailow  their  youth.     Were  we  at  liberty, 
A  wife  might  part  us  lawfully,  or  business ; 
Quarrels  consume  us ;  envy  of  ill  men 
Crave  our  acquaintance ;  I  might  sicken,  cotisin, 
Where  you  should  never  know  it,  and  so  perish 
Without  your  noble  hand  to  dose  mine  eyes, 
Or  prayers  to  the  gods  :  a  thousand  chances. 
Were  we  from  hence,  would  sever  us. 

Pal.  Tou  have  made  me 

(I  thank  you,  cousin  Arcite)  almost  wanton 
With  my  captivity :  what  a  misery  ' 
Is  it  to  live  abroad,  and  every  where ! 
'Tia  like  a  beast  methinks !   I  find  the  court  here, 
I  'm  sure  a  more  content ;  and  aU  those  pleasures, 
That  woo  the  wills  of  nien  to  vanity, 
I  see  through  now ;  and  aai  sufBcient 
To  tell  the  world,  'tia  but  a  gaudy  shadow. 
That  old  Time,  as  he  passes  by,  takes  with  him, 
,What.  had  we  been  old  in  the  couit  «i  Cteoti, 
1,  h.-t 
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"Wliere  ain  is  juatice,  lust  and  ignc 
The  virtuea  of  the  great  ones?  Couain  Arcito, 
Had  not  the  loving  gods  found  this  place  for  ua 
We  had  died,  as  they  do,  ill  old  men,  unwept, 
And  had  their  epitaphs,  the  people's  cursea. 

[This  BCene  beorB  indubitable  marks  o{  Fletcher :  th?  two  nhloh  pt» 
cede  it  give  etroDg  countenance  to  tbg  tradition  that  Shakspcore  had  ft 
Imnd  in  this  Plaj .  The  eame  judgiutiit  mnj  be  formed  of  the  di»tli  ai 
Arcite,  and  BOniD  other  passagEs,  not  licrcgiien.  Thef  have  e,  luiuriamw 
in  them  which  strongly  resembles  Shskspeara'a  manner  in  those  parts  of 
his  pluye,  where,  the  jiragress  of  the  interest  being  subordinate,  the  poet 
van  at  leisure  for  description.  I  might  feteh  mstaneca  from  Troilua  and 
Tiraon,  That  Fletoher  should  have  copied  ahakspearo's  manner  through 
so  manj  entire  ecenes  (which  is  liie  theory  of  Mr.  Steevons)  is  not  very 
prohable,  that  ho  could  hnvo  done  it  with  such  huuhty  is  to  me  not  oer 
tsin.  His  idras  moved  slow ;  his  Tersi^catiou,  though  sweet,  is  tedious 
it  stops  everr  moment ;  ho  lajs  line  upon  Jine,  mnldog  up  one  Bil« 
the  other,  adding  Imago  to  image  so  deUberately  that  we  see  whore  thef 

join:  Shakspeareniingleaevery  thing,  he  runs  line  into  Un-  — '-— 

scnteneea  and  raetaphora  ;  before  one  idea  has  burst  its  si 

hatiihed  and  clamorouB  for  disclosure.     If  Fletcher  wrote 

imitation,  why  did  he  stop  P  or  shall  we  say  chat  Shakspeara  wrote  th» 

other  scenes  in  imitation  of  riett-her  ?  tlrnt  he  gave  Shakspearo  a  curb  and 

a  bridle,  and  that  Shali^peare  gave  him  a.  pair  of  spurs  :  as  Blackmore  and 

Lucan  are  bnnight  in  exchanging  gifts  in  tJie  Battle  of  the  Books  F] 
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liVS^/rom  a  siale  of  indigeaee  and  deperuUnce  is  suddenh/  railed  Mo. 

imntejoe  ajluenae  bg  a  deed  of  gift  of  the  estalea  of  Ms  brother  9iB 

JoHM  Fansili,  a  merchant,  retired  fyom  tie  Korld.    Se  entert,ftvm 

laUng  a  mmm/  of  hit  new  ricAei. 

I  Lttkc.  'TwaB  no  fantaatic  object,  but  a  truth ; 

L  A  real  truth,  no  dream      I  did  not  alumber 

^  And  could  wake  ever  with  a  brooding  eye 

H  To  gaze  upon  it !  it  did  endure  the  touch ; 

■  I  aaw,  and  felt  it.     Tet  what  I  beheid 
H  And  handled  oft,  did  so  transcend  belief 
H  Q/lj  wonder  and  aatoniahment  pass'd  o'er) 
H                 I  imntly  could  give  credit  to  my  senses. 

■  Thou  dumb  ibagiciiui,  that  without  a  charm        [2b 
W  Didst  make  my  entrance  easy,  to  poaseas 
I  "What  wise  men  wish  and  toil  for!     Hermes' moly 
B                  Sibylh'B  golden  bough ;  the  great  elixir, 
^^^^^   Imagined  only  by  the  Bic^yrmat, 
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Compared  with  thee,  are  ahadowe ;  thou  the  Bubstance 

And  guardian  of  felicity.     No  marvel, 

My  brother  made  thy  place  of  rest  hia  boBom, 

Thou  being  the  keeper  of  his  heart,  a  mistresB 

To  be  bugg'd  ever.     In  by-comera  of 

This  Bacred  room,  silver,  in  baga  heap'd  up, 

Like  billets  saw'd  and  ready  for  the  fire. 

Unworthy  to  hold  fellowship  with  bright  gold, 

That  flow'd  about  the  room,  conceal'd  itself. 

There  needs  no  artificial  light ;  the  spleudour 

Makes  a  perpetual  day  there,  night  and  darkneaB 

By  that  BtiU-buming  lamp  for  ever  banish'd. 

But  when,  guided  by  that,  my  eyes  had  made 

Discovery  of  the  caskets,  and  they  open'd, 

Each  aparkUng  diamond  from  itaelf  ahofc  forth 

A  pyramid  of  flames,  and  in  the  roof 

Fis'd  it  a  glorious  star,  and  made  the  place 

Heaven's  abstract,  or  epitome :  rubies,  aapphirea, 

And  ropes  of  orient  pearl,  these  seen,  I  could  not 

But  look  on  gold  with  contempt :  and  ^et  I  found, 

What  weak  credulity  could  have  no  faith  in, 

A  treasure  far  exceeding  theae.     Here  lay 

A  manor  bound  fast  in  a  ekin  of  parchmettt ; 

The  waa  continuing  hard,  the  acres  melting : 

Here  a  sure  deed  of  gift  for  a  market  town, 

If  not  redeem'd  thia  day ;  which  ia  not  in 

The  unthrift's  power ;  there  being  scarce  one  shire 

In  Wales  or  England,  where  my  moneys  are  not 

Lent  out  at  usury,  the  certain  nook 

To  draw  in  more. 

Tie  extravagarKe  of  the  City  Mftdams  11^117  eoiirifatMone  rBpreieaded. 

jATSe,  having  eome  ijtto  the  possession  of  his  brother  Sis  Johk  Fbdgal's 
estates.   Lady,mife  (oSlBjOH»!FBrGAX,  and  two  daii^hteri,iahoiKelg 

Luke.  Save  you,  sister 

I  now  dare  style  you  so.     Tou  w 

Too  glorious  to  be  look'd  on;  now  you  appear 

Like  a  city  matron,  and  my  pretty  n* 

Such  things 

As  they  were  bom  and  bred  there.     Why  should  you 

The  fashions  of  court  ladies,  whose  high  titles       '^^ 

And  pedigrees  of  long  descent  g^ ^ 
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For  their  superfliious  bravery  ?  'twae  monstroiu.  I 

Till  now  you  ne'er  look'd  lovely.  I 

Ladii.  Is  this  apokea  I 

■Jnaeorn?      _  I 

Luke.  Fie,  Qo;  with  judgineDt.     I  make  good  1 

My  promiae,  and  now  show  you  like  youreelyeB, 
Iiiyour  own  natural  shapes. 
Ladg.  We  a^rknowledge  J 

We  have  deserved  ill  from  you",  yet  despair  not,  I 

Though  we  're  at  your  dispoaure,  you  'U  maintain  ua  I 
Like  your  brother's  wife  and  daughters,  J 

Luke.  'Tis  my  purpose.  J 

Lady.  And  not  make  ua  ridiculous.  I 

Luke.  Admired  rather,  I 

As  tair  examples  for  our  proud  city  dames  J 

And  their  proud  brood  to  imitate.     Hear  ^^^^H 

Gently,  and  in  gentle  phrase  I  '11  reprehend  ^^^^^| 
Your  late  disguised  deformity.  ^^^^^^ 

Tour  father  was  ^^^^| 

An  honest  country  fanner,  Goodman  Humble,  ■ 

By  hia  neighbours  ne'er  call'd  master.  Did  your  pride^ 
Descend  from  him  ?  but  let  that  paaa.  Tour  fortiine,  I 
Or  rather  your  husband's  industry,  advanced  you  I 

To  the  rank  of  merchaut's  wife.  He  made  a  knight,  I 
And  your  sweet  miatreas-ahip  ladyfied,  you  wore  I 

Satin  on  solemn  days,  a  chain  of  gold,  I 

A  velvet  hood,  rich  borders,  and  aometimes  J 

A  dainty  miniver  cap,  a.  silver  pin  M 

Headed  with  a  pearl  worth  threepence ;  and  thus  &r  ■ 
Ton  were  privileged,  and  no  man  envied  it ;  I 

It  being  for  the  city's  honour  that  I 

There  should  be  distinction  between  I 

The  wife  of  a  patrician  and  a  plebeian, I 

But  when  the  height  I 

And  dignity  of  London's  blessings  grew  fl 

Contemptible,  and  the  name  lady  mayoress  fl 

Became  a  by-w^E^  and  you  scom'd  the  means  I 

By  which  you  were  raised  (my  brother's  fond  indulgMUjJ 
Giving  the  reins  to  it)  and  no  object  pleased  you  ^ 

But  the  glittering  porop  and  bravery  of  the  court ;       H 
-  In  bis  dopendcnt  state  tho;  hod  treated  him  very  cruellf ;  ttffa^| 
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No  English  workman  then  could  please  your  fancy ; 

The  rrench  and  Tuscan  drees,  your  whole  discourse ; 

Thia  bawd  to  prodigality  entertain'd. 

To  bus  into  your  ears,  what  shape  thia  counfess 

Appear'd  in,  the  last  mask ;  and  how  it  drew 

The  young  lord's  eyes  upon  her:  and  thia  usher 

Succeeded  in  the  eldest  'prentice's  place. 

To  walk  before  you.     Then,  as  I  said, 

(The  reverend  hood  cast  off)  your  borrow'd  hair, 

Powder'd  and  curl'd,  was  by  your  dresser's  art 

Porm'd  like  a  coronet,  hang'd  with  diamonds, 

And  the  richest  orient  pearl :  your  carkanets, 

That  did  adom  your  neck,  of  equal  value ; 

Your  Hungerland  bands,  and  Spanish  QueJlio  ruffs : 

Great  lords  and  ladies  feasted,  to  Burvey 

Emhroider'd  petticoats ;  and  aickness  leign'd, 

That  yoiu"  nightrails  of  forty  pounds  a-piece 

Might  be  sBi-'n  with  em^y  of  the  visitants : 

Eich  pantables  in  ostentation  shown. 

And  roses  worth  a  family.     You  were  served 

In  plate ; 

Stirr'd  not  a  foot  without  a  coach ;  and  going 

To  ehurch,  not  for  devotion,  but  to  show 

Your  pomp,  you  were  tickled  when  the  beggars  cried 

Heaven  save  your  honour !     Thia  idolatry 

Paid  to  a  painted  room.     And,  when  you  lay 

In  childbed,  at  the  christening  of  this  mins, 

I  well  remember  it,  as  you  had  been 

An  absolute  princess  (since  they  have  no  more), 

Three  several  chambers  hung :  the  first  with  arras. 

And  that  for  waiters ;  the  second,  crimson  satin. 

For  the  meaner  sort  of  guesta ;  the  third  of  scarlet 

Of  the  rich  TVrian  dye :  a  canopy 

To  cover  the  brat's  cradle ;  you  in  state. 

Like  Pompey's  Julia. 

X(T%-  No  more,  I  pray  you. 

Luke.  Of  this  be  sure  you  shall  not.     I  'U  cut  off 
Whatever  is  esorbitant  in  you. 
Or  in  your  daughters ;  and  reduce  you  to 
Xour  natural  forms  and  li&bit&  ■,  not  u 
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Of  your  baae  usage  of  me ;  but  to  fright 
Othera  by  your  es  ample. 

[TliiB  bitter  satire  agoinat  the  aty  women  for  aping  the  fiwhinna  of  t 
contt  ladim  nUBt  havo  bean  pecuusrl;  gratd^iiig  to  tha  femalee  of  t 
Usrbert  lamilj  and  tlui  nat  of  Maaaingere  paOoua  and  pstroueaBes.] 


Otbbbeaob,  (a  cr 

LOVBLL.      OVEEEEACH. 

Over.  To  my  wish  we  are  priyate. 

I  come  not  to  make  offer  with  my  daughter 

A  certain  portion ;  that  were  poor  and  trivial : 

In  one  word  I  pronounce  all  that  is  mine. 

In  hmda  or  leases,  ready  coin  or  goods, 

With  her,  my  lord,  comes  to  you ;  nor  shall  you  have 

One  motive  to  induce  yon  to  oelJeve 

I  live  too  long,  since  every  year  I  '11  add 

Something  unto  the  heap,  which  shall  he  yours  too, 

Lob.  Tou  are  a  right  kind  iather. 

Over.  You  shall  have  reason 

To  think  me  such.     How  do  you  like  this  seat  ? 
It  is  well-wooded  and  well-water'd,  the  acres 
Fertile  and  rich :  would  it  not  serve  for  change, 
To  entertain  your  finends  in  a  summer'a  progress  f 
What  thinks  my  nohle  lord  ? 

Lov.  'Tis  a  wholesome  air, 

And  well-built,  and  she',  that  ia  miatreBa  of  it, 
Worthy  the  large  revenue. 

Ouer.  She  the  mistress  ? 

It  may  he  so  for  a  time :  but  let  my  lord 

Say  only  that  he  hut  like  it,  and  would  have  it; 

I  say,  ere  long  'tis  hia. 

Lav.  Imposaible. 

Oeer.  Tou  do  conclude  too  fiist ;  not  knowing  me, 
Nor  the  engines  that  I  work  by.     'Tis  not  alone 
The  lady  AJlworth's  lands :  but  point  out  any  man'a 
Ij3  all  the  shire,  and  aay  they  lie  convenient 
I  l^he  Lady  AEvoA^i. 
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And  useful  for  your  lordahip ;  and  once  more 
I  Bay  aloud,  they  are  youra, 

Xiw.  I  dare  not  own 

"Wliat'Bby  unjust  and  cruel  means  extorted: 
My  fame  and  credit  are  more  dear  to  me, 
Than  bo  to  expose  thein  to  be  censured  by 
The  public  voice. 

Over.  Tou  run,  my  lord,  no  hazard  : 
Your  reputation  shall  stand  as  fair 
In  aU.  good  men's  opinions  as  now ; 
!Nor  can  my  actions,  though  condemu'd  for  HI, 
Caet  any  foul  aspersion  upon  yours. 
For  though  I  do  contemn  report  myself, 
As  a  mere  aonnd ;  I  still  will  be  so  tender 
Of  what  concerns  you  in  all  points  of  honour. 
That  the  immaculate  whiteness  of  your  fame, 
Kor  your  unquestioned  integrity, 
Shall  e'er  be  suDied  with  one  taint  or  spot 
That  may  take  from  your  innocence  and  candour. 
All  my  ambition  is  to  have  my  daughter 
Eight  honourable;  which  my  lord  can  make  her; 
And  might  I  live  to  dance  upon  my  knee 
A  young  lord  LoveD,  born  by  her  unto  you, 
I  write  nil  ultra  to  my  proudest  hopes. 
As  for  possessions  and  fitinnal  rents. 
Equivalent  to  maintain  you  in  the  port 
Tour  noble  birth  and  present  state  require, 
I  do  remove  that  burden  fi^om  your  shoulderB, 
And  take  it  on  mine  own :  for  though  I  ruin 
The  country  to  supply  your  riotous  waste. 
The  scourge  of  prodigals  (want)  shall  never  find  you- 

Lov.  Are  you  not  frighted  with  the  imprecations 
And  curses  of  whole  iamihes,  made  wretehed 
By  your  sinister  practices  ? 

Over.  Tea,  as  rocks  are 

When  foaming  biUowa  split  themselves  against 
Their  flinty  ribs ;  or  as  the  moon  is  moved. 
When  wolves,  with  hunger  pined,  howl  at  her  hright- 
I  am  of  a  sohd  temper,  and,  like  these,  [nesB. 

Steer  on  a  constant  course :  with  mine  own  swori 
It  call'd  into  the  field,  I  can  make  that  right, 
"ffliich  fearful  e:       '  "    ' 
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Now,  for  those  other  peddling  compiainta, 

Breathed  out  in  bitterness  ;  aa,  when  they  eal!  mo 

Extortioner,  tyrant,  cormorant,  or  intruder 

On  my  poor  neighbour's  right,  or  grand  enclosep 

Of  what  was  common  to  my  private  use ; 

Nay,  when  my  ears  are  pierced  with  widows'  cries. 

And  undone  orphans  wash  with  tears  my  threshold; 

I  only  think  what  'tis  to  have  my  daughter 

Eight  honourable  ;  and  'tis  a  powerfiil  charm. 

Makes  me  insensible  of  remorse  or  pitj, 

Or  the  least  sting  of  conscience. 

Lov.  I  admire 

The  toughness  of  your  nature. 

Over.  "Tis  for  you, 

My  lord,  ajid  for  my  daughter,  I  am  marhle. 


L. 


^lt!CiaiAi,aktiigMofBo!iemia,^oUigtolhevrarsi  in  parHi^  witk  % 
v>^t,  tkow)  her  iHbetaHtial  reiaoiu  loAy  ie  thuald  go. 

Matthias.     SopHii. 

Mat.  Since  we  must  part,  Sophia,  to  pass  further 
Is  not  alone  impertinent,  but  dangerous. 
We  are  not  distant  Irom  the  Turkish  camp 
Above  five  leagues ;  and  who  knows  hut  some  party 
Of  his  Timariots,  that  scour  the  country, 
May  fall  upon  us  ?     Be  now,  as  thy  name 
Tridy  int,ernreted'  hath  ever  spoke  thee. 
Wise  and  discreet ;  and  to  thy  understanding 
Marry  thy  constant  patience. 

Soph.  Tou  put  me,  sir. 

To  the  utmost  trial  of  it. 

Mat.  Nay,  no  melting : 

Since  the  necessity,  that  now  separates  us. 
We  have  long  since  disputed ;  and  the  reason^.  I 
ForciDg  me  to  it,  too  oft  wash'd  in  tenrs. 
I  grant  that  you  in  hirth  were  far  above  me. 
And  great  men  my  superiors  rivals  for  you ; 
But  mutual  consent  of  heart,  as  hands 
1  Soplua',  ina4o%> 
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Join'd  by  true  love,  hatb  made  us  one  and  equal : 

Nor  is  it  in  me  mere  desire  of  fame, 

Or  to  be  cried  up  by  tbe  public  voice 

For  a  brave  soldier,  that  puts  on  my  armour ; 

Such  airy  tumors  take  not  me :  you  know 

How  narrow  our  demeans  are ;  and  what 's  more, 

Having  as  yet  no  charge  of  children  on  us, 

We  hardly  can  subsist. 

Soph,  In  you  alone,  sir, 
I  have  all  abundance. 

Mat,  For  my  mind's  content. 

In  your  own  language  I  could  answer  you. 

Tou  have  been  an  obedient  wife,  a  right  one ; 

And  to  my  power,  though  short  of  your  desert, 

I  have  been  ever  an  indulgent  husband. 

"We  have  long  enjoy'd  the  sweets  of  love,  and  though 

Not  to  satiety  or  loathing,  yet 

We  must  not  live  such  dotards  on  our  pleasures. 

As  still  to  hug  them  to  the  certain  loss 

Of  profit  and  preferment.     Competent  means 

Maintains  a  quiet  bed,  want  breeds  dissension 

Ev'n  in  good  women. 

Soph,  Have  you  found  in  me,  sir. 

Any  distaste  or  sign  of  discontent, 
For  want  of  what 's  superfluous  ? 

Mat,  No,  Sophia ; 

Nor  shalt  thou  ever  have  cause  to  repent 

Thy  constant  course  in  goodness,  if  Heaven  bless 

My  honest  undertakings.     *Tis  for  thee. 

That  I  turn  soldier,  and  put  forth,  dearest. 

Upon  this  sea  of  action  as  a  factor, 

To  trade  for  rich  materials  to  adorn 

Thy  noble  parts,  and  show  them  in  full  lustre. 

I  blush  that  other  ladies,  less  in  beauty 

And  outward  form,  but,  in  the  harmony 

Of  the  soul's  ravishing  music,  the  same  age 

Not  to  be  named  with  thee,  should  so  outshine  thee 

In  jewels  and  variety  of  wardrobes ; 

While  you,  to  whose  sweet  innocence  both  Indies 

Compared  are  of  no  value,  wanting  these, 

Pass  unregarded. 

Soph.  If  I  am  80  rich. 
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Or  in  your  opinion  ho,  why  aliould  you  borrov 
Addition  for  me  ? 

Jlfal.  Why  P  I  should  bo  censured 

Of  ignorance,  poaBeHsina;  such  a  jewel, 

Above  all  pric*,  if  I  forbear  to  give  it 

The  best  of  ornaments.     Therefore,  Sophia, 

In  few  words  know  my  pleaaure,  and  obey  me  j 

Ab  you  have  ever  done.     To  your  discretion 

I  leave  the  government  of  my  family. 

And  our  poor  fortunes,  and  Ixoin  these  command 

Obedience  to  you  as  to  mjaeli': 

To  the  utmost  of  what 's  mine,  live  plentifully : 

And,  ere  the  remnant  of  our  etore  be  spent, 

With  my  good  aword  I  hope  I  shall  reap  for  you 

A  harvest  in  such  full  abundance,  as 

Shall  make  a  merry  winter. 

SdjjA.  Since  you  are  not 

To  be  diverted,  sir,  from  what  you  purpose, 

AH  ailments  to  stay  you  here  are  useless. 

Go  when  you  please,  sir.  Eyes,  I  charge  you,  waste  i 

One  drop  of  sorrow ;  look  you  hoard  all  up, 

Till  in  my  widow'd  bed  I  call  upon  you : 

But  then  be  sure  you  fail  not.     You  blest  angels, 

Goiardiaua  of  human  life,  I  at  this  instant 

Forbear  to  invoke  you  at  our  parting ;  'twere 

To  personate  devotion.     My  soul 

Shnil  go  along  with  you ;  and  when  you  are 

Circled  with  death  and  horror,  seek  and  find  you ; 

And  then  I  will  not  leave  a  saint  unaued  to 

Por  your  protection.     To  tell  you  what 

I  will  do  m  your  absence,  would  show  poorly  j 

My  aetions  shall  speak  me.     'IVere  to  doubt  you. 

To  beg  I  may  hear  from  you  where  you  are ; 

Tou  cannot  live  obscure :  nor  shall  one  poet. 

By  night  or  day,  pass  unexamined  by  me. 

If  I  dwell  long  upon  your  hpff,e<maider 

After  this  i'east  the  griping  faat  that  follows ; 

And  it  will  be  excusable ;  pray,  turn  from  me ; 

All  that  I  can  ia  spoken. 

[The  good  smBp,  mlionnl  fondnrss,  sod  cho^tined  feeling,  of  tJua 

logae,  make  it  mare  voluabla  thnn  majij  of  tbase  Bcenes  in  whii^ 

...    I        .....  -■-i^j  joapet B»tiQTiKBinioratt»^c»liiitaK«fc    1 
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singer  had  not  the  higher  requisites  of  his  art  in  anything  like  the  degree 
in  which  they  were  possessed  hy  Ford,  Webster,  Tonmeur,  Heywood,  and 
others.  He  never  shakes  or  disturbs  the  mind  with  griet  He  is  read 
with  composure  and  placid  delight.  He  wrote  with  that  equability  of  all 
the  passions,  which  made  his  English  style  the  purest  and  most  free  from 
violent  metaphors  and  harsh  constructions,  of  any  of  the  dramatists  who 
were  his  contemporaries.] 


THE  PAKLIAMENT  OP  LOVE :  A  COMEDY, 
BY  PHILIP  MASSINaEB. 

Clebehond  t<ik€8  cm  oath  to  perform  Ms  mistress  Leonoba*s  pleasure. 
She  en^'oins  him  to  hill  his  best  friend,    ffe  invites  Montbose  to  the 
field,  imder  pretence  ofioamting  him  for  a  second :  then  shofOSf  that  he 
mustfi^fht  with  him. 

der.  This  is  the  place. 

Mont.  An  even  piece  of  ground, 

Without  advantage ;  but  be  jocund,  friend : 
The  honour  to  have  enter'd  first  the  field, 
However  we  come  off,  is  ours. 

Chr.  I  need  not. 

So  well  I  am  acquainted  with  your  valour. 
To  dare,  in  a  good  cause,  as  much  as  man. 
Lend  you  encouragement ;  and  should  I  add. 
Your  power  to  do,  which  Fortune,  howe'er  blind. 
Hath  ever  seconded,  I  cannot  doubt 
But  victory  still  sits  upon  your  sword, 
And  must  riot  now  forsake  you. 

Mont.  You  shall  see  me 

Come  boldly  up ;  nor  will  I  shame  your  cause. 
By  parting  with  an  inch  of  ground  not  bought 
With  blood  on  iny  part. 

Cler.  'Tis  not  to  be  questioned : 

That  which  I  would  entreat,  (and  pray  you  grant  it,) 
Is,  that  you  would  forget  your  usual  softness, 
Your  foe  being  ati^our  mercy ;  it  hath  been 
A  custom  in  you,  which  I  dare  not  praise. 
Having  disarmed  your  enemy  of  his  sword. 
To  tempt  your  fate,  by  yielding  it  again ; 
Then  run  a  second  hazard. 

Mont.  When  we  encounter 

A  noble  foe,  we  cannot  be  too  noble. 
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Cler.  That  I  eonfesH  ;  but  he  that  'a  now  to  oppose  joOf 
I  know  for  an  arch  villain ;  onB  that  hath  lost 
AH  feeling  of  humanity,  one  that  hatea 
Goodnesa  in  others,  'cauae  he  'a  Dl  himself; 
A  most  ungrateful  wretch,  (the  name 's  too  gentle. 
All  ottributea  of  wickedneaa  cannot  reach  him,) 
Of  whom  to  have  deserred,  beyond  example, 
Or  precedent  of  friendaliip,  is  a  wrong 
Which  only  death  can  aatiafy. 
Mont.  Tou  deaeribe 

A  monster  to  me. 
Cler.  True,  Montrose,  he  ia  ao. 

ifric,  though  fertile  of  atrange  prodigit.. 

Never  produced  hia  equal ;  be  wise,  tberefo 

And  if  lie  fall  into  your  hands,  despatch  him  ? 

Pity  to  him  ja  cruelty.     Th^  aad  father. 

That  seea  his  aon  stung  by  a  snake  to  death, 

May,  with  more  justice,  stay  his  vengeful  hand, 

And  let  the  worm  eacape,  than  you  vouchsafe  him 

A  minute  to  repent :  for  'tia  a  slave 

So  Bold  to  hell  and  miachief,  that  a  traitor 

To  hia  moat  lawful  prince,  a  church-robber, 

A  parricide,  who,  wnen  hia  garners  are 

Cramm'd  with  the  purest  grain,  suffers  his  parents. 

Being  old  and  weak,  to  starve  for  want  of  bread, 

Compared  to  him  are  innocent, 

Mont.  I  ne'er  heard 

Of  such  a  c\irBed  nature ;  if  long-lived. 

He  woidd  infect  mankind ;  rest  you  aasured. 

He  flnda  from  me  amaU  courtesy. 

Cler.  And  eipect 

As  little  from  him ;  blood  is  that  he  thirats  for. 
Not  honourable  wounda. 

Mont.  I  would  I  had  him 

"Within  my  aword's  length ! 

Cler.  Have  thy  wish !  Thou  hast !      [Cleeemond  dratut 
Nay,  draw  thy  sword  and  suddenly :  I  am  [raw 

That  monster,  temple-robber,  parricide, 
Ingrateful  wretch,  friend-hater,  or  what  elae 
Makes  up  the  perfect  figure  of  the  devil, 
Should  he  appear  like  man.     Banish  amazement, 
An.6.  call  thy  ablest  BjirAa  v).'^  to  gaatd  thee 
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From  bim  that  'a  tum'd  a  fury.     I  am  made 

Her  miniater,  whose  cruelty  but  named 

Would  with  more  horror  strike  the  pale-cheek'd  stars, 

Than  aJl  those  dreadful  words  which  conjurora  use 

To  &ight  their  damn'd  famUiara.     Look  not  on  me 

Ab  I  am  Cleremond;  I  have  parted  with 

The  essence  that  was  hia,  and  entertain'd 

The  soul  of  some  fierce  tigress,  or  a  wolf 'a 

!New-hang'd  for  human  slaughter,  and  'tis  fit : 

I  could  not  else  he  an  apt  instrument 

To  bloody  Leonora. 

J^ont.  To  my  knowledge 
I  never  wrong' d  her, 

Cler.  Tea  in  being  a  friend 

To  me,  she  hated  my  best  friend,  her  malice 
Would  look  no  lower : — and  for  being  such. 
By  her  commands,  Montroee,  I  am  to  kill  thee. 
0,  that  thou  hadst,  like  others,  been  all  words, 
And  no  performance !  or  that  thou  hailst  made 
Some  little  stop  in  thy  career  of  hindneaa ! 
Why  wouldat  thou,  to  confirm  the  name  of  friend. 
Snatch  at  thia  iktal  office  of  a  second. 

Which  others  fled  from  i 'Tis  in  vain  to  moura  now. 

When  there  's  no  help  ;  and  therefore,  good  Montrose, 

Eouae  thy  most  manly  parts, and  think  thou  stand' at  now 

A  champion  for  more  than  king  or  coimtry ; 

Since  in  thy  fell,  goodness  itaeS'  muat  aufier. 

Eemember  too,  the  baseness  of  the  wrong 

Ofler'd  to  friendship ;  let  it  edge  thy  aword. 

And  kiU  compassion  in  thee ;  and  forget  not 

I  will  take  ail  advantages :  and  so. 

Without  reply,  have  at  thee.    [Tkegjiffht,  Cleeemond 

Mtmf.  See,  how  weak  falh. 

An  ill  cause  is !  you  are  already  fallen : 
What  can  you  look  for  now  f 

Cler.  Fool,  use  thy  fortune  r 

And  so  he  counsels  thee,  that,  if  we  had 

Changed  places,  instantly  would  have  cut  thy  throat, 

Or  digg'd  thy  heart  out. 

Jlbnt.  In  requital  of 

That  savage  purpose,  I  must  p' ' 
"Witness  these  ' 


i  PHILir  MASBIKOEB. 

But  of  true  sorrow  for  your  misery. 
Lire,  0  live,  Cleremoud,  imd,  like  a  man, 
Make  use  of  reason,  as  an  esorciet 
To  cast  this  devil  out,  that  does  abuse  you; 
Tliia  fiend  of  Mse  affectioa. 


Don  John  AntohIO,  Priiiea  of  Tarent,  is  th*  dUffvise  of  a  tlare,  t 
couati  to  ihe  Lady  AuuiEi,  ih«  not  huwirtg  fttin  in  that  ditguita,  ' 
itoty  of  hit  ovm  pastumfir  her,  atid  of  the  nmoorfSy  Inaimeiit  lo 
hffomidfTom  her. 

John.  Not  far  from  where  my  father  lives,  a.  lady, 
,     A  neighbour  by,  blest  with  as  great  a  beauty 
As  Nature  durat  bestow  without  undoing, 
Dwelt,  and  most  happily,  aa  I  thought  then. 
And  bless'd  the  house  a  thousand  times  she  dwelt  in. 
This  beauty,  in  the  blossom  of  ray  youth. 
When  my  first  fire  knew  no  adulterate  iueense, 
Nor  I  no  way  to  flatter  but  my  fondness, 
In  all  the  bravery  my  friends  could  show  me, 
In  all  the  faith  my  innocence  could  give  me, 
la  the  best  language  my  true  tong;ue  could  tell  me, 
And  all  the  broken  sighs  my  sick  heart  lent  me, 
I  sued,  and  served.     Long  did  I  love  this  lady. 
Long  was  my  travail,  long  my  trade,  to  win  her; 
With  all  the  duty  of  my  soul  I  served  her. 

Aim.  How  feelingly  he  speaks !    And  she  loved  you  too  ? 
It  must  be  so. 

John.  I  would  it  had,  dear  lady. 

This  story  had  been  needless ;  and  this  place, 
I  think,  unknown  to  me. 

Aim.  Were  your  bloods  equal  P 

John.  Tes ;  and,  I  thought,  our  hearts  too. 

Aim.  Then  she  must  love. 

John.  She  did ;  but  never  rae :  she  could  not  love  me ; 
8he  would  not  love ;  she  hated ;  more,  she  Bcom'd  n 
And  in  so  poor  and  base  a  way  abused  mi 
Tor  all  my  services,  lor  all  my  bounties. 
So  bold  neglects  flung  on  me  - 
1*7:^-—  - 
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Aim.  An  ill  woman ! 

Belike  you  found  some  rival  in  your  love  then  ? 

John,  How  perfectly  she  points  me  to  my  story !       {Aside. 
Madam,  I  did ;  and  one  whose  pride  and  anger, 
111  manners,  and  worse  mien,  she  doted  on ; 
Doted,  to  my  undoing  and  my  ruin. 
And,  but  for  honour  to  your  sacred  beauty. 
And  reverence  to  the  noble  sex,  though  she  fall, 
(As  she  must  fall,  that  durst  be  so  unnoble) 
I  should  say  something  unbeseeming  me. 
What  out  of  love,  and  worthy  love,  I  gave  her, 
(Shame  to  her  most  unworthy  mind !)  to  fools. 
To  girls,  and  fiddlers,  to  her  boys  she  flung. 
And  in  disdain  of  me. 
Last,  to  blot  me 

Prom  all  remembrance,  what  I  have  been  to  her. 
And  how,  how  honestly,  how  nobly  served  her, 
'Twas  thought  she  set  her  gallant  to  despatch  me. 
'Tis  true,  he  quarrel' d,  without  place  or  reason ; 
We  fought ;  I  kiU'd  him ;  Heaven's  strong  hand  was 

with  me ; 
Eor  which  I  lost  my  coimtry,  friends,  acquaintance, 
And  put  myself  to  sea,  where  a  pirate  took  me. 
And  sold  me  here. 


THE  UNNATURAL  COMBAT :  A  TRAGEDY, 
BY  PHILIP  MASSINGER. 

MALfiFOBT  senior ,  Admiral  of  Marseilles,  poisons  his  first  toifc  to  make 
way  for  a  second.  This  coming  to  the  knowledge  of  his  son,  Malefokx 
junior;  he  challenges  hi^  father  to  fight  him.  This  imnatural  combat 
is  performed  "before  the  Governor  and  Cowrt  of  Marseilles.  The  spec- 
tators retiring  to  some  distance,  the  father  and  son  parley  before  the 
fight  commences. 

Malefoet  senior.    ^t/LLLEi^onT  jtmior. 

Mai.  sen.  Now  we  are  alone,  sir ; 

And  thou  hast  liberty  to  unload  the  burden 
Which  thou  groan' st  under.     Speak  thy  griefs. 

Mai.  jtm.  I  shall,  sir ; 

6ut  in  a  perplex' d  form  and  method,  which 
You  only  can  interpret :  would  you  had  not 
A  guilty  knowledge  in  your  bosom  of 
The  language  which  you  force  me  to  deliver, 

2b 
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So  I  were  nothing !     Ab  you  are  ray  &ther, 
I  bend  mj  knee,  and  uneompeU'd  profeas, 
Mj  life  and  all  that 's  mine  to  he  yonr  gift, 
Aud  that  in  a  son's  duty  I  stand  bound 
To  Lay  this  head  beneath  your  teet,  and  run 
Ail  desperate  hastarda  for  your  ease  and  safety 
But,  this  confeas'd  on  iny  part,  I  rise  up ; 
And  not  ae  with  a  father  (all  respect, 
Love,  fear,  and  reverence,  cast  off),  but  aa 
A  wicked  man,  I  thus  espostulate  with  you. 
Why  have  you  done  that  which  I  dare  not  speak  P 
And  in  the  action  changed  the  humble  shape 
Of  my  obedience  to  rebellious  rage 
And  insolent  pride  P  and  with  shut  eyes  constrain'd  n 
To  run  my  bark  of  honour  on  a  shelf, 
I  must  not  see,  nor,  if  I  saw  it,  shun  it  ? 
In  my  wrongs  nature  suffers,  and  looks  backward! 
And  mankind  trembles  to  see  me  pursue 
What  beasts  would  fly  from:  for  when  I  advance 
This  aword,  as  I  must  do,  against  your  head, 
Piety  will  weep,  and  filial  duty  mourn. 
To  see  their  altars,  which  you  built  up  in  me. 
In  a  moment  razed  and  ruin'd.     That  you  could 
(From  my  grieved  soul  I  wish  it)  but  produce 
To  qualify,  not  escuse,  vour  deed  of  horror. 
One  seeming  reason ;  that  I  might  fii  here, 
And  move  no  further  1 
Mat  sen.  Have  1  bo  far  lost 

A  father's  power,  that  I  must  give  account 

Of  my  actions  to  my  son  ?  or  must  I  plead 

As  a  fearful  prisoner  at  the  bar,  while  he 

That  owes  his  being  to  me  sits  as  judgo 

To  censure  that,  which  only  by  myself 

Ought  to  be  queation'd  ?  mountaina  sooner  ^1 

Beneath  their  valleys,  and  the  lofty  pine 

Pay  homage  to  the  bramble,  or  what  else  is 

Preposterous  in  nature,  ere  my  tongue 

In  one  short  syllable  yields  satisfaction 

To  any  doubt  of  thine  ;  nay,  though  it  were 

A  certainty,  disdaining  argument ; 

Since,  though  my  deeds  were  hell's  black  livery. 

To  thee  the^  should  appev  triumphant  robe 
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Set  off  with  glorious  honour ;  thou  being  bound 
To  see  with  my  eyes,  and  to  hold  that  reason 
That  takes  or  birth  or  fashion  from  my  will. 

Mal.jun,  This  sword  divides  that  slavish  mot. 

Mai.  sen.  It  cannot, 

It  cannot,  wretch ;  and  thou  but  remember  [it. 

From  whom  thou  hadst  this  spirit,  thou  darest  not  hope 

Who  train*  d  thee  up  in  arms,  but  I  ?  who  taught  thee 

Men  were  men  only  when  they  durst  look  down 

"With  scorn  on  death  and  danger,  and  contemn' d 

All  opposition,  till  plumed  victory 

Had  made  her  constant  stand  upon  their  helmets  ? 

Under  my  shield  thou  hast  fought  as  securely 

As  the  young  eaglet,  cover' d  with  the  vnngs 

Of  her  fierce  dam,  learns  how  and  where  to  prey. 

All  that  is  manly  in  thee,  I  call  mine ; 

But  what  is  weak  and  womanish,  thiae  own. 

And  what  I  gave  (since  thou  art  proud,  ungratefulj^ 

Presuming  to  contend  with  him,  to  whom 

Submission  is  due)  I  will  take  from  thee. 

Look  therefore  for  extremities,  and  expect  not 

I  will  correct  thee  as  a  son,  but  kill  thee 

As  a  serpent  swoln  with  poison ;  who  surviving 

A  little  longer,  with  infectious  breath. 

Would  render  all  things  near  him,  like  itself. 

Contagious. 

Mal.jun.  Thou  incensed  power, 

Awhile  forbear  thy  thunder :  let  me  have 
No  aid  in  my  revenge,  if  from  the  grave 
My  mother 

Mai.  sen.  Thou  shalt  never  name  her  more [.Thty 

Jight,  and  the  son  is  slain. 

Mai.  sen.  Die  all  my  fears, 

And  waking  jealousies,  which  have  so  long 

Been  my  tormentors ;  there  's  now  no  suspicion 

A  fact,  which  I  alone  am  conscious  of, 

Can  never  be  discover' d,  or  the  cause 

That  call'd  this  duel  on ;  I  being  above 

All  perturbations ;  nor  is  it  in 

Tlie  power  of  fate  again  to  make  me  wretched. 
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THE  VTBQIN  MARTYBi  A  TBAGEDY, 
BY  PHILIP  MA3SIBGEB  AND  THOMAS  DECKER. 
AnaEio,  on  Ajigel,  attendt  Doootsea.  a»  a  pnge. 
AsBELO.     DoEOTHEA.     The  time,  midnight. 
Dot.  My  took  and  taper. 
Ang.  Here,  moat  holy  mistresa. 
Dor.  Thy  voice  sends  forth  such  music,  that  I  never 
Was  raviah'd  with  a  more  eeleatial  Bound. 
Were  every  servant  in  the  world  like  thee, 
So  full  of  goodneas,  angela  would  come  down 
To  dwell  with  ua :  thy  name  ia  Angela, 
And  like  that  name  thou  art.     Gret  thee  to  rest  j 
Thy  youth  with  too  much  watching  is  oppreas'd, 

Ang.  ISo,  my  dear  lady.     I  could  weary  stars, 
And  force  the  wakeful  moon  to  lose  her  eyes, 
By  my  late  watching,  but  to  wait  on  you. 
When  at  your  prayers  you  kneel  before  the  altar, 
Methinks  I  'm  ainging  with  some  quire  in  heaven. 
So  bleat  I  hold  me  in  your  company. 
Therefore,  my  most  loved  mistresa,  do  not  bid 
Your  boy,  so  serviceable,  to  get  hence ; 
For  then  you  break  hia  heart. 

Dor.  Be  nigh  me  still,  then. 

In  golden  lettera  down  I  '11  set  that  day. 

Which  gave  tliee  to  me.     Little  did  I  hope 

To  meet  such  worlds  of  comfort  in  thyself, 

This  little,  pretty  body,  when  I  coming 

Forth  of  the  temple,  heard  my  beggar-boy, 

My  sweet-faced,  godly  beggar-boy,  crave  oa  alms, 

Which  with  glad  nand  I  gave,  with  lucky  hand ; 

And  when  I  took  thee  home,  my  most  chaate  boaom 

Methought  was  fill'd  with  no  hot  wanton  iire. 

But  with  a  holy  flame,  mounting  since  higher, 

On  winga  of  clierubims,  than  it  did  before. 

Ang.  Proud  am  I  that  my  lady's  modest  eye 
So  likes  BO  poor  a  serfont. 

Dor.  I  have  offer'd 

Handfuls  of  gold  but  to  behold  thy  parenta. 
I  would  leave  kingdoms,  were  I  queen  of  some. 
To  dwell  with  thy  good  fivther  j  for,  the  son 
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Bewitching  me  so  deeply  with  his  presence, 
He  that  begot  him  must  do  't  ten  times  more. 
I  pray  thee,  my  sweet  boy,  show  me  thy  parents ; 
Be  not  ashamed. 

Ang.  I  am  not :  I  did  never 

Know  who  my  mother  was ;  but,  by  yon  palace, 
Fill'd  with  bright  heavenly  courtiers,  I  dare  assure  you, 
And  pawn  these  eyes  upon  it,  and  this  hand. 
My  father  is  in  heaven ;  and,  pretty  mistress, 
K  your  illustrious  hour-glass  spend  his  sand 
No  worse,  than  yet  it  doth,  upon  my  life. 
You  and  I  both  shall  meet  my  father  there, 
And  he  shall  bid  you  welcome. 

Dor.  A  bless'd  day ! 

[This  scene  has  beauties  of  so  very  high  an  order,  that,  with  all  my 
respect  for  Massinger,  I  do  not  think  he  had  poetical  enthusiasm  capable 
of  furnishing  them.  His  associate  Decker,  who  wrote  Old  Fortunatus, 
had  poetry  enough  for  any  thing.  The  very  impurities  which  obtrude 
themselves  among  the  sweet  pieties  of  this  play  (like  Satan  among  the 
sons  of  heaven)  and  which  the  brief  scope  of  my  plan  fortimately  enables 
me  to  leave  out,  have  a  strength  of  contrast,  a  raciness,  and  a  glow  in 
them,  which  are  above  Massinger.  They  set  off  the  religion  of  the  rest, 
somehow  as  Caliban  serves  to  show  Miranda.] 


THE  FATAL  DOWEY :  A  TEAaEDY, 
BY  PHILIP  MASSINGER  AND  NATHANIEL  FIELD. 

The  Marshal  of  Burgundy  dies  in  prison  at  Dijon  for  debts  contracted 
hy  him  for  the  service  of  the  state  in  the  wars.  Sis  dead  body  is  arrested 
and  denied  burial  by  his  creditors.  Mis  son,  young  Chabalois,  gives 
up  himself  to  prison  to  redeem  his  father^ s  body^  that  it  may  have 
honourable  burial.  JECe  hcts  leave  from  his  prison  doors  to  view  the 
ceremony  of  the  funeral,  but  to  go  no  farther. 

Enter  three  gentlemen,  Pontaliee,  Malotin,  and  Beau- 
mont, as  spectators  of  the  fumeral, 

Mai.  'Tis  strange. 

Beavm.  Methinks  so. 

Font.  In  a  man  but  young. 

Yet  old  in  judgment ;  tbeorie  and  practic 
In  all  humanity ;  and,  to  increase  the  wonder, 
Eeligious,  yet  a  soldier, — ^tbat  he  should 
Yield  his  ttee-living  youth  a  captive,  for 
The  freedom  of  his  aged  father's  corpse ; 
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And  rather  choose  to  want  lifL-'a  necessariea, 
Liberty,  hope  of  fortune,  than  it  should 
In  death  be  kept  from  christian  ceremony  1 

Mul.  Come,  'tia  a  golden  precedent  in  a  boh. 
To  let  strong  nature  have  the  belter  hand, 
In  Huch  a  ease,  of  all  affected  reaaoa. 
What  jeara  ait  on  thia  Charaloia  ? 

Bmum.  Twenty-eight, 

For  since  the  clock  did  striife  him  aeveoteen  old. 
Under  hia  father's  wing  this  son  hath  fought. 
Served  and  commanded^  and  so  aptly  both, 
That  aometimea  he  appeor'd  his  father'a  father, 
And  never  lesa  than  his  son ;  the  old  man's  virtues 
So  recent  in  hJm,  as  the  world  may  swear 
Naught  but  a  fair  tree  could  auch  fair  fruit  bear, 

ATal.  Thia  rooming  is  the  funeral  ? 

Pont.  Certamly, 

And  from  this  prison, — 'twas  the  son's  request. 

[Chahaiois  appears  at  the  door  of  ike  prUon^ 
That  hia  dear  father  might  interment  have. 
See,  the  young  aon  ent«r'd  a  lively  grave. 

Beauin.  They  come.     Observe  their  order. 

The  funeral  procasxion  enters.    Captains  arid  soldiers,  moumni 
era.    ~R,OM0iiT,jnend  to  the  deceased.    Three  creditora  a 
among  the  epectatorg.    Chabalois  »peak». 

Char.  How  like  a  silent  atream  shaded  with  night, 
And  gliding  softly  with  our  windy  sighs. 
Moves  the  whole  frame  of  thia  aolemiiity  1 
Tears,  sighs,  and  blacks,  filling  the  simile; 
"Whilst  I,  the  only  murmur  in  this  grove 
Of  death,  thus  hollowly  break  forth ! — vouchsafe 
To  stay  awhile.     Beat,  rest  in  peace,  dear  earth  1 
Tliou  that  broughtst  rest  to  their  unthankful  lives, 
"Whose  crueltv  denied  thee  rest  in  death ! 
Here  stands  tny  poor  executor,  thy  aon, 
That  makes  his  lii'e  prisoner  to  bail  thy  death ; 
"Who  gladlier  puts  on  tliis  captivity. 
Than  virgins,  long  in  love,  their  wedding  weeds. 
Of  all  that  ever  thou  hast  done  good  to, 
These  only  have  good  memories ;  for  they 
Jicmember  best,  forget  not  gratitude. 
I  I'lank  you  for  this  last  and  friendly  love. 
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And  though  this  country,  like  a  viperous  mother, 

Not  only  hath  eat  up  ungratefully 

All  means  of  thee,  her  son,  but  last  thyself, 

Leaving  thy  heir  so  bare  and  indigent, 

He  cannot  raise  thee  a  poor  monument, 

Such  as  a  flatterer  or  an  usurer  hath ; 

Thy  worth  in  every  honest  breast  builds  one, 

Making  their  friendly  hearts  thy  funeral  stone. 

Font,  Sir! 

Char,  Peace !  O  peace !    This  scene  is  wholly  mine — 

What !    weep   you,    soldiers  ? — ^blanch  not. — Eomont 

Ha !  let  me  see !  my  miracle  is  eased ;  [weeps. — 

The  jailers  and  the  creditors  do  weep ; 

Ev'n  they  that  make  us  weep,  do  weep  themselves. 

Be  these  thy  body's  balm ;  these,  and  thy  virtue, — 

Keep  thy  fame  ever  odoriferous. 

Whilst  the  great,  proud,  rich,  undeserving  man. 

Alive  stinks  in  his  vices,  and,  being  vanish' d, 

The  goldfen  calf  that  was  an  idol,  deck'd 

With  marble  pillars,  jet  and  porphyry. 

Shall  quickly  both  in  bone  and  name  consume. 

Though  wrapp'd  in  lead,  spice,  cerecloth,  and  perfume. 

Creditor,  Sir! 

Char.  What ! — away  for  shame, — you,  profane  rogues. 
Must  not  be  mingled  with  these  holy  relics : 
This  is  a  sacrifice — our  shower  shaU  crown 
His  sepulchre  with  olive,  myrrh,  and  bays, 
The  plants  of  peace,  of  sorrow,  victory : 
Tour  tears  would  spring  but  weeds. 

Bom,  Look,  look,  you  slaves !  your  thankless  cruelty, 
And  savage  manners  of  unkind  Dijon, 
Exhaust  these  floods,  and  not  his  father's  death. 

Friest,  On. 

Cha/r,  One  moment  more. 

But  to  bestow  a  few  poor  legacies. 

All  I  have  left  in  my  dead  father's  right. 

And  I  have  done.     Captain,  wear  thou  these  spurs. 

That  yet  ne'er  made  his  horse  run  from  a  foe. 

Lieutenant,  thou  this  scarf;  and  may  it  tie 

Thy  valour  and  thy  honesty  together. 

For  so  it  did  in  him.     Ensign,  this  cuirass, 

Tour  general's  necklace  once.     Tou  gentle  bearers, 
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Divide  this  purae  of  gold ;  this  otlier  atrew 
Among  the  poor.     'Tib  all  I  httre.     Homont, 
Wear  thou  this  medal  of  himself,  that  like 
A  hearty  oak  grew'st  close  to  this  tall  pine, 
Ev'n  in  the  wildcat  wilderness  of  war, 
"Whereon  foes  broke  their  ewords,  and  tired  themselves  i 
Wounded  and  hack'd  je  were,  but  never  fell'd. 
For  me,  my  portion  provide  in  heaven : 
My  root  is  earth'd,  and  I,  a  desolate  branch, 
Left  scatter'd  in  the  highway  of  the  world. 
Trod  under  foot,  that  might  have  been  a,  column 
Mainly  supporting  our  demohsh'd  house. 
This'  woula  I  wear  as  ray  inheritance, — 
And  what  hope  can  arise  to  me  from  it. 
When  1  and  it  are  here  both  prisonera  ? 
Only  may  this,  if  ever  we  be  tree. 
Keep  or  redeem  me  from  all  injiimy. 
Jailer.  You  niuHt  no  farther. — 

The  prison  limits  you,  and  the  creditors 
Exact  the  strictness. 


The  DtrcE  os  Efibb  enaeU  a  lata,  that  all  men  who  hase  reaclted  the  aga  I 

of  fmirseoTe,  shall  be  pal  to  death,  as  being  adjudged  vjeien  to  Ua  I 

commoAtBealth,     SlMOtQ])EB,  the  bad,  and  Vi^kstb.'es,  ths  goad  foii)  f 
are  differeallg  affected  by  the  promulgaiioa  ijf  the  edict. 

Sim.  Cleanthes, 

0,  lad,  here  's  a  spring  for  young  phmts  to  fiourish! 

The  old  trees  must  down,  kept  the  sun  fi^m  na. 

Wo  shall  rise  now,  hoy. 
Cle.  Whither,  sir,  I  pray  P 

To  the  bleak  air  of  storms,  among  those  trees 

Which  we  had  shelter  from, 
Sim.  Tcs,  from  our  growth, 

Our  sap  and  hvelihood,  and  from  our  fruit. 

Wliat !  'tis  not  jubilee  with  thee  yet,  1  think ; 

Thou  look'st  ao  sad  on 't.     How  old  is  thy  father  P 
Cle.  Jubilee !  no,  indeed ;  'tis  a  bad  year  with  me, 
1  Eia  JBth^s  iwoi^ 
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Sim,  Prithee,  how  old 's  thy  father  ?  then  I  can  tell  thee. 
Cle.  I  know  not  how  to  answer  you,  Snnonides. 

He  is  too  old,  being  now  exposed 

Unto  the  rigor  of  a  cruel  edict ; 

And  yet  not  old  enough  by  many  years, 

'Cause  I  *d  not  see  him  go  an  hour  before  me, 
Sim.  These  very  passions  1  speak  to  my  father, 

Cle.  Why,  here 's  a  villain. 

Able  to  corrupt  a  thousand  by  example. 
Does  the  kind  root  bleed  out  his  livelihood 
In  parent  distribution  to  his  branches. 
Adorning  them  with  all  his  glorious  fruits, 
Proud  that  his  pride  is  seen  when  he  's  unseen, 
And  must  not  gratitude  descend  again 
To  comfort  his  old  limbs  in  fruitless  winter  ? 

Cleanthes,  to  save  his  old  father ,  LEONn)ES,/rom  the  operation  of  the  ^ 
laWy  gives  out  that  he  is  dead,  celebrating  ajpretendedfun&raJL,  to  make 
it  believed, 

Duke.     Couetiees.     Cleanthes,  as  following  his  father's 

hody  to  the  grave, 
Duke,  Cleanthes? 
Court.  *Tis,  my  lord,  and  in  the  place 

Of  a  chief  mourner  too,  but  strangely  habited 
Duke.  Yet  suitable  to  his  behaviour,  mark  it ; 

He  comes  all  the  way  smiling,  do  you  observe  it  ? 

I  never  saw  a  corse  so  joyfully  follow* d. 

Light  colours  and  light  cheeks — who  should  this  be  ? 

'Tis  a  thing  worth  resolving. — Cleanthes 

Cle.  O  my  lord ! 

Duke.  He  laugh' d  outright  now. 

Was  ever  such  a  contrariety  seen 

In  natural  courses  yet,  nay,  profess' d  openly  ? 
Cle.  'Tis,  of  a  heavy  time,  the  joyfull'st  day 

That  ever  son  was  bom  to. 
Duke.  How  can  that  be  ? 
Cle.  I  joy — ^to  make  it  plain — ^my  father 's  dead. 
Duke.  Dead? 
Court.  Old  Leonides  ? 
Cle.  In  his  last  month  dead. 

He  beguiled  cruel  law  the  sweetHest 

That  ever  age  was  blest  to. 
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It  ^ieves  me  that  u  tear  should  Ml  upon  it, 
Being  a  thing  bo  Joyful,  but  hia  memory 
Will  work  it  out,  I  see :  wlien  his  poor  heart 
Broke,  I  did  not  so  much,  but  leap'd  for  joy 
So  mountiuglj,  I  touch'd  the  stars,  methougbt. 
I  would  not  hear  of  blacks,  I  was  so  light. 
But  chose  a  colour  orieut,  like  my  mind: 
Tor  blacks  are  often  such  disaembling  mourners, 
There  is  no  credit  ^ven  to  it,  it  has  lost 
All  reputation  by  false  sons  and  widows. 
!Now  I  would  have  men  know  what  I  resemble, 
A  truth,  indeed ;  'tis  joy  clad  like  a  joy. 
Which  ia  more  honest  than  a,  cunning  grief 
That 's  only  faced  with  sables  for  a  show, 
But  gaudy-hearted.     When  I  saw  death  oome 
So  ready  to  deceive  you,  sir,  forgive  me, 
1  could  not  choose  but  be  entirely  merry ; 
And  yet  too,  see  now,  of  a  sudden, 
Nammg  but  death,  I  show  myself  a  mortal, 
That  'a  never  constant  to  one  passion  long ; 
I  wonder  whejice  that  tear  came,  when  I  smiled 
In  the  production  on  it.     Sorrow 's  a  thief, 
That  can,  when  joy  looks  on,  steal  forth  a  griof- 
But,  gracious  leave,  my  lord;  when  I  have  perform' d 
My  last  poor  duty  to  my  fether's  bones, 
I  shall  return  your  servant. 
Duke.  Well,  perform  it ; 

The  law  is  satisfied :  they  can  but  die. 

Cl^AHTHES  eonffsaU  LboxtdSS  i»  a  secret  apartmeai  tBilHn  a 
vihtre  himaelf,  and  hit  wife  Hippomta,  keep  watch  for  the  ii^fil 
the  old  mtn.     Thii  romiitg  to  the  Ddxe's  knowledge,  he  repaint  tt 
icood  arid  makeii  diicoven/  of  ihe  place  tchera  iheg  have  Md  LSDHIDI^ 

The  wood. — Clbanthes  listeniTuj,  at  fearing  every  aowni. 
Cle.  What  'a  that  p    0,  nothing  but  the  whispering  wind 
Breathes  through  yon  churlish  hawthorn,  that  grewTudflB 
As  if  it  chid  the  gentle  breath  that  kiss'd  it. 
I  cannot  be  too  circumspect,  too  eiireful. 
For  in  these  woods  lies  hid  all  my  life's  treasure, 
Which  is  too  much  ever  to  tear  to  lose. 
Though  it  be  never  lost ;  and  if  our  watcbfulnesa 
Ought  to  be  wise  and  serious  'gaiuat  a  thief 
That  comes  to  steal  our  goods,  things  all  without  n 
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That  prove  vexation  often  more  than  comfort 

How  mightj  ought  our  providence  to  be 

To  prevent  those,  if  any  such  there  were, 

That  come  to  rob  our  bosom  of  our  joys. 

That  only  make  poor  man  delight  to  five ! 

Pshaw,  1  'm  too  fearful — fie,  fie,  who  can  hurt  me  ? 

But  'tis  a  general  cowardice,  that  shakes 

The  nerves  of  confidence ;  he  that  hides  treasure, 

Imagines  eveiy  one  thinks  of  that  place, 

When  'tis  a  thing  least  minded ;  nay,  let  him  change 

The  place  continually,  where'er  it  keeps, 

There  will  the  fear  keep  still.  Yonder 's  the  storehouse 

Of  all  my  comfort  now — and,  see,  it  sends  forth 

HippoLiTA.  enters. 
A  dear  one  to  me.     Precious  chief  of  women ! 
How  does  the  good  old  soul  ?  has  he  fed  well  ? 
Hip,  Beshrew  me,  sir,  he  made  the  heartiest  meal  to-day ; 

Much  good  may 't  do  his  health 
Cle»  A  blessing  on  thee. 

Both  for  thy  news  and  wish. 
Hip.  His  stomach,  sir. 

Is  better'd  wondrously,  since  his  concealment;. 
Cle.  Heaven  has  a  blessed  work  in  it.  Come,  we  are  safe  here, 

I  prithee,  call  him  forth,  the  air  is  much  wholesoraer. 
Sip.  ^Father. 

Leokides  comes  forth. 
Leon.  How  sweetly  sounds  the  voice  of  a  good  woman ! 
It  is  so  seldom  heard,  that,  when  it  speaks, 
It  ravishes  aU  senses.     Lists  of  honour ! 
I  have  a  joy  weeps  to  see  you,  'tis  so  fiill, 
So  fairly  fniitfol. 
Cle.  I  hope  to  see  you  often,  and  return 

Loaden  with  blessing,  still  to  pour  on  some. 
I  find  them  all  in  my  contented  peace, 
And  lose  not  one  in  thousands,  they  are  dispersed 
So  gloriously,  I  know  not  which  are  brightest ; 
I  find  them,  as  angels  are  found,  by  legions. 

A  Horn  is  heard. 
Ha! 
Leon.  What  was  it  disturb'd  my  joy  P 
Cle.  Did  vou  not  hear, 
As  afar  off? 
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Rip.  What,  my  excellent  eonaort  ? 
Cle.  Nor  you — — 

Hip.  I  heard  a 

Cle.  Hark  again 

Leon.  BleBB  my  joyl 

What  ailB  it  oa  a.  sudden  p 

Cle.  i^ow  since lately 

Loon.  'Tia  nothing  but  a  symptom  of  thy  care,  man 
Ole.  Alas !  you  do  not  hear  well. 
Leon.  What  was  it,  daughter  ? 
Hip.  I  heard  a  sound,  twice. 
Cle.  Hark !  louder  and  nearer. 

In,  for  the  precious  good  of  virtue,  quick,  sir, 

Louder  and  nearer  yet ;  at  hand,  at  hand; 

A  hunting  here !  'tis  strange !  I  never  knew 

Gamefollow'd  in  these  woo^  before.  [LEONiDEByiwwii 
Hip.  Now  let  them  come,  and  spare  not. 

Muter  Di^KE,  Courtiers,  Attendants,  a*  if  hunting. 
Cle.  Ha !  'tis — — is  it  not  the  Duke  P — —look  sparingly, 
Hip.  'Tia  he,  hut  what  of  that  ?  alas!  take  heed,  s' 

Tour  care  will  overthrow  us. 
Cle.  Come,  it  shall  not. 

Let 's  set  a  pleasant  face  upon  our  fears. 

Though  our  he^B  shake  with  horror.     Ha!  ha!  ha^J 
BvJce.  Hark! 
Cle.  Prithee,  proceed; 

I  'm  taken  with  these  light  things  infinitely, 

Since  the  old  man's  decease.^ — ifa!  ha!  ha! — 
Duhe.  Why,  how  should  I  believe  this  P  Look,  he  'a  mer 

As  if  he  had  no  such  charge.     One  with  that  care 

Could  never  be  so  still ;  he  holds  hia  temper. 

And  'tis  the  same  still ;  with  no  difierence. 

He  brought  hia  lather's  corpse  to  the  grave  with. 

He  laugh'd  thus  then,  you  inow. 
Court.  Ay,  he  may  laugh,  my  lord ; 

That  shows  but  how  he  glories  in  his  cunning; 

And,  perhaps,  done  more  to  advance  his  wit, 

Than  to  erpreas  affection  to  his  father. 

That  only  he  has  over-reach'd  the  law. 
Pitie,  If  a  contempt  can  be  so  neatly  carried, 

It  gives  me  cauae  of  wonder, 

L'  leaiithea 
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Cle,  My  loved  lord — 

Duke,  iNot  moved  a  whit ! 

Constant  to  lightning  stDl ! 'tis  strange  to  meet  you 

Upon  a  ground  so  unfrequented,  sir : 

This  does  not  fit  your  passion ;  you  are  for  mirth, 

Or  I  mistake  you  much. 

Cle,  But  finding  it 

Grow  to  a  noted  imperfection  in  me 

(For  any  thing  too  much  is  vicious), 

I  come  to  these  disconsolate  walks  of  purpose 

Only  to  dull  and  take  away  the  edge  on  it. 

I  ever  had  a  greater  zeal  to  sadness, 

A  natural  propension,  I  confess,  my  lord, 

Before  that  cheerful  accident  fell  out, — 

K I  may  call  a  father's  funeral  cheerful, 

Without  wrong  done  to  du^  or  my  love. 

Duke.  It  seems  then  you  take  pleasure  in  these  walks,  sir  ? 

Cle,  Contemplative  content  I  do,  my  lord : 
They  bring  into  my  mind  oft  meditations 
So  sweetly  precious,  that  in  the  parting 
I  find  a  snower  of  grace  upon  my  cheeks, 
They  take  their  leave  so  feelingly. 

Duke,  So,  sir 

Cle,  Which  is  a  kind  of  grave  delight,  my  lord. 

Duke,  And  I  have  small  cause,  Cleanthes,  to  afford  you 
The  least  delight  that  has  a  name. 

Cle,  My  lord 

Duke,  In  your  excess  of  joy  you  have  expressed 
Tour  rancour  and  contempt  against  my  law : 
Tour  smiles  deserve  fining ;  you  have  profess' d 
Derision  openly  ev'n  to  my  face. 
Which  might  be  death,  a  Httle  more  incensed. 
Tou  do  not  come  for  any  freedom  here, 
But  for  a  project  of  your  own ; 
But  all  that 's  known  to  be  contentiul  to  thee, 
Shall  iQ  the  use  prove  deadly.     Tour  life  's  mine, 
K  ever  thy  presumption  do  but  lead  thee 

Into  these  walks  again ay,  or  that  woman 

I  '11  have  them  watch' d  on  purpose. 

\st  Court,  Now,  now,  his  colour  ebbs  and  flows. 

2nd  Court*  Mark  hers  too. 

Hi'p,  O !  who  shall  bring  food  to  the  poor  old  man  now  ? 
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Speak  Bomcwhat,  good  sir,  or  we  are  lost  for  ever. 

[Apart  to  Cleahtuei 
Cle.  O !  you  did  wondrous  ill  to  call  me  again. 

There  are  not  words  to  help  us.     K  lentreat, 

'Tia  Ibund ;  that  will  betray  us  worse  than  silence. 

Prithee,  let  Heaven  aloDC,  and  let  'a  say  nothing. 

\_Aparl  to  HtPPOUTj 
Isl  Court.  Ton  have  struck  them  dumb,  my  lord. 
2nd  Court.  Look  how  guUt  looks  I 
C!e.  He  is  safe  still,  is  he  not?  ^1 
I£ip.  0  !  you  do  ill  to  doubt  it.  y  Apart. 
Cle.  Thou  art  all  goodness.         J 
2nd  Court.  !Now  does  your  grace  believe  ? 
T>uke.  'Tis  too  apparent. 

Search,  make  a  speedy  aearch  ;  for  the  imposture 

Cannot  be  far  off,  bv  the  fear  it  sends. 
CJe    Ha!  '  [lo» 

2iid  Court.  He  has  the  lapwing's  cunning,  I  am  afraid,  m 

That  cries  most  when  she  la  ferthest  from  the  nest. 
Cle.  0 !  we  ore  betraj'd. 

[Tliere  is  an  exqui^timees  of  moral  sensIbillCj,  makmg  ods  toguaho] 
tears  of  delight^  and  a  poetical  fltraiigenBss  in  all  the  improbable  oircui 
Btancra  of  this  wild  play,  wMch  axe  unlike  snj  thing  in  the  dranuw  whii 
KnsaingO'  vrrale  olunc.  The  pathos  is  of  a  subtler  i^dge.  Uiddldon  a) 
Bowleg,  who  asebted  in  this  plaj,  hod  both  of  tbem  finor  geniiuEs  tlH 
tbeir  assaciate.l 


The  Admiral  is  aecKsed  of  t)-easos,a  mminalprocets  is  instituted  agah 
*i»,  and  hit  faithful  lemant  AiiKGHE  it  pvt  on  the  rack  to  mate  k 
diiBoner:  Au  inMoencs  H  txt  length  ettatluied  b^lht  confianion  <ff  i 
enemiei ;  but  the  ditgrace  of  hamng  been  inspected  for  a  traitor  bg  i 
royal  Matltr,  Hnka  ao  deep  into  him,thal  kef  alia  into  amortaliiekiit 

Aduibal.     Allegke,  supported  betuven  turn. 

Adm.  Welcome  my  injured  servant:  what  a  misery 
Have  they  made  on  thee  I 

Al.  Though  some  change  appear 

Upon  my  body,  whose  severe  affliction 

Hnth  brought  it  thus  to  be  sustain'd  by  othen, 

My  lienrt  is  still  tlie  same  in  faith  to  you. 

Mot  broken  with  their  rage.  — 


Aim,  Alae,  poor  man ! 

Were  aJl  my  joys  esHential,  and  ao  mighty, 
Aa  the  afl'ected  world  believes  I  taste, 
Thia  object  were  enough  to  imaweet^n  all. 
Though,  in  thy  absence,  I  had  euAering, 
And  felt  within  me  a  strong  sympathy. 
While  for  my  eake  their  cruelty  did  ves 
And  fright  tny  nerves  with  horror  of  thy  sense,  j 

Tet  in  this  spectacle  I  apprehend  * 

More  grief,  than  all  my  imagination 
Could  let  before  into  me.     IJidat  not  curae  me 
Upon  the  torture  ? 
M.  Good  my  lord,  let  not 

The  thought  of  what  I  auffer'd  dwell  upon 
Tour  memory ;  they  could  not  punish  more 
Than  what  my  duty  did  oblige  to  bear 
For  you  and  justice :  but  there 's  something  in 
Tour  looks  presents  more  fear,  than  all  the  malica 
Of  my  tormentera  could  affect  my  aoul  with. 
That  paleness,  and  the  other  forma  vou  wear, 
Would  well  become  a  guilty  admiral,  one 
Lost  to  hia  hopes  and  honour,  not  the  man 
Upon  whose  life  the  iury  of  injustice, 
Arm'd  with  fierce  lightning  and  the  power  of  thunder. 
Can  make  no  breach.     I  was  not  ract'd  till  now. 
There  'a  more  death  in  that  foUing  eye,  than  all 
Eage  ever  yet  brought  forth.     W  hat  accident,  sir,  can 
Can  be  so  black  and  fetal,  to  distract  [blast. 

The  calm,  the  triumph,  that  should  sit  upon 
Your  noble  brow  P  misfortune  could  have  no 
Time  to  conspire  with  fate,  since  you  were  rescued 
By  the  great  arm  of  Providence ;  nor  can 
Those  garlands,  that  now  grow  about  your  forehead. 
With  all  the  poison  of  the  world  be  blasted. 
Adtn.  AHeare,  thou  dost  bear  thy  wounds  upon  thee 
In  wide  and  spacious  characters,  but  in 
The  volume  ot  my  sadness  thou  doat  want 
An  eye  to  read.    An  open  force  bath  torn 

LThy  manly  sinews,  which  some  time  may  cure. 
The  engine  is  not  seen  that  wounds  thy  master ; 
Past  all  the  remedy  of  art,  or  time, 
The  flatteries  of  court,  of  fame,  or  honouiB. 
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Thus  in  tlie  summer  a  tall  flourishing  tree. 

Transplanted  by  strong  hand,  with  all  her  leaves 

And  hlooming  pride  upon  her,  makea  a  show 

Of  spring,  tempting  the  eye  with  wanton  bloaaoma 

But  not  the  sun  with  all  her  amorona  smiles, 

The  dew8  of  morning,  or  the  tears  of  night, 

Can  root  her  fibres  in  the  earth  again ; 

Or  make  her  boaom  kind,  to  growth  and  bearing: 

But  the  tree  withers ;  and  those  very  beama. 

That  onee  were  natural  warmth  to  her  soft  verdure, 

Dry  up  her  aap,  and  shoot  a  fever  through 

The  bark  and  rind,  till  she  becomes  a  burden 

To  that  which  gave  her  life :  so  Chahot,  Chabot ' 

Al.  Wander  in  apprehension !  I  mnst 

Suapect  your  lioalth  indeed. 
Adm.  No,  no,  thou  shalt  not 

Be  troubled:  I  hut  stirr'd  thee  with  a  inorol. 
That 's  empty ;  containa  nothing.     I  am  well : 
See,  I  can  walk ;  poor  man,  thou  host  not  strength  yi 
Thefai?ier  o/the  Ajitnms.maies  iraoain  (&e  condition  Ms  son  is  to  i 
ihe  king. 
Fathub.     Kdtb. 
Kinff.  Say,  how  is  mv  admiral  ? 

The  truth  upon'thy  lii'e. 
FaiJi.  To  secure  his,  I  would  you  had. 
Kinff.  Ha!  who  durat  oppose  him  ? 
Fath.  One  that  hath  power  enough,  hath  pi-actiaed  on  hit 

And  made  his  great  heart  stoop. 
£ia^.  I  will  revenge  it 

With  crushing,  crushing  that  rebellious  power 
To  nothing.     Name  him. 
Fath.  He  was  hia  friend. 
Kinif.  What  mischief  hath  engender'd 

New  Btorms  ? 
Fath.  'Tis  the  old  tempeat. 
A'Mty.  Did  not  we 

Appeaae  all  horrors  that  look'd  wild  upon  him  ? 
Fath.  Tou  dresa'd  his  wounds,  I  muat  cont'essv  but  made 
No  cure ;  they  bleed  afresh ;  pardon  me,  air ; 
Although  your  conscience  have  cloaed  too  soon. 
He  ia  in  danger,  and  doth  want  new  aurger^i 
Though  he  be  right  in  fame,  and  your  opinion. 


He  thinks  you  were  uiikind. 

Sing.  Alas,  poor  Chabot! 
Doth  that  afflict  him  ? 

Faik.  So  much,  though  he  striTe 

With  most  resolved  and  adamftntine  nerves. 

As  ever  human  fire  in  flesh  and  blood 

Forged  for  example,  to  bear  all ;  so  killing 

The  arrows  that  you  shot  were  (stjll,  your  pardon !) 

No  centaur's  blood  coidd  rankle  so. 

King.  Kthis 

Be  all,  I  'II  cure  him,     Kjngs  retain 

More  balsam  in  their  soul,  than  hurt  in  anger. 

Faik.  Far  short,  sir ;  with  one  breath  they  uncreate ; 
A3\i  kings,  with  only  words,  more  wounds  can  make 
Than  all  their  kingdom  made  in  balm  can  heal, 
'Tis  dacgerouB  to  play  too  wild  a  descout 
On  numeroufi  virtue  ;  though  it  become  princes 
To  assure  their  adventures  made  in  every  thing. 
Goodness,  confined  within  poor  flesh  and  blood, 
Hath  but  a  queazy  and  still  sickly  state ; 
A  musical  hand  should  only  play  on  her. 
Fluent  as  air,  yet  every  touch  command. 

King.  No  more : 

Commend  us  to  the  admiral,  and  say 
The  king  will  visit  him,  and  bring  health. 

Fath.  I  will  not  doubt  that  blessing,  and  shall  move 
Nimbly  with  this  command. 

The  King-  vaita  the  Aduzbax. 
Kino.     AnMntAL.     Mis  iirife,  arid  father. 

King.  No  ceremonial  knees; 

Give  me  thy  heart,  my  dear,  my  honest  Chabot ; 

And  yet  in  vain  I  challence  that;  'tis  here 

Already  in  my  own,  and  ahali  be  cherish'd 

With  care  of  my  best  life :  no  violence 

ShaJl  ravish  it  from  my  possession; 

Not  those  distempers  that  infirm  my  hlood 

And  spirits,  shall  betray  it  to  a  fear : 

When  time  and  nature  join  to  dispossess 

My  body  of  a  cold  and  languishing  breath ; 

No  stroke  in  all  my  arteries,  but  sUeace 

In  every  faculty  ;  yet  dissect  me  then. 

And  in  my  heart  the  world  shall  read  thee  living.; 
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And,  by  tlie  virtue  of  thy  name  writ  there, 

That  part  of  me  shall  never  putrefy, 

When  I  am  lost  in  all  my  other  dust. 
Adm.  Tou  too  much  honour  your  poor  servant,  air ; 

My  heart  despairB  so  rich  a  monument. 

But  when  it  dies— 
.SSfiff.  I  would  not  hear  a  sound 

Of  any  thing  that  trenched  upon  death. 

He  speaks  the  funeral  of  my  crown,  that  propheaies 

So  unkind  a  fate :  we  'U  live  and  die  together. 

And  by  that  duty,  which  hath  taught  you  hitherto 

All  loyal  and  just  services,  I  charge  thee, 

Preaerve  thy  heart  for  me,  and  thy  reward, 

"Which  now  shall  crown  thy  merits. 
Adm.  I  have  found 

A  glorious  harvest  in  your  favour,  sir ; 

And  by  this  overflow  of  royal  grace, 

All  my  deserts  are  shadows  and  fly  from  a 

I  have  not  in  the  wealth  of  my  desirea 

Enough  to  pay  you  now 

iTwy.  Express  it  in  some  joy  then. 
Adm.  I  will  strive 

To  show  that  pious  gratitude  to  you,  but- 
Kinff.  But  what  ? 
Adm.  My  frame  hath  lately,  sir,  been  taken  to  pieces, 

And  hut  now  put  together ;  the  least  force 

Of  mirth  will  shako  and  unjoint  all  my  reason. 

Tour  patience,  royal  sir. 
£inff.  I'U  have  no  patience. 

If  thou  forget  the  courage  of  a,  man. 
Adm.  My  strength  would  flatter  me. 
Kivff.  Physicians, 

Now  I  begin  to  fear  his  apprehension. 

Why  how  is  Chabot'a  spirit  fallen  ? 
Adm.  WTio  would  not  wish  to  live  to  serve  your  goodneae  ti 

Stand  from  me.     Tou  bc-tray  me  with  your  fears. 

The  plummets  may  fall  off'  that  hang  upon 

My  heart,  they  were  but  thoughts  at  first ;  or  if 

They  weigh  me  down  to  death,  let  not  ray  eyes 

Close  with  another  object  than  the  king, 
^rtff.  In  a  prince 

What  a  swift  executioner  is  a  frown. 
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Ilspeciall^  of  great  and  noble  souls ! 

How  is  it  with  my  Philip  ? 
Aint.  I  must  beg 

One  other  boon, 
'King.  Upon  condition 

My  Cliabot  will  collect  his  scatter'd  Bpirits, 

And  be  himself  again,  he  shall  divide 

My  kingdom  with  me, 
Adm.  I  obfleire 

A  fierce  and  billing  wrath  engender'd  in  you ; 

For  my  sake,  as  you  wish  me  strength  to  serve  you, 

Forgive  your  chancellor' ;  let  not  the  story 

Of  Philip  Chabot,  read  hereafter,  draw 

A  tear  from  any  fiimily ;  I  beseech 

Tour  royal  mercy  on  his  life,  and  free 

Bemissiou  of  all  seizure  upon  hia  state. 

I  have  no  comfort  else. 
Katg.  Endeavour 

But  thy  own  health ;  and  pronotmce  general  pardon 

To  all  through  France. 
Adm.  Sir,  I  must  kneel  to  thank  you; 

It  is  not  seal'd  else.     Tour  blest  hand:  live  happy, 

May  all  you  trust  have  no  less  &ith  than  Chabot. 

0 !  [_Die, 

Wife.  Hia  heart  is  broken. 
Father.  And  kneeling,  sir ; 

As  hia  ambition  were  in  death  to  show 

The  truth  of  hia  obedience. 

THE  MAID'S  REVENGE :  A  TBAGEDT, 

BY  JAMES  SHIELEY'. 
5EBABnA>~o  imtitea  Aktonio  io  Asero  CaetU. 
Sebabtiano.    Antonio. 
Seb.  The  noble  courtesies  I  have  received 

At  Lisbon,  worthy  friend,  so  much  engage  me. 
That  I  must  die  indebted  to  your  worth, 
'  Chabot's  SMuaer. 

'  Sluirlcf  olainiH  a  place  amongat  the  wopthifs  of  Una  periDd,  m. 
mucb  for  any  tranBcandtint  genius  in  bimBeU^  aa  Uiat  he  wan  the  laat  of 
groat  race,  ofi  of  whom  epoke  Qe 
jQoral  feelinga  and  notioufi  in  ooJ 
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Although  but  partly,  1 
Due  to  your  honour'd  love. 

Anf.  How  now,  Seljaatiano,  will  you  forfeit 

The  name  of  friend,  then  ?  I  did  hope  our  loTO 
Had  out-grown  compliment. 

Sfft.  I  spake  my  thoughta ; 

My  tongue  and  heart  are  relativee ;  I  think 

I  have  deBerved  no  base  opinion  from  you; 

I  wish  not  only  to  perpetuate 

Our  friendship,  but  to  exchange  that  common  mune 

Of  friend  for — 

Ant.  What  ?  take  heed,  do  not  profane: 

Wouldst  thou  be  more  than  friend  ?  it  is  a  name 
Virtue  esm  only  answer  to :  couldst  thou 
TTnite  into  one  all  goodness  whatsoe'er 
Mortality  can  boast  of,  thou  ah  alt  find 
The  circle  narrow-bounded  to  contain 
This  swelling  treasure ;  every  good  admita 
Degrees,  but  this  being  so  good,  it  cannot; 
For  he  is  no  friend  is  not  superlative. 
Indulgent  parents,  brethren,  kindred,  tied 
By  the  naturul  flow  of  blood,  allianceB, 
And  what  yoii  can  imagine,  is  too  light 
To  weigh  with  nnme  of  friend :  they  execute  'I 
At  beat  but  what  a  nature  prompts  them  to  {« 
Are  often  less  than  friends,  when  they  remfflo' ' 
Our  kinsmen  still :  but  friend  is  never  lost. 

Seb.  Nay  then,  Antonio,  you  mistake ;  I  mean  not 
To  leave  oft' friend,  which,  with  another  title. 
Would  not  be  lost.     Come  then,  I  '11  tetl  you,  si: 
1  would  be  friend  and  brother :  thus  our  friends! 
Shall,  like  a  diamond  set  in  gold,  not  lose 
His  sparkling,  but  show  farer :  I  have  a  pair 
Of  sisters,  which  I  would  commend,  but  tnat 
I  might  seem  partial,  their  birth  and  fortunes 
Deserving  noble  love ;  if  thou  be'at  fi-ee 
From  other  fair  engagement,  I  would  be  proud 
lo  speak  them  worthy ;  come,  shalt  go  and  see  them.  ] 
I  would  not  beg  them  suitora ;  iame  nath  spread 
Through  Portugal  their  persona,  and  drawn  to  AveroJ 
Many  affectionate  g  " 
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Ant.  Catalina  and  Berinthia. 

Seb.  The  same. 

Ant.  E«port  speaks  loud  their  beautiea,  and  no  leaa 
Virtue  in  either.     "Well,  I  see  you  strive 
To  leave  no  merit  where  you  mean  to  honour. 
I  cannot  otherwise  escape  the  cenaure 
Of  one  ungratetul,  but  by  waiting  on  you 
Home  to  Avero. 

Seh.  You  shall  honour  me, 

And  glad  my  noble  lather,  to  whom  you  are 
Ko  Btrauger ;  your  own  worth  before  hath  been 
ISuffieient  preparation.  ^H 

Ant,  Ha!  ^^M 

I  have  not  eo  much  choice,  Sebastiano :  ^^H 

But  if  one  sister  of  Antonio's  ^^| 

May  have  a  commendation  to  your  thoughts, 
(1  will  not  spend  much  art  in  praising  her, 
Her  virtue  speak  itself)  I  shall  be  happy; 
And  be  confu'm'd  your  brother,  though  I  misa 
Acceptance  at  Avero. 

Seb.  Still  you  outdo  me.     I  could  never  wish 
My  service  hctterplaced.     At  opportunity 
I  '11  visit  you  at  Elvaa ;  in  the  mean  time 
Let  'a  haste  to  Avero,  where  with  you  I  '11  bring 
My  double  welcome,  and  not  fail  to  second 
Any  design. 

Ant.  Ton  shall  teach  me  a  lesson 

Against  we  meet  at  Elvaa  castle,  sir. 
SEBAHTlAMo'B/trfier  loefcomes  Astosio  to  Avero  Cimtle, 
ViLLAEEZO.      CaTALISA.      BEHUiTHXi.      SeBABTIAHO. 

Antokio. 
Vil.  Old  Gaspar's  house  is  honour'd  by  such  guests. 
Kow,  by  the  tomb  of  my  pro'^enitors, 
I  envied  that  your  fame  should  visit  mo 
So  oft  without  your  person.     Sebaatiano 
Hath  been  long  happy  in  your  noble  friendship, 
And  cannot  but  improve  himself  in  virtues, 
That  lives  so  near  your  love. — Tou  shall  dishonour  me, 
Unless  you  think  yourself  as  welcome  here 
As  at  your  Elvaa  castle.     Villarezo 
"Was  ouee  as  you  are,  sprightly ;  and  though  I  say  it, 
iiaintain'd  my  father's  reputation,  ^^^^^^^^ 
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And  honour  of  our  house,  with  actiona 
Worthy  our  name  and  iamily :  but  now 
Time  hath  let  faH.  cold  snow  upon  my  hairs, 
Plough'd  on  my  brows  the  fiirrowH  of  his  anger, 
Disfumish'd  mo  of  active  blood,  and  wrapp'd  me 
Half  in  my  cerecloth,  yet  I  have  a  mind 
That  bids  me  honour  virtue,  where  I  see  it 
Bud  forth  and  spring  ao  hopefully. 

Ant.  Tou  apeak  iill  noblenesa,  and  encourage  me 
To  spend  the  greenness  of  my  rising  years 
So  to  the  advantage,  that  at  last  I  may 
Be  old  like  you. 

Va.  Daughters,  speak  his  welcome. 

Antonio  Ioubs  and  u  belovtd  hi/  Besibthia,  tie  yovngtr  lialer.    Cat4 
LINi  Ike  elder  iijealma,  arid  ploti  to  taie  off  her  tiiter  bg  po' 
AsT.as\Qn»au»'a&v.wtBli,fii>m  tie  imdKHve  jealmaji  of  her  ai 
and  carries  her  off  to  Elvaa  Cattle  ;  vihere  hii  aster  CASTAfiELUl  oM 
his  cousin  Vimjhbrah  ineleoae  ier. 

Antonio.    Beeiitthia.     Cabtabella.    ViLLAifDaAs. 
SroEZA,  a  domestic. 
Ant.  Tlie  welcomest  guest  that  ever  Elvas  had. 
Sister — Villondras— you  are  not  sensihle 
"What  treasure  you  possess.     I  have  no  lovee, 
I  would  not  here  divide. 
Cast.  Indeed,  madam, 

Tou  are  as  welcome  here  as  e'er  my  mother  was. 
Fill.  And  you  are  here  a*  safe, 

As  if  you  had  an  army  for  your  guard. 
Nor  think  my  nohle  cousin  meaneth  you 
Any  dishonour  here. 
Ant.  Dishonour!  'tis  a  language 

I  never  understood  yet.    Throw  off  your  fears, 
Berinthia,  you  are  in  the  power  of  hun. 
That  dares  not  think  the  least  dishonour  to  you. — 
Come,  be  not  sad. 
Cast.  Put  on  fresh  blood ;  you  are  not  cheerful ;  how  do  you 
Ber.  I  know  not  how,  nor  what  to  answer  you ; 
Tour  loves  I  cannot  be  ungrateful  to ; 

are  my  best  friends  I  think,  hut  yet  I  know  not 
k  what  consent  you  brought  my  body  hither, 
■on  he  ignorant  what  plot  was  laid 
S  your  fair  life  from  you  ? 
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Ber.  If  all  be  not  a  dream,  I  do  remember 

Tour  servant  Diego  told  me  wonders,  Mid 

I  owe  you  for  my  preservation,  but — 
Cast.  It  ia  youi'  happiness  jou  have  escaped 

The  malice  of  your  sister. 
ViU.  And  it  is  worth 

A  noble  gratitude  to  have  been  quit 

By  auuh  an  honou«r  as  Antonio  is 

Of  lair  Berinthia. 
Ber.  0,  but  my  liitber ;  under  whose  displeasure  I  ever  sink ! 
Ant.  Tou  are  secure— 
Ser.  As  the  poor  deer,  that  being  pursued,  for  safety 

Gets  up  a  rock  that  overhanga  the  sea. 

Where  aU  that  she  can  see  ia  her  destruction ; 

Before  the  waves,  behind  her  enemies, 

Promise  her  certain  ruin. 
Aitt.  Feign  not  yourself  so  haplesSj  my  Berinthia. 

Eaise  your  dejected  thoughts ;  be  merry,  come ; 

Think  I  am  your  Antonio. 
Catt.  'Tis  not  wisdom 

To  let  our  passed  fortunes  trouble  us ; 

Since,  were  tbey  bad,  thij  memory  is  sweet 

That  we  have  pasa'd  them.     Look  before  you,  lady ; 

The  future  most  concemeth. 

DiEOo,  a  domerlie,  enieri,  and  aitaouncet  Ihat  SEaASTTAHO  ii  at  Ihe  gate. 

Ant.  Tour  brother,  lady,  and  my  honour'd  friend. 
Why  do  the  gates  not  spread  themselves  to  open 
At  his  arrival  p  Stbrza,  'tis  Eerintbia's  brother  j 
Sebastiano,  the  example  of  ail  worth 
And  friendship,  is  come  after  his  sweet  sister. 

£er.  Alas,  I  fear. 

Ant.  Be  not  such  a  coward,  lady,  he  cannot  come 
Without  all  goodness  waiting  on  him.     Sforza, 
Sforza,  I  say,  what  precious  time  we  lose ! 
Sebastiano-^I  almost  lose  myself 
In  joy  to  meet  him.     Break  the  iron  bars, 
And  give  him  entrance. — Sebastiano  'a  come 

S&r.  Sent  by  my  father  to 

Anl.  What  f  to  see  thee.     He  shall  see  thee  here, 
Bespectcd  Uke  thyaelfi  Berinthia, 
Attended  with  Antonio,  begirt 
With  armies  of  thy  servants. 
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Sebastiaso  eiders,  K'Uk  Cotjbt 

Ant.  O,  my  friend. 

Heb.  "lis  yet  in  question, 
So  eaaily  proved. 

Atit.  What  lace  have  you  put  on  f  am  I 
Or  do  1  dream  Sebastiano  frowna  ? 

Seb.  Antonio,  (for  here  I  throw  off  all 

The  ticB  of  love)  I  come  to  fetch  a  sister 

Dishonourably  taken  from  her  father; 

Or  with  my  eword  to  force  thee  render  her : 

Kow  if  thou  be'et  a  soldier,  redeliver, 

Or  keep  her  with  the  danger  of  thy  pereon. 

Ant.  Promise  me  the  hearing, 

And  ehalt  have  any  eatisfiiction. 

Becomes  my  fame. 

Were  it  in  your  power,  would  you  not  account 

A  predoua  victory,  in  your  Bister's  cause. 

To  die  your  sword  with  any  biood  of  him. 

Saved  both  her  hfe  and  honour  P 

Seh.  Why,  would  you  have  me  think 

My  sister  owes  to  you  auch  preservation? 

Aat.  O  Sehastiano ! 

Thou  dost  not  think  what  devil  lies  at  home 

Within  a  sister's  bosom.     Cataiina 

(I  know  not  with  what  worst  of  envy)  laid 

Force  to  this  goodly  building,  and  through  poison 

Had  robb'd  the  earth  of  more  than  uU  the  world. 

Her  virtue. 

Valasco  was  the  man  appointed  by 

That  goodly  sister  to  steal  Berintbia, 

And  \otA  himself  of  this  possessiou. 

Just  at  that  time ;  but  hear,  and  tremble  at  it. 

She  by  a  cunning  poison  should  have  breathed 

Her  soul  into  his  arms  within  two  hours, 

And  80  Valasco  should  have  borne  the  shame 

Of  theft  and  murder. 

Seb.  Ton  amaze  me,  sir. 

Ant.  'Tie  true,  by  honour's  self:  hear  it  confirm'd; 
And  when  you  will ;  I  am  ready, 

Seb.  1  cannot  but  beHeve  it.     0  Berintbia, 
I  am  wounded  ere  I  fight. 

Ant.  Holds  your  resolve  yet  constant  ?  if 
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Better  opinioa  of  your  sword,  than  truth, 

I  am  bound  to  answer;  but  1  would  I  bad 

Such  an  advantage  'gainat  another  maji. 

As  the  justice  of  my  cause:  all  valour  fighta 

But  with  a  aail  against  it. 
Seb.  But  will  you  hack  with  me  then  ? 
£er.  Excuse  me,  brotiier ;  I  ehal]  fttU  too  soon 

TJpon  my  aiater's  maiice,  whose  foul  guilt 

Will  make  me  eipect  more  certain  ruin. 
Anl.  Now  Sebaatiano 

Puts  on  bis  judgment,  and  aasumea  hia  noblenesa 

Wliilst  he  loves  equity. 
Seb.  And  shall  I  carry  shajne 

To  Villarezo'a  house,  neglect  of  father, 

"WLose  precepts  hind  me  to  return  with  her, 

Or  leave  my  life  at  Elvns  ?     I  must  on. 

I  have  heard  you  to  no  purpose.     Shall  Berinthia 

Back  to  Avero  ? 
Ant.  Sir,  she  must  not  yet ; 

"Tja  dangerous. 
Sub.  Choose  thee  a  second  then :  this  count  and  I 

Mean  to  leave  honour  here. 
Vill.  Honour  me,  air. 
Ant,  'Tia  done.     SehastiMio  shall  report 

Antonio  just :  and,  noble  Sforaa,  swear 

Tlpon  my  sword  (O,  do  not  hinder  me), 

If  victory  crown  Sebastiano's  arm, 

I  charge  thee  by  thy  honesty  restore 

Thia  lady  to  him  ;  on  whose  Up  I  seal 

My  un  stain' d  iaith. 
Ahtohio  falU  in  a  duel  by  the  >v>ord  of  SBBAaTjjjfo.    SsBiSTiAiro  u 
diseamolattfi^liaimtgldll^  Aia  friend.    IiibUpemUnce,he  itvitilcd 
by  Abtqnio'b  giiler,  CASTABBIii,  diagaised  as  a  Pago. 

Castabella.     Sebastian  o. 

Cast.  He  that  hath  sent  you,  sir,  this  gift,  did  love  yon ; 
You  '11  say  yourself  he  did. 

Seb.  Ha,  name  him  prithee. 

Cast.  The  &iend  I  came  from  was  Antonio. 

Seb.  "Who  hath  sent  thee 

To  tempt  Sebastiano's  soul  to  act  on  thee 
Another  death,  for  thus  atfrighting  me  ? 

Call.  Indeed  I  do  not  mock,  acx  come  to  af&ight  joai 
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Heaven  knowB  my  heart.     I  know  Antonio  'a  A 
But  'twas  a  gift  be  in  hia  life  deaign'd 
To  you,  and  I  have  brought  it. 

Seb.  Thou  doat  not  promise  cozenage :  what  gift  is  it  ? 

Cb*f .  It  ia  myself,  sir ;  whilst  Antonio  lived, 
I  was  hia  boy ;  but  never  did  boy  lose 
So  kind  a  master ;  in  his  life  he  promised 
He  would  bestow  me  (so  much  was  his  love 
To  my  poor  merit)  on  his  dearest  fiiend, 
And  named  you,  sir,  if  Heaven  should  point  out 
To  over-live  nini,  for  he  knew  you  would 
Love  me  the  better  for  his  sake :  indeed 
I  wiU.  be  very  honeat  to  you,  and 
Eefuse  no  service  to  procure  your  love 
And  good  opinion  to  me. 

Seb.  Can  it  be 

Thou  wert  his  boy  P     0,  thou  shouldst  hate  me  the] 

Thou  art  ialae,  I  dare  not  trust  thee ;  unto  him 

Thou  show'at  thee  now  unfaithful,  to  accept 

Of  me :  I  kill'd  tby  master.     'Twas  a,  friend 

He  could  commit  thee  to  ;  I  only  was. 

Of  all  the  stock  of  men,  his  enemy, 

Hia  cruellest  euemy. 

Cast.  Indeed  I  am  sure  it  was ;  he  spoke  all  truth ; 
And,  had  he  lived  to  have  made  his  will,  I  know 
He  had  bequeathed  me  as  a  legacy, 
To  be  jour  boy  ;  alas,  I  am  willing,  air. 
To  obey  bim  iu  it;  had  he  laid  on  me 
Command,  to  have  mingled  with  his  sacred  dust 
My  unprofitable  blood,  it  should  have  been 
A  most  glad  aacrifice,  and  it  had  been  honour 
To  have  done  him  such  a  duty :  eir,  I  know 
Ton  did  not  kill  him  with  a  heart  of  malice, 
But  in  contention  with  your  very  soul 
To  part  with  him. 

Seh.  All  ia  as  true 

As  oracle  by  Heaven ;  doat  thou  believe  so  t 

Cent.  Indeed  I  do. 

Seb.  Yet  be  not  rash ; 

'Tis  no  advantage  to  belong  to  n 
I  have  no  power  nor  greatness  iu  the  cout 
'2_ 'fee  to  a  fortune  worthy  o 
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I  So  much  observance,  as  I  shall  expect 

When  thou  art  miue. 
Cast.  AD  the  amhitiou  of  my  thoughts  shall  bo 

To  do  my  duty,  sir. 
Seb.  Besides,  I  shall  aillict  thy  tenderness  i 

With  solitude  and  passion :  for  I  am  '^ 

Only  in  love  with  sorrow,  never  merry. 
Wear  out  the  day  in  tellmg  of  sad  taleB, 
Delight  iu  sighs  and  tears ;  sometimes  I  walk 
To  a  wood  or  river,  purposely  to  challenge 

'  The  boldest  echo  to  send  back  my  groans 

In  the  height  I  break  them.    Come,  I  shall  undo  th 
Cast.  Sir,  I  shiHl  be  most  hapm^  to  hear  part 
In  any  of  your  sorrows ;  I  ne'er  had 
So  hard  a  heart  but  I  could  shed  a  tear 
To  bear  my  master  company. 

.       Seb.  I  will  not  leave  thee,  if  thou  wilt  dwell  with  me, 

'  For  wealth  of  Indies :  be  my  loved  boy ; 

Come  in  vrith  me ;  thus  I  'D  begin  to  do 
Some  recompense  for  dead  Antonio. 

SESiHrHU  tills  her  brolAer  Sbbabtiabo  ileejai^. 

Casta  BELLA.     Sebastlano. 
Cast.  Sir,  if  the  opportunity  I  use 

To  comfort  you  be  held  a  fault,  and  that  . 

I  keep  not  istance  of  a  servant,  lay  it 

Upon  my  love ;  indeed,  if  it  be  an  error,  ' 

It  springs  out  of  my  duty. 
Seb.  Prithee,  hoy,  be  patient. 
I  The  more  I  strive  to  throw  ofT  the  remembrance 

Of  dead  Antonio,  love  still  rubs  the  wounds 

To  make  them  bleed  afresh. 
Coat.  Alas,  they  are  past ; 

Bind  up  your  own  for  honour's  sate,  and  show 

I  Love  to  yourself;  pray  do  not  lose  vour  reason, 

To  make  your  grief  so  fruitless.     I  have  procured 
Some  music,  sir,  to  quiet  those  sad  tliouglits 
That  make  such  war  within  you. 
Seh.  Alas,  good  boy,  it  will  but  add  more  weight 
Of  dullness  on  me :  I  am  stimg  with  worse 
LTbon  the  tarantula,  to  be  cured  with  music ; 
It  has  the  exactest  unity,  but  it  cannot 
Accord  my  thoughts.  ^^^^^ 
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Out.  Sir,  this  _, 

Seema  to  uivite  some  Binatl  repose : 

O,  I  beseech  you  taste  it.     1  will  be| 

A  little  leave  to  sing. 

Eeiusthu.  enters  aoftly. 
Oast.  Sweet  sleep  charm  his  ead  senses  ; 

And  gontle  thoughts,  let  fell 

Tour  flowing  numhers  here  ;  and  round  about 

Hover  celestial  aogels  with  your  wings, 

That  none  oflend  hia  quiet.     Sleep  begins 

To  cast  his  nets  o'er  me  too ;  I  '11  obey, 

And  dream  on  him  that  dreams  not  what  I  tun.       [Si 
lie»  doiett  by  him 
Ber.  Nature  doth  wrestle  with  me,  hut  reveuge 

Doth  arm  my  love  against  it ;  justice  is 

Above  all  tie  of  blood.     Sebaatiano, 

Thou  art  the  first  shall  tell  Antonio's  ghost, 

How  much  I  loved  him.     [She  Hobs  hvm  \tpon  hia  « 
Seb.  (making.)  0,  stay  thy  hand,  Berinthia  I  no : 

Thou  hast  done 't.  I  wish  thee  Heaven's  forgivenesB. 

Tarry  to  hear  thy  reasons ;  at  many  doors  [cannd 

My  life  runs  out,  and  yet  Berinthia 

Doth  in  her  name  give  me  more  wounds  thaji  theee^ 

Antonio,  0,  Antonio  I  we  shall  now 

Be  friends  again.  [2) 
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bg  the  aid  of  Gotsasbb  (;»  ^ejndice  ofthekUt 

eon,  the  laie/iil  heir,)  she  tells  GoTHAHtJS  that  the  child  is  hia.    St  I 

Uates  her,  ard  tell*  HAaaLDUB  ;  aho  taking  to  heart  hie  moOtr't  d 

honour,  and  hit  ounniain  of  bastardy,  falU  into  a  morttU  Hotnese, 

QinsEN.    Haraldpb. 

Queen,  How  is  it  with  my  child  ? 

Mar.  I  know  you  love  me : 

Tet  I  must  teD  you  truth,  I  cannot  live. 
And  let  this  comfort  you,  death  will  not  comQ 
Unwelcome  to  your  sou.     I  do  not  die 
Against  my  wiU;  and  having  my  desires, 
You  have  less  cause  to  mourn,  
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Queen,  What  is  it  hath  made 

The  thought  of  life  unpleasant  ?  which  does  court 

Thy  dwemng  here,  with  all  delights  that  nature 

And  art  can  study  for  thee,  rich  in  aU  things 

Thy  wish  can  be  ambitious  of,  yet  all 

These  treasures  nothing  to  thy  mother's  love, 

"Which  to  enjoy  thee  woidd  defer  awhile 

Her  thought  of  going  to  heaven. 
Sar,  0,  take  heed,  mother. 

Heaven  hath  a  spacious  ear,  and  power  to  punish 

Tour  too  much  love  with  my  eternal  absence. 

I  beg  your  prayers  and  blessiug. 
Queen,  Thou  art  dejected. 

Have  but  a  will,  and  Hve. 
Har,  'Tis  in  vain,  mother. 
Queen,  Sink  with  a  fever  into  earth ! 

Look  up,  thou  shalt  not  die. 
ITar.  I  have  a  wound  within, 

Tou  do  not  see,  more  killing  than  all  fevers. 
Qvsen,  A  wound  ?  where  ?  who  has  murder'd  thee  ? 

Kar,  Gothams 

Queen,  Ha !  Furies  persecute  him ! 
Har.  0,  pray  for  him : 

It  is  my  duty,  though  he  gave  me  death. 

He  is  my  father. 
Queen,  How,  thy  father  ? 
Har,  He  told  me  so,  and  with  that  breath  destroy'd  me. 

I  felt  it  strike  upon  my  spirits,  mother : 

Would  I  had  ne'er  been  bom ! 
Queen,  Believe  him  not. 
Har.  0,  do  not  add  another  siu  to  what 

Is  done  already ;  death  is  charitable. 

To  quit  me  from  the  scorn  of  all  the  world. 
Queen.  By  all  my  hopes,  G-othams  has  abused  thee. 

Thou  art  the  lawful  burthen  of  my  womb ; 

Thy  father  Altomams. 
Har.  Ha! 
Queen.  Before  whose  spirit  (long  since  taken  up 

To  meet  with  saints  and  troops  angelical) 

I  dare  again  repeat,  thou  art  his  son. 
Har,  Ten  thousand  blessings  now  reward  my  mother ! 
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Speak  it  agnin,  and  I  raaj  live :  a  streai 
Of  pioua  joy  nina  tlirough  me ;  to  my  sovl 
Tou  have  struck  a  hftrmony,  nest  ttat  in  heav 
Can  you  without  a  blush  call  me  your  child, 
And  Bon  of  Altomarue  p  all  that 's  holy 
Dwell  in  your  blood  for  ever ;  epe-ak  it  once, 
But  oDce  again. 

Queen.  Were  it  my  latest  breath, 
Thou  art  hia  and  mine. 

Har.  Enough ;  my  tears  do  flow 

To  give  you  thanks  for  it :  I  would  vou  could  reBolve  2 
But  one  truth  more ;  why  did  my  lord  Gotharua 
Call  me  the  issue  of  hia  blood  ? 

Queen.  Alaa, 

He  thinks  thou  art. 

ffar.  What  are  those  words  ?  I  am 
Undone  again. 

Queen.  Ha!, 

Sar.  'Tia  too  late 

To  call  them  back,     He  thinks  I  am  his  son. 

Queen.  I  have  confess'd  too  much,  and  tremble  with 
The  imagination.     Forgive  me,  child. 
And  Heaven,  if  there  be  mercy  to  a  crime 
So  black,  as  I  must  now,  to  quit  thy  fears. 
Say  I  have  been  guilty  of:  we  have  been  sinful. 
And  I  was  not  unwilling  to  oblige 
"Ffia  active  brain  for  thy  advancement,  by 
Abusing  hia  behef  thou  wert  his  own. 
But  thou  hast  no  such  stain;  thy  birth  is  innocent, 
Or  may  I  perish  ever :  'tis  a  strange 
Confession  to  a  child,  but  it  may  c&qp 
A  balsam  to  thy  wound.     Live,  my  Haraldua, 
If  not,  for  this,  to  see  my  penitence, 
And  with  what  t«ara  I  'U  wash  away  my  aio. 
o  bastard  then  ? 


Mar.  But 


..  Thou  art  not. 


I  am  not  found,  while  you  are  lost.     No  time 


u  restore  _ 
1  nothiDg 


My  spirits  faint. 


Mar.  Give  me  your  blesaing ;  and,  within  my  heart, 
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I  'U  pray  you  may  have  many.     My  Boul  flies 
AboTB  this  vain  world:  good  mgther,  close  mine  eyes. 
ieen.  Never  died  so  much  sweetneea  in  his  years'. 
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Don  Bauhuis  Uatxa  ha  wn  Fibhaxso  mith  a  Aearg  curse,  and  a  iireal 
of  diiia&miing,  if  he  do  not  renounce  Feusakda,  the  pcnir  niece  of 
Don  Cablob,  Khom  he  eourtt,  lohen  bt/  Me  father' t  cofunand  he  should 
address  J*cint*  the  daughter  and  ™A  heirese  of  CiHlOS,  hit  younger 
brother  EiUHOISOO's  Mistress. 

Febnamdo.    Paiscieco, 

Fer.  Why  does  not  aU  the  stock  of  thunder  fall  ? 

Or  the  fierce  winds,  from  their  close  caves  let  loose, 
Now  shake  me  into  atoms  P 

I'ran.  Fie,  nohle  brother,  what  can  so  deject 

Your  masculine  thoughts  ?  is  this  done  like  Pemamdo, 
"Wbose  resolute  soul  so  late  was  arm'd  to  fight 
"With  all  the  miseries  of  man,  and  triumph 
"With  patience  of  a  martyr?  I  observed 
My  father  late  come  firom  you. 

Fer.  Ye»,  Francisco : 

He  hath  left  hia  curse  upon  me. 

Fran.  How  ? 

Fer.  His  curse :  doat  comprehend  what  that  word  carries. 
Shot  from  a  father's  angry  breath  ?  unlesa 
I  tear  poor  Felisarda  from  my  heart, 
He  hath  pronounced  me  heir  to  all  hia  curses. 
Does  this  fright  thee,  Francisco  P  Thou  hast  canae 
To  dance  in  soul  for  this :  'tis  only  I 
Must  lose,  and  mourn ;  thou  shalt  have  all ;  I  am 
D.egraded  from  my  birth,  while  he  afl'ecta 
Thy  forward  youth,  and  only  calls  thee  son. 
Son  of  his  active  spirit,  and  applauds 
Thy  progress  with  Jacinta,  in  whose  smiles 
Thou  mayst  see  all  thy  wishes  waiting  for  thee ; 
"Whilst  poor  Fernando  for  her  sake  must  stand 
An  excommunicate  from  every  blessing, 
A  thing  that  dare  not  give  myself  a  name, 

3'  droops  uid  difs  imta 


1  '  Monii 
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But  flung  into  the  world's  neceBsities, 
Until  in  time,  with  wonder  of  my  wants, 
I  turn  a  ragged  statue,  on  whose  forehead 
Each  clown  may  carve  liia  motto. 

Don  Eamibkb  is  aeiifd  with  a  mortal  eirkneas,  bulforbidt  Fbbkutdo 
approach  Ai>  chamber  till  he  shall  lead  far  Aim,  on  jioin  of  hit  dfim, 

Feenambo. 

Fer.  This  turn  ia  fatal,  and  olirightB  me;  but 
Heayen  baij  more  charily  than  to  let  liim  die 
With  such  a  hard  heart ;  'twere  a  Bin,  nest  his 
Want  of  compassion,  to  suspect  he  can 
Take  hia  eternal  flight,  and  leaye  Fernando 
This  desperate  legacy ;  he  will  change  the  curse 

Into  some  little  prayer,  I  hope  i  and  then 

Enter  Servant  and  Physician. 

Ser.  Mahe  haste,  I  beseech  you,  doctor. 

i'hy.  Noble  Fernando, 

Fer.  Ab  you  would  have  men  think  your  art  ia  meant 
Not  to  abuse  mankind,  employ  it  all 
To  cure  my  poor  sick  father. 

Piy.  Fear  it  not,  air.  [^Exeunt  Physician  and  Serva] 

Fer.  But  there  is  more  than  your  thin  skUl  required, 
To  slate  a  health ;  your  recipes,  perplex'd 
With  tough  names,  are  but  mockeries  and  noise, 
Without  some  dew  from  heaven,  to  mis  and  naike  th( 
Thrive  in  the  application :  what  now  ? 
Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  O  sir,  I  am  sent  for  the  conleasor ; 

The  doctor  fears  him  much ;  yoiu:  brother  says 

You  must  have  patience,  and  not  enter,  sir; 

Tour  father  is  a-going,  good  old  man, 

And,  having  made  him  heir,  he  'a  loath  your  preaence 

Should  interrupt  his  journey.  [F 

Fer.  Francisco  may  be  honest,  yet  methinks 
It  would  become  his  love  to  interpose 
For  my  access,  at  such  a  needful  hour. 
And  mediate  for  mj  blessing ;  not  nssiat 
TJnkindly  thus  my  banishment.     I  '11  not 
Be  lost  so  tamely.     Shall  my  father  die, 

And  not  Fernando  take  his  leave  ? -I  dare  not. 

''  If  thou  doat  bope  I  should  take  off  this  curse, 
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rio  not  approach  until  I  Bend :"  'twna  ao ; 
And  'tis  a.  law  that  binda  above  my  blood. 

Sitter  Confessor  and  Seirant. 
Make  haate,  good  father,  and  if  Heaven  deny 
Him  life,  let  not  bia  chiwity  die  too : 
One  curse  may  sink  U3  both.     Say  how  I  kneel. 
And  beg  he  would  bequeathe  me  but  his  blesBing. 
Then,  though  Franciaco  be  his  heir,  I  shall 
Live  happy,  and  take  comfort  in  my  tears, 
When  I  remember  him  bo  kind  a  father. 

Conf.  It  is  your  duty.  [Exit. 

"Fee.  Do  thy  holy  office. 

Those  fond  philosophers  that  magnify 

Our  human  nature,  and  did  boast  we  had 

Such  a  prerogative  in  our  rational  soul, 

Conversed  but  little  with  the  world,  coni 

To  cells,  and  unfrequented  woods,  they  knew  not 

The  fierce  vexation  of  community ; 

Else  they  had  taught,  our  reason  is  our  loss, 

And  but  a  privilege  that  eiceedcth  sense 

By  ncaror  apprehension  of  what  wounds, 

To  know  ourselves  most  miserable.     My  heart 

Enter  Physician  and  Fbajtcisco. 
la  teeming  with  new  fears. — Ha!  ia  he  dead? 

PAy,  !N  ot  dead,  but  in  a  desperate  condition ; 
And  so  that  little  breath  remains  we  have 
Eemitted  to  this  confessor,  whose  office 
la  all  that  'a  left. 

JJsr,  la  he  not  merciful  to  Fernando  yet  ? 
No  talk  of  me  P 

PSy.  I  find  he  takes  no  pleasure 

To  hear  you  named:  Francisco  to  us  all 

He  did  confirm  his  heir,  with  many  blessings. 

Fer.  And  not  left  one  for  me  ?    0  take  me  in, 

Thou  gentle  earth,  and  let  me  creep  through  all 
Thy  ^k  and  hollow  cranniea,  till  I  fini' 
Another  way  to  come  into  the  world; 
For  all  the  air  I  breathe  in  here  is  ^oisi 

JPVfflM.  We  must  have  patience,  brother,  it  was  no 
Ambitious  thought  of  mine  to  supplant  you ; 
He  may  live  yet,  and  you  be  reconciled. 

Jifej".  That  was  some  kindness  yet,  Francisco :  but 
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I  cliarge  thee  by  the  neameas  of  our  blood. 
When  I  am  made  this  mockery  and  wonder, 
I  know  not  where  to  find  out  charity, 
If  unawares  a  chance  direct  my  weary 
And  wither'd  fcet  to  aome  fair  house  of  thine, 
"Wliere  plenty  with  full  blesainga  crowns  thy  tahle. 
If  my  thin  face  betray  my  want  of  food, 
Do  not  despise  me,  'cause  I  was  thy  brother. 
Enter  Confessor. 

JE^an,  Leave  these  imagined  horrors ;  I  must  not 
live  when  my  brother  is  thus  miserable. 

Fer.  There's  something  in  that  face  looks  comfortably. 

Conf.  Tour  father,  sir,  la  dead.     His  wiU  to  make 
I^ancisco  the  sole  master  of  his  fortimes 
Ib  now  irrevocable :  a  small  pension 
lie  hath  given  you  for  life,  which,  with  his  blessing, 
Is  all  the  benefit  I  bring. 

jFer.  Ha!  blessing!  speak  it  again,  good  father. 

Conf.  I  did  apply  some  lenitives  to  soften 

His  anger,  and  prevail'd;  yonr  fother  hath 

Eeversed  that  heavy  censure  of  hia  curae, 

And  in  the  place  bequeathed  his  prayer  and  blessing, 

Fer.  I  am  new-created  by  hia  charity. 

Conf.  Some  ceremoniea  are  behind ;  ho  did 
Desire  to  be  interr'd  within  our  convent, 
And  left  his  sepulture  to  rae ;  I  am  confident. 
Tour  pieties  will  give  me  leave 

Fran.  Hia  will  in  all  things  I  obey,  and  youra. 
Moat  reverend  father :  order  as  you  pleaae 
His  body ;  we  may  after  celebrate 
With  all  due  obaequies  his  funeral. 

Fer.  Why  you  alone  obey  ?  I  am  your  brother : 
My  lather's  eldest  son,  though  not  hia  heir. 

Fran,  It  pleased  my  father,  sir,  to  think  me  worthy 
Of  such  a  title ;  you  shall  find  me  kind, 
K  you  can  look  on  matters  without  envy, 

Fer.  If  I  can  look  on  matters  without  envy ! 

Fran.  Tou  may  live  here  stiU. 

Fer.  I  may  live  here,  Francisco ! 

Enter  a  Qeutleman  with  a  Utter. 
Conditions !  I  would  not  lutderatand 
This  dialect.  .    _ 
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IVan,  With  me,  from  madam ? 

Gent,  If  you  be  signor  Francisco. 
Fer,  Slighted!— 

I  find  my  father  was  not  dead  till  now. 

Crowd  not,  you  jealous  thoughts,  so  thick  into 

My  brain,  lest  you  do  tempt  me  to  an  act. 

Will  forfeit  aU  again. 

Fbenando  tells  Felisabda  that  his  father  is  dead. 
Fer,  I  have  a  story  to  deliver ; 

A  tale,  will  make  thee  sad :  but  I  must  teU  it. 

There  is  one  dead,  that  loved  thee  not. 
Fel.  One  dead. 

That  loved  not  me  ?  this  carries,  sir,  in  nature 

No  killing  sound^ :  I  shall  be  sad  to  know 

I  did  deserve  an  enemy  or  he  want 

A  charity  at  death. 
Fer,  Thy  cruel  enemy, 

And  my  best  friend,  hath  took  eternal  leave. 

And 's  gone,  to  heaven,  I  hope :  excuse  my  tears ; 

It  is  a  tribute  I  must  pay  his  memory ; 

For  I  did  love  my  father. 
Fel,  Ha !  your  father ! 
Fer.  Yes,  FeHsarda,  he  is  gone,  that  in 

The  morning  promised  many  years,  but  death 

Hath  in  a  few  hours  made  him  as  stiff,  as  all 

The  winds  and  winter  had  thrown  cold  upon  him, 

And  whisper' d  him  to  marble. 

Feancisoo  offers  to  restore  Fbenaitdo  his  birthright,  Feenando  daret 

not  take  it, 

FsAKcisco.    Eebnando.    Don  Carlos. 

Fran.  What  demands 
Fernando  ? 

Fer,  My  inheritance,  wrought  from  me 

By  thy  sly  creeping  to  supplant  my  birth, 

Aid  cheat  our  father's  easy  soul,  unworthily 

Betraying  to  his  anger,  for  thy  lust 

Of  wealth,  the  love  and  promise  of  two  hearts. 

Poor  Felisarda  and  Fernando  now 

Wither  at  soul,  and  robb'd  by  thee  of  that 

1  Like  the  reply  of  Manoah  in  Samson  Agonistes :   **  Sad,  but  njt 
saddest,  the  desolation  of  a  hostile  citj." 

2d2 
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)adee^^^| 


Should  cheriBb  virtue,  like  to  rifled  pilgrims 
Met  on  the  way,  aud  having  told  their  story. 
And  dropp'd  their  even  tears  lor  both  their  los^ 
"Wander  from  one  another. 

Fran.  'Tm  not  sure 

Feruando,  but  bis  passion  (that  obeys  not 
The  counsel  of  his  reason)  would  accuse  me : 
Aud  if  my  father  now,  since  spirits  lose  not 
Intelligence,  but  more  active  when  they  have 
Shook  off  their  chains  of  flesh,)  would  leave  his  dwelling, 
Ajid  visit  this  coarse  orb'  again;  i^  iimooence 
Should  dare  the  appeal,  and  make  Fernando  eee 
His  empty  accusatiooe. 

Ihr.  He  that  thrives 

By  wicked  art,  has  confidence  to  dress 
!mB  action  with  simplicity  and  shapes, 
To  cheat  our  credulous  natures :  'tia  my  w 
Thou  durst  do  so  much  injury,  Francisco, 
As  must  provoke  my  justice  to  revenge, 
Tet  wear  no  sword. 

Frau.  I  need  no  guard ;  I  know 
Thou  darest  not  kill  me. 

Fer.  Dare  I  not  ? 

Fran.  And  name 

Thy  cause :  'tis  thy  suspicion,  not  Francisco, 

Hath  wrought  thee  high  and  passionate.    To  asaure  it ; 

If  you  dare  violate,  I  dare  possess  you 

With  all  my  title  to  your  land. 

Car.  How  is  that  p 

Fmii.  Let  him  receive  it  at  his  peril. 

Fer.  Ha! 

Fran.  It  was  my  father's  act,  not  mine :  he  tremblt  J 
To  hear  hia  curse  alive ;  what  horror  will 
His  conscience  feel,  when  he  shall  spurn  hia  dust. 
And  call  the  reverend  shade  from  his  blest  seat 
To  this  bad  world  again,  to  walk  and  fright  him  ! 

Fei:  Can  this  be  more  than  a  dream  ? 

F)-an.  {Gives  him  the  mil.)  Sir,  you  may  cancel  it. 
But  think  withal. 
How  you  can  answer  him  that 's  dead,  when  he 
Shall  charge  your  timorous  soul  for  tliia  contempt 

''Hj  planet. — Sterne. 
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To  nature  and  religion ;  to  break 

His  last  bequest,  and  breath,  that  seal'd  your  blessings ! 
Car,  These  are  fine  fancies. 
Fer,  (Betums  the  will.)  Here ;  and  may  it  prosper, 

Where  my  good  father  meant  it :  1  am  overcome 

Porgive  me,  and  enjoy  it.  [ J«  going. 

His  father  Bakibes  {supposed  dead)  appears  above,  with  Feli;  abda. 

Bam,  Fernando,  stay. 

Fer,  Ha,  my  father  and  Felisarda :  [Kneels. 

Are  they  both  dead  ? — I  did  not  think 

To  find  thee  in  this  pale  society 

Of  ghosts  so  soon. 
Feh  I  am  alive,  Fernando ; 

And  Don  Eamires  still  thy  living  father. 
Fran.  You  may  believe  it,  sir,  I  was  of  the  council. 
Car.  Men  thought  you  dead. 
Bam.  It  lay  within 

The  knowledge  of  Francisco,  and  some  few, 

By  this  device  to  advance  my  younger  son 

To  a  marriage  with  Jacinta,  sir,  and  try 

Fernando' s  piety,  and  his  mistress'  virtue ; 

Which  I  have  found  worjih  him,  and  my  acceptance. 

With  her  I  give  thee  what  thy  birth  did  challenge : 

Beceive  thy  Felisarda. 
Fer.  'Tis  a  joy 

So  flowing,  it  drowns  all  mj  faculties. 

My  sold  will  not  contain,  1  fear,  but  loose, 

And  leave  me  in  this  ecstasy. 


THE  LADY  OF  PLEASUBE :  A  COMEDY, 
BY  JAMES  SHIBLEY. 

Sib  Thokas  Bobnewell  expostulates  with  his  Lady  on  her  extraco' 

ga/nce  and  love  of  pleasure, 

BOENEWELL.      ASETINA,  Aw  lodAj, 

Are,  I  am  angry  with  myself; 

To  be  so  miserably  restrain'd  in  things. 
Wherein  it  doth  concern  your  love  and  honour 
To  see  me  satisfied. 

Bor,  In  what,  Aretina, 
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Dost  thou  accuse  me  F  have  I  not  obey'd 
All  thy  desires,  against  mine  own  opinion ; 
Quitted  the  country,  and  removed  the  hope 
Of  our  return,  by  sale  of  that  fair  lordship 
We  lived  ill:  tjbanged  a  calm  and  retired  life 
For  this  wild  town,  composed  of  noise  and  charge  ? 
.  What  charge,  more  than  is  ueceaaary 
For  a  lady  of  my  birth  and  education  ? 

r.  I  am  not  ignorant  how  mueh  nobility 
Flows  in  your  blood,  your  kinsmen  great  and  powei 
In  the  state ;  but  with  this  lose  not  your  memory 
Of  being  my  wife :  I  shall  be  studious. 
Madam,  to  give  the  dignity  of  your  birth 
All  the  best  ornaments  which  become  my  fortune ; 
But  would  not  flatter  it,  to  ruin  both. 
And  be  the  feble  of  the  town,  to  teatih 
Other  men  wit  by  loss  of  mine,  employ'd 
To  serve  your  vast  espenaes, 

B.  Am  I  then 
Brought  in  the  balance  ?  bo,  sir. 
Bor.  Though  you  weigh 

Me  in  a  partial  scale,  my  heart  is  honest ; 

And  must  take  liberty  to  think,  you  have 

Obey'd  no  modest  counsel  to  efFecl, 

Kay,  study  ways  of  pride  and  costly  eevemonyj 

Tour  change  of  gaudy  furniture,  and  pictures, 

Of  this  Italian  master,  and  that  Dutchman's  ; 

Tour  mighty  looking-glasses,  like  artillery 

Brought  home  on  engines ;  the  superfluous  plate 

Autic  and  novel;  vanities  of  tires, 

Fourscore  pound  suppers  for  my  lord  your  kLnL. 

Banquets  for  the  other  lady,  aunt,  and  cousins ; 

And  perfumes,  that  eicced  all ;  train  of  servants, 

To  stifle  us  at  home,  and  show  abroad 

More  motley  than  the  French,  or  the 

About  your  coach,  whose  rude  postihi 

Must  pester  every  narrow  lane,  till  passengers 

And  tradesmen  curse  your  choking  up  their  atalle, 

And  common  cries  pursue  your  ladyship 

For  hindering  of  their  market. 

(T.  Have  yi     ' 
Ipoula 


r 


And  prodigal  embroideries,  under  which, 

Each  HatinH,  pluahes,  clot'ii  of  silver,  dare 

Not  show  their  own  complexions;  your  jewels, 

Able  to  hum  out  the  spectators'  ejea. 

And  show  like  bonfires  on  you  by  the  tapera : 

Something  might  here  be  spared,  with  aii'ety  of 

Tour  birth  and  honoiir,  since  the  truest  wealth 

Shines  from  the  aoul,  and  draws  up  just  admirers, 

I  could  urge  aomething  more. 

Pray,  do,     I  liie 
Your  homily  of  thrift. 

I  could  wish,  madam, 
Ton  would  not  game  so  much. 

A  gameater,  too  1 

But  are  not  come  to  that  repentance  yet. 
Should  teach  you  skill  enBugli  to  raise  your  profit; 
You  look  not  through  the  subtilty  of  cards. 
And  mysteries  of  dice,  nor  can  you  save 
Churee  with  the  box,  buy  petticoats  and  pearls, 
And  keep  your  family  by  the  precious  income ; 
Kor  do  I  wish  you  should :  my  poorest  serrant 
Shall  not  upbraid  my  tables,  uor  his  hire 
Purcbased  beneath  my  honour :  you  make  play 
Kot  a  pastime,  but  a  tyranny,  and  vex 
Yourself  and  my  estate  by  it. 

&ood,  proceed. 
,  Another  game  you  have,  which  consumes  more 
Your  fame  than  purse,  your  reyels  in  the  night, 
Your  meetings,  call'd  the  ball,  to  which  appear, 
Ab  to  the  court  of  pleaaure,  all  your  gaUunta 
And  ladiea,  thither  bound  by  a  subpcena 
Of  Venus  and  small  Cupid's  high  displeasure ; 
'Tis  but  the  family  of  Love,  transiited 
Into  more  costly  sin ;  there  was  a  play  on  it ; 
And  had  the  poet  not  been  bribed  to  a  modest 
Espreasion  oi  your  antic  gambols  in  it, 
Some  darks  bad  been  discover'd ;  and  the  deeds  too ; 
In  time  he  may  repent,  and  make  some  blush. 
To  aee  the  second  jiart  danced  on  the  stage. 
My  thoughts  acquit  you  for  dishonouring  me 
By  any  foul  actj  hut  the  virtuous  know, 
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'Tis  not  enough  to  clear  ourselves,  but  the 
Suspicions  of  our  shame. 

Are,  Have  you  concluded 
Tour  lecture  ? 

Bor,  I  have  done ;  and  howsoever 

My  language  may  appear  to  yoii,  it  carries 
No  other  than  my  fair  and  just  intent 
To  your  delights,  without  curb  to  their  modest 
And  noble  freedom. 

Are,  I  *11  not  be  so  tedious 

In  my  reply,  but,  without  art  or  elegance. 
Assure  you  I  keep  still  my  first  opinion ; 
And  though  you  veil  your  avaricious  meaning 
With  handsome  names  of  modesty  and  thrift, 
I  find  you  would  intrench  and  wound  the  liberty 
I  was  bom  with.     Were  my  desires  unprivileged 
By  example ;  while  my  judgment  thought  them  fit, 
Tou  ought  not  to  oppose ;  but  when  the  practice 
And  tract  of  every  honourable  lady 
Authorize  me,  I  take  it  great  injustice 
To  have  my  pleasures  circumscribed  and  taught  me. 

[This  dialogue  is  in  the  very  spirit  of  the  recriminating  scenes  between 
Lord  and  Lady  Townley  in  the  Provoked  Husband.  It  is  difficult  to 
belieye,  but  it  must  have  been  Yanbrugh's  protoiyjHa.  ^ 
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LETTER  TO  THE  EDITOR. 


Deab  Sib, 
It  is  not  unknown  to  jon,  that  about  nineteen  jears  siii  .  _ 
published  "  Specimens  of  English  Dnunatic  Poets,  vho  lired 
about  the  time  of  Shakapeare."  For  the  Bcsrcer  Plaja  I  bad  re- 
course to  the  collection  bequeathed  to  the  British  Museum  by 
Mr.  Garriok.  But  m;  time  was  but  short,  and  mj  aub»<qiient 
Insure  haa  discoiercd  in  it  n  trcBsuro  rich  snil  eihaustlcsa  beyond 
what  I  then  imagined.  In  it  is  to  bo  found  alraoat  every  pro' 
tioti  in  the  sluipe  of  a  Fla;  that  has  appeared  in  print,  from  .  ._ 
limo  of  the  old  Mysteries  and  MoroHties  to  the  days  of  Cmwn  and 
D'Urfey.  Imsgine  the  luxury  to  one  like  me,  who,  above  everj 
other  form  of  poetry,  have  ever  preferred  the  Dramatie,  of  sitting 
in  the  prinoely  apartments,  for  aueh  they  are,  of  poor  oondemned 
Monlflgu  House,  which  I  predict  will  not  epeediW  be  (blloiwed  by 
a  handsomer,  and  eulling  at  vill  the  flovor  ot^  eoine  thoasaud 
I>rHmas.  It  is  like  having  the  range  of  a  Nobleman's  Ubr-.ry, 
with  the  Librarian  to  jour  friend.  Nothing  can  eii«ed  lie  murte- 
Onsness  and  attentions  of  the  Qentloman  who  has  the  iQiief  di- 
rection of  the  Heading  Rooms  here  ;  and  you  hsTe  fcarce  to 
for  a  Tolume,  before  it  is  laid  before  you.  If  the  occasional  El- 
tracta  which  I  have  been  tempted  to  bring  away,  may  iind  an 
appropriate  place  in  your  Table  Book,  some  of  them  are  weekly 
at  your  aerrice.  "By  those  who  remember  the  "  Specimeas,"  these 
must  be  considered  as  mere  ait^Fr-gleaningH,  supplementary  to  that 
work,  only  comprising  a  longer  period.  You  must  be  content 
with  sometimes  a  scene,  sometimes  a  song  ;  a  speech,  or  passage, 
or  a  poetical  image,  as  (hey  happen  to  strike  me.  I  read  withottt 
order  of  time ;  I  am  a  poor  hand  et  dates  i  end  for  any  biography 
of  the  Dramatists,  I  must  refer  to  writera  who  are  more  skufiu  in 
such  matters.     My  husineBS  is  with  their  poetry  only. 

Tour  well-srieher, 

CLui 
Jamnry  27, 1827. 


John,  not  being  abU  to  lirioff  MiTiLDi^  the  chaste  davgh/er  0/  the 
old  £aron  FiTZWATEB,  fo  ootajiliiatcemUh  hiaiiiiihei,caiuether 
lo  be  poitoned  in  a  jKHwiety. 
Scene. — JoaN.     The  Banins  :  tJtey  heiitg  at  yet  igiKiranl  of  Ihe 
^mtrderjOnd  haoing  just  cons  to  composition  vnlh  the 'Khig  after 
lediotie  ware.     MATiLDi'B  lieane  is  brougil  in  bg  HUBEET. 
Join.  Hubert,  interpret  this  apparitioo. 
Hub.  Behold,  sir, 

A  sad-writ  trageily,  so  feelingly 
Laoguaged,  and  cast ;  with  euch  a  crafty  crueltj 
CoDtiived,  and  acted;  that  wild  saisges 
Would  weep  to  lay  their  ears  to,  and  (adminng 
To  see  themselves  outdone)  they  would  conceive 
Their  i^ildness  mildneas  to  this  deed,  and  call 
Men  more  than  savage,  tbemsehes  rational. 
And  thou,  Fitzwater,  reSect  upon  thy  niune', 
And  turn  the  Son  0/  Tears.     0,  foraet 
That  Cupid  ever  spent  a  dart  upon  tiiee ; 
That  Hymen  ever  coupled  thee ;  or  that  ever 
The  haaty,  happy,  willing  measenger 
Told  thee  thou  hadst  a  daughter.     O,  look  here  1 
Look  here.  King  John,  and  with  a  tremhliug  eye 
Read  your  sad  act,  Matilda's  tragedy, 
Barom.  Matilda  I 
Fitsvi.  By  the  lahouring  soul  of  a  much-injured  man. 

It  ia  my  child  Matilda  1 
Bruce.  Sweet  niece  I 
Leic.  Chaste  soul ! 
Join.  Do  I  atir,  Chester? 

Good  Oxford,  do  I  move?  stand  1  not  still 
To  vfatch  when  the  grieved  fricnda  of  wrong'd  Matilda 
Will  with  a  thousand  staha  turn  me  to  dust. 
That  in  a  thousand  prayers  they  might  be  happy  ? 
Will  BO  one  do  it  1  then  give  a  mourner  room, 
'  Fitzwater :  son  of  water.    A  striking  instance  of  (he  compa- 
tibility of  the  serious  piin  wilh.  Ihe  eipressioD  of  the  profaundist 
sorrows.     Grief^  ai  wull  as  ^joj,  flnds  ease  in  thus  playing  witJi  a 
word.     Old  John  of  Qaunt  in  Shakspeare  thus  descantd  on  his 
name :  "  Gaiuit,  and  gaunt  indeed ; "  t<i  a  long  stnng  of  conceits, 
wliich  no  one  has  ever  yet  felt  si     ' ''    '  ""  '  ""■' 


jlt  Bs  ridiculous.     The  poet  Wither 
■f  the  declining  estate  of  his  family, 
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A.  man  of  tears.     O,  iiamBCiilate  Mntilck, 

These  shed  but  sailing  heat  drops,  raishng  showcn, 

The  faint  dews  of  a  doubtful  April  morning ; 

But  from  mine  eyes  ship-sinking  cataracts, 

Whole  elou<ls  of  waters,  wealthy  cxhalationi^ 

Shall  fall  into  the  sea  jif  my  aflUctioo, 

Till  it  amaze  the  mouroers. 

Hab.  UumiLtchM  Matilda; 

Celestial  soldier,  ths.t  kept  a  fort  of  chastity 
'Gainst  all  temptations. 

fltzv!.  Not  to  be  a  queen,  freed ! 

Would  she  break  her  chaste  vovr.     Truth  croniu  your 
Vnmatch'd  Matilda  was  her  name  indeed. 

Join.  0  take  into  your  spirit-pietcinK  praise 

My  seene  of  sorrow.     I  have  neU-elRd  woes. 
Pathetic  epithets  to  illustrate  passion. 
And  steal  true  tenrs  so  sweetly  from  all  these 
Shall  touch  the  soul,  and  at  once  pierce  and  please. 

[Pmises  the  mollo  and  emblems  on  the  hearse. 
"To  Piety  and  Purity" — and"  Lilies  mix'd  with  Roses" — 
How  well  you  have  apparel'd  wol  this  pendant. 
To  Piety  and  Purity  du'eeted, 
Iniinuates  a  chaste  soul  in  a  clean  body, 


To  make  our  griefs  ingenious.     Let  all  he  dumb, 

Whilst  the  king  speaks  her  Epieedium. 
Chest.  His  very  soul  speaks  sorrow. 
Oscf.  And  it  becomes  him  sweetly. 
John.  Hail  maid  and  martyr  I  lo,  on  thy  breast. 

Devotion's  altar,  chaste  Truth's  neat, 

I  otfcr  [as  my  guilt  imposes) 

Thy  merit's  laurel,  lilies  and  n 

Lilies,  intimating  plain 

Thy  immaculate  life,  stuck  with  n 

Rosea  red  and  sweet,  to  tell 

How  Bwcet  red  sacrifices  smell. 

Hang  round  then,  as  you  walk  about  this  h< 

The  songs  of  holy  hearts,  sweet  virtuous  vei 
Fitzw.  Bring  Persian  silks,  to  deck  her  monument; 
John.  Arabian  spices,  quickening  by  their  scent; 
FUiw.  Numidian  marble,  to  preserve  her  praise; 
John.  Corinthian  ivory,  her  shape  to  praise ; 
Fitae.  And  write  in  gold  upon  it,  "  In  this  breast 

Virtue  sat  mistress.  Passion  hut  a  guest." 
Join.   Virtue  is  sweet ;  and,  Bince  griefs  bitter  be, 
Strew  her  with  roses,  and  gife  - 
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Bract.  My  noble  brother,  I  have  lost  a  wife  and  Km' 

You  a  sweet  daughter.     Look  on  the  king's  penitence 

His  promiae  for  the  public  peace.     Prefer 
A  public  beucflc'.     When,  it  shall  please. 


Fitzw,  Do  any  thing; 

Do  all  things  that  are  honourable ;  and  the  Great  Kirg 
Make  you  a  good  king,  sir  I  and  when  your  soul 
Shall  at  any  tinie  reflect  upon  your  follies. 
Good  king  Johu,  weep,  weep  very  heartily ; 
It  will  become  you  sweetly.     At  your  eyes 
Your  sin  stole  in;  there  pay  your  sacrifice. 

John.  Back  unto  Dunmow  Abbey.     There  vt  'U  pay 

To  sweet  Matilda's  memory,  and  her  sufTeringg, 

A  monthly  obaeqny,  which  (aweeten'd  by 

The  wealthy  woes  of  a  tear-troubled  eye) 

Shall  by  those  sharp  afflictions  of  my  face 

Conrt  mercy,  and  tuoke  grief  arrive  at  grace. 


Matilda,  now  go  take  tig  led 
In  the  dark  d^Kellingf  of  ike  deadj 
jHd  rUe  im  the  great  waking-da^ 
Swset  at  ineente,Ji'eiA  <m  Mag. 
Best  there,  chaste  soul,  flx'd  in  thy  proper  sphere. 
Amongst  Heaven's  fair  ones ;  all  are  fair  ones  there- 
Rest  there,  chaste  soul,  whilst  we  here  troubled  say; 
Time  gives  us  griefs.  Death  takes  our  joys  away. 
[This  scene  baa  muuh  pasaion  and  poetry  in  it,  if  I  raietake  not. 
The  last  words  of  Fitiwster  are  on  inetance  uf  nuble  tempemnient ; 
but  to  understand  him,  the  oharactor  throughaut  of  this  mad, 
merry,  feeling,  insenaiblii-seoining  lord,  should  be  read.    That  the 
Tenomous  Jmin  could  have  even  counterfeited  repeutance  ao  wrll, 
ia  out  of  nature ;  hnli,  supposing  the  poaaihility,  nothing  is  truer 
than  the  way  in  which  it  ia  managed.    These  old  playwrigbte  in- 
reatcd  their  bad  charaotera  with  notions  of  good,  which  could  by 
no  posaibility  have  coeiiatod  with  their  actions.     Without  a  soul 
of  goodness  tn  himself  how  could  Shakspeare's  Biohard  the  Tliird 
have  ht  upon  those  sweet  phrases  and  andncamonts  hy  which  bu 


justrous  act  of  John's  in  this  pUy 
le  way  ns  the  discovered  death  ol 

Prince  Arthur  ia  like  to  bn»k  the  compoaition  of  the  king  with 

his  barons  in  Shafcspeare's  play. 

*  The  Dauphin  of  IVance,  whom  they  had  called  in, as  inShok- 

speare's  play. 
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Bttempta  to  hid  orcr  the  dowager  queim  to  Id  him  wed  har 
daueliterF  It  is  oat  Natiuv's  nature,  but  Inuigioatioa'a  Bubsti- 
tut^  natur^  nhkh  does  almost  as  n~ell  in  a  liution.] 


THE  PARLIAMENT  OF  BEEa:  A  MASQUE. 

BY  JOHN  DAT.    PEINTED  1607', 

UlaNIA,  a  /emals  See,  confesset  her  paaaioa  fof  MeLBXC^,  aiko 

not  B  village  fly,  nor  meadow  bee, 

That  tr&tiieB  dnilv  on  the  neighbouring  plain, 
But  will  report,  hutv  all  the  winged  train 
Have  sued  to  me  fur  love  i  when,  we  have  flown 
Id  awamiB  out  to  discover  fields'  Dew-blown. 
Haupj  was  he  could  find  the  forw«rde»t  trecj 
And  cull  the  choicest  blossoms  out  for  me ; 
Of  all  their  labours  they  allow'd  me  some 
And  (hke  my  chnmpious)  manu'd  me  out,  and  home; 
Yet  loved  I  none  of  them,     Philon,  a  bee 
Well-skill'd  in  verse  and  amorous  poetry. 
As  we  have  sat  at  work,  both  of  one  rose'. 
Has  bumm'd  sweet  camons,  both  in  verse  and  prose. 
Which  I  ne'er  minded.     Aatrophel,  a  bee 
{Although  not  so  poetical  as  he) 
Yet  in  his  full  inventioo  quick  and  ripe, 
In  summer  evenings,  on  bis  nell-tuned  pipe, 
XJpon  a  woodbine  blossom  in  the  sun, 
(uur  hive  being  clcan-awept,  and  our  day's  work  doue,) 
Would  play  me  twenty  several  tunes ;  yet  I 
Nor  minded  Aetraphel,  nor  his  melody. 
Then  there 's  Ammter,  for  whose  love  fair  Leftde 
(That  prctt]^  bee)  flies  up  and  down  the  nieftd 
With  nvers  in  ber  eyes ;  without  deserving 
Sent  me  trim  aconi  bowls  of  his  own  earvmg. 
To  drink  May  dews  and  mend  in.    Yet  none  of  these, 
My  hive-bom  playfellows  and  fellow  bees, 
'  Whether  tbia  Bingulnr  production,  in  which  the  choractttts  u« 

all  hess^  woa  ever  acl^^  I  have  no  information  to  dettrminew     Jt 

it  is  at  least  as  capablo  of  renreseotatioa  aa  we  ca:i  conceive  the 

"Hirds"  of  Aristophanes  to  have  been. 

*  Prettily  pllfured  from  the  swDot  pasSBge  in  the  Uidaunmier 

Night's  Dream,  where  Helena  recounts  to  Henuia  their  school- 

dit;a'  fiiendship : — 

Wo  Hcrmia,  liko  two  artiflmid  gods. 
Created  with  oi  >■     ■    ■  - 
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Coald  I  affect,  until  this  strange  bee  came; 
And  him  I  love  with  audi  an  ardent  flame. 
Discretion  cannot  quench. 

He  labours  and  toils, 
Extracts  more  honey  out  of  barren  soils 
Thau  twenty  lazy  drones.     I  have  heard  my  father. 
Steward  of  the  bive,  profess  that  he  hajl  rather 
Lose  half  the  swarm  than  him.    If  a  bee,  poor  or  we> 
Cirows  faint  on  hia  way,  or  by  misfortune  break 
A  wing  or  leg  against  a  twig ;  ahve. 
Or  dead,  he'll  bring  into  the  master's  hive 
Him  and  his  biirtben.     But  the  other  day. 
On  the  next  plain  there  grew  a  fatal  fray 
Betwixt  the  wasps  and  us  j  the  wind  grew  high. 
And  a  roi^h  storm  raged  bo  impetuously, 
Our  bees  could  scarce  keep  wing;  then  fell  such  rair 
It  made  our  aolony  forsake  the  plain. 
And  fly  to  garrison  :  yet  still  he  stood. 
And  'gainst  the  whole  swarm  made  his  party  good ; 
And  at  each  blow  he  gave,  cried  out  His  Vov>, 
His  VoiB,  and  Arethusa! — On  each  bough 
And  tender  blossom  he  engraves  her  name 
With  his  sharp  sting.    To  Arethu^'s  fame 
He  consecrates  his  actions;  all  his  worth 
Is  only  spent  to  character  her  forth. 
On  damask  roses,  and  the  leaves  of  pines, 
I  have  seen  him  write  such  amorous  moving  lines 
In  Arethusa's  praise,  as  my  poor  heart 
Has,  when  I  read  them,  envied  her  desert ; 
And  wept  and  sigh'd  to  think  that  he  should  be 
To  her  si 


PoBBKS,  Tioeroj  of  Bees  tmder  'Kma  Obeeon,  descrihei  hit  targa 
prerogaiice. 
To  Ua  (who,  warranted  by  Oberon'a  love. 
Write  Ourself  Master  Bee),  both  field  and  grove. 
Garden  and  orchard,  lawus  and  flowery  meads, 
(Where  the  amorous  wind  plays  with  the  golden  heads 
Of  wanton  cowslips,  dmsies  in  their  prime. 
Sun-loving  marigolds;  the  blossom'd  thyme. 
The  blue-vetn'd  violets  and  the  damask  rose ; 
The  stately  lily,  mistress  of  all  those) ; 


Pile 


of  these  pretty  little  winged  croatureB  are  with  fontinuod  UrcfiiaBa 
portrftjM  throughout  the  whole  otthia  curiouj  old  Drama,  in  words 
wliich  beea  would  talk  with,  could  thej  talk  -,  the  Terj  air  w«ma 
replete  with  buiniiiiiig  and  buzzing  melodies,  while  wo  read  thfrm- 
Surclj  beea  were  never  *o  be-rbymed  before.] 


Sueeen  in  Battle  not  ahtKO/a  attribvlahle  to  the  Oeneral. 

GeneraU  oft-times  famous  grow 

By  valiant  frienda,  or  cowardly  enemies; 

Oc,  what  is  worse,  by  aome  mean  piece  of  chance. 

Truth  is,  'tis  pretty  to  ohserve 

How  little  princes  and  great  generals 

Contribute  oft-timea  to  the  fame  they  win. 

How  oft  hath  it  been  found,  that  noblest  minds 

Witb  two  short  arms,  have  foiicht  nith  fatal  stars; 

And  have  endesTOur'd  with  their  deareBt  blood 

To  mollify  those  diamonds,  where  dwell 

The  fate  of  kingdoms ;  and  at  last  have  fallen 

By  vulgar  hanoa,  unable  novr  to  do 

More  tor  their  cause  than  die ;  and  have  been  lost 

Among  the  sacrifices  of  their  sworda  ; 

No  more  remember'd  than  poor  villi^ers, 

Whose  ashes  sleep  among  uie  common  flowers. 

That  every  meadow  wears !  whilst  other  men 

"With  trembling  hands  have  caught  a  victory, 

And  on  pale  foreheads  wear  triumphant  bays. 

Besides,  1  have  thought 

A  thousand  rimes ;  m  times  of  war,  when  we 

Lift  up  our  hands  to  Heaven  for  victory  ; 

Suppose  some  virgin  shepherdess,  whose  soul 

Is  chaste  and  clean  as  the  cold  spring,  where  she  | 

Quenches  ail  tbirsta,  being  told  of  enemies. 

That  seek  to  frielit  the  long-enjojed  Peace 

Of  our  Arcadia  hence  with  sound  of  drums, 

And  with  hoarse  trumpets'  warlike  airs  to  drawn 

The  harmless  music  of  her  oaten  reeds, 

Should  in  the  passion  of  her  troubled  sprite 

Repair  to  some  small  fane  [such  as  the  guda 

Hear  poor  folks  from),  and  tliere  on  humble  knees 

Lift  up  her  trembling  hands  to  holy  Pan, 

And  beg  his  helps :  'tis  possible  to  think, 

That  Heaven,  which  holds  the  purest  v< 

May  not  permit  Ueiitiil  W  wecu  ii   "  '" 
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But  grant  her  wish  (for,  would  the  gods  not  hear 

The  pmyers  of  poor  folks,  they  'd  ne'er  bid  them  pray); 

And  so,  in  the  next  action,  haupeneth  out 

(The  gods  still  usins  roetms)  tlie  enemy 

May  lie  defeated.     The  glory  of  all  thia 

Ib  attributed  to  the  general. 

And  none  hut  he  is  spoke  loud  of  for  the  act ; 

While  she,  frorn  whose  so  uonffMted  tears 

His  laurel  sprung,  for  ever  dwells  unknown'. 

Unlatnflil  Soticitingr. 

Whenlfinrt; 
Mention'd  the  business  to  her  all  alone. 
Poor  soul,  she  hlush'd,  as  if  already  she 
Had  dooe  some  harm  by  hearing  of  me  speak  j 
Whilst  from  her  pretty  eyes  two  fountains  ran 
So  true,  BO  native,  dovFn  ber  fairest  cheeks ; 
As  if  she  thought  herself  obliged  to  cry, 
'Cause  all  the  world  was  not  so  good  as  she. 

Froportian  m  Fi£ff. 
There  must  he  some  proportion  still  to  pity 
Between  ourselves  and  what  we  moan :   tis  hard 
For  men  to  he  aueht  sensible  how  moats 
Press  flies  to  death.     Sliould  the  lion,  in 
His  midnight  walks  for  prey,  hear  Mitne  poor  worms 
Cnm])lain  for  want  of  little  drops  of  dew. 
What  pity  could  that  generous  creature  have 
(Who  never  wanted  amall  things)  for  those  poor 
Ambitions?  yet  these  bib  their  concernments, 
And  hut  for  want  of  these  they  pine  and  die. 

Modetlt/  a  bar  to  prffbmtnt. 
Sure  'twos  his  modesty.     He  might  have  thriven 
Much  better  [tossihly,  had  his  ambition 
Been  greater  much.     They  oft-times  take  more  psiiis 
Who  look  for  pins,  than  those  who  lind  out  atars. 

'  Is  it  posBibla  that  Cowpa-  might  have  rcmembiired  thin  tea- 
timent  in  W  doacription  of  the  advantages  whioh  the  world,  that 
scorns  him,  may  dorivo  from  this  noiBelesa  hours  of  the  cooteni- 
plativeman? 

Perhaps  she  owes 

Her  Bunshinc  and  her  rain,  her  hlooming  spring 

And  plenteoua  liarvrat,  to  the  prayer  he  makes, 

Whm,  iBoac-like,  the  solitaiy  saint 

Walks  forth  to  niedilato  at  eventide, 

4nd  tbmk  on  her,  who  thinks  not  on  hetwil.— Taifc. 
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laaoceiKe  viadicalcd  at  last. 
Heaven  way  awhile  correct  the  virtuouB ; 
Yet  it  will  nipe  their  cyee  again,  anil  make 
Their  faces  wliiler  with  their  tears.     Innoeence 
Conceal'd  is  the  stolen  pleasure  of  the  gods, 
Which  never  ends  in  shame,  as  that  of  men 
Doth  oft-times  do ;  but  liJte  the  sun,  breaks  forth. 
When  it  hath  gratified  another  worldi 
And  to  our  unexpectin^  eyes  appears 
More  glorious  through  its  late  obscurity. 

Jy^ixffjbr  a  bfloped  pertoa. 
There  in  a  gust  in  death,  when  'tis  for  love. 
That  'a  mure  than  all  that 's  taste  in  all  the  world. 
For  the  true  measure  of  true  love  ia  death ; 
And  what  falls  abort  of  this,  was  never  love : 
And  therefore  when  those  tides  do  meet  and  strive. 
And  both  swell  high,  but  love  is  higher  still. 
This  is  the  truest  satisfaction  of 
The  perfeotest  love :  for  here  it  sees  itself 
Endure  the  highest  test ;  and  then  it  feels 
The  sum  of  delectation,  since  it  now 
Attains  its  perfetrt  end ;  and  shows  its  objec 
By.       ■ 


ic  intense  act,  all  it 


Which  by  a  thousand  and  ten  thousand  words 
It  would  have  took  a  poor  diluted  pleasure 
To  have  imperfectly  express'd. 
UbA-Hii.  mahei  a  tnoei  aisiffnatioH  teilk  the  King,  ami  tiAatitutet 
the  Que^n  in  her  place.     The  King  describsa  the  gu^piaed  mAeT 
ing  to  the  Confident,  mhom  ht  had  emplos/ed  to  loUdt  far  ib 
gy,ata  possum. 

Pyrrhus,  I  '11  tell  thee  all.     When  now  the  night 

Grew  black  enough  to  hide  a  skulking  action ; 

And  Heaven  had  ne'er  an  eye  unshut  to  see 

Her  representative  on  earth  creep  'mougst 

Those  poor  defenceless  worms,  whom  nature  left  | 

An  humble  prey  to  even  thing,  and  no 

Asylum  but  the  dark ;  I  softly  stole 

To  yonder  grotto  through  the  upper  walks. 

And  there  found  my  Urama.     But  I  found  her, 

1  found  her,  Pyrrhua,  not  a  mistress,  but 

A  goddess  rather;  which  made  me  now  to  be 

No  more  her  lover,  but  idolater. 

She  only  whisper'd  to  me,  as  Bbe  promised, 

Yet  never  heard  1  any  voice  so  loud; 

And,  though  her  words  were  gentler  far  than  the 


That  holy  | 


aJoai 
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Yet  never  thunder  li^ified  eo  much. 

And  (whiLt  did  mure  impress  whate'er  she  said) 

Methouglit  her  whispers  were  my  injured  Queen's, 

H(^r  manner  just  like  hers  I  and  when  she  urged. 

Among  a  thousand  things,  the  injury 

I  did  the  foithfulest  princesa  in  the  world ; 

Who  now  supposed  me  aick,  and  was  perchance 

Upon  her  knees  offering  up  holy  tows 

For  him  who  mock'd  both  Heaven  and  her,  and  tvas 

Now  breaking  of  that  tow  he  made  her,  when 

With  sacrifice  he  call'd  the  goda  to  witness ; 

When  she  urged  this,  and  wept,  and  spake  so  like 

"y  poor  deluded  Queen,  Pyrrhus,  I  trembled  j 

most  iierauaded  that  it  was  her  augel 
Spake  through  Urania's  iipa,  who  for  her  sake 
'   Took  care  of  mc,  as  something  she  much  loved. 
It  would  be  long  to  tell  thee  all  she  said. 
How  oft  she  aigti'd,  how  bitterly  she  wept: 
But  the  effect— Urania  alill  is  ehaste; 
And  with  hec  chaster  lips  hath  promised  to 
InToke  blest  Heaven  for  my  intended  aiu. 
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timte's  Panegyric. 
'tis  Nature's  second  sun. 
Causing  a  spring  of  virtues  where  he  shines ; 
And  OS  without  the  sun,  the  world's  great  eye. 
All  colours,  beauties,  both  of  art  and  nature. 
Are  given  in  vain  to  man ;  so  without  love 
All  beauties  bred  in  women  arc  in  tuq. 
All  virtues  born  in  men  lie  buried; 
For  love  informs  them  as  the  sun  doth  coloiirs : 
And  aa  the  sun,  reflecting  his  warm  beams 
Against  the  earth,  begets  all  Iruits  and  tlowers. 
Bo  love,  fair  shining  in  the  inward  man. 
Brings  ibrth  in  him  the  hononrable  tiuits 
Of  Talour,  wit,  virtue,  and  haughty  thoughts. 
Brave  resolution,  and  divine  diaeourse. 
jLote  vjith  wTealoii^, 
snch  love  is  like  a  smoky  fire 
In  a  cold  morning.     Though  the  fire  be  cheerful. 
Yet  is  the  smoke  so  foul  and  cumbersome, 
Twere  better  lose  the  fire  than  find  the  smoke. 
2,*™ 
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Baitiffi  routed. 
I  walking  in  the  place  where  toen's  iBw  suits 
Are  lieard  and  pleaded,  not  so  inueh  as  drearaiiig 
Of  any  such  encounter ;  steps  me  forth 
Their  ynliiuit  foreman  with  Hie  word  "  I  're 
I  made  no  more  ado  but  loid  these  paws 
Close  on  liis  shoulders,  tumbling  him  to  earth; 
And  there  sat  he  on  his  posteriors 
Like  a  baboon ;  and  turning  uie  about, 
1  straiglit  espieil  the  whole  troop  issuing  on  me. 
I  step  me  back,  and  drawing  my  old  friend  here. 
Made  to  the  midst  of  them,  and  all  unable 
To  endure  the  shock,  all  rudely  fell  in  rout, 
And  down  the  stairs  they  ran  in  such  a  fury. 
As  meeting  with  a  troop  of  tamjiers  there 
Mann'd  by  their  clients  Isome  with  ten,  some  with  twenty. 
Some  five,  some  three ;  he  that  had  least  had  one). 
Upon  the  stairs,  they  bore  them  down  afore  them. 
But  Buch  a  ruttling  then  there  was  amongst  them. 
Of  ravish'd  declarations,  replications. 
Rejoinders,  and  petitions,  all  their  books 
And  writings  torn,  and  trod  oo,  and  some  lost. 
That  the  poor  lawyers  comity  to  the  \>ax 
Conid  say  naught  to  the  matter,  but  instead 
Were  fain  to  rail,  and  talk  beside  their  books. 
Without  all  order. 


A  Bousahold  bewitched. 
My  uncle  has  of  late  become  the  sole 
Diseourie  of  all  the  country ;  for  of  a  man  respected 
As  master  of  H  govera'it  family,  ' 

The  liouse  (ns  if  the  ridge  were  fis'd  below. 
And  groundsels  lifted  up  to  make  the  roof } 
All  now 's  tum'd  topsy-turvy. 
In  such  a  rHtrojEraile  and  preposterous  way 
As  seldom  hath  been  heard  of,  I  think  never. 
The  good  man 

In  all  obedience  kneels  unto  his  son; 
He  with  an  austere  brow  commands  his  father. 
The  wife  presumes  not  in  the  daughter's  sight 
Without  a  prepared  curtsy ;  the  giri  she 
"         '    "'  a  a  duty;  chides  her  mother, 

d  trembles  at  each  word  s] 
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And  what's  as  sCrauge,  the  maid — she  domineers 
O'er  her  young  mistress,  who  is  awed  by  her. 
The  son,  to  whom  the  father  creeps  and  beuds, 
Stands  in  as  much  fear  of  the  eroom  his  man  1 
All  in  each  rare  disorder,  that  lu  aotne 
Aa  it  breeds  pity,  and  in  others  wonder. 
So  in  the  ■       ■  -    ■     - 

This  comt 


Books. 
Collegian.  DitI  you,  ere  we  departed  &osi  the  college, 

O'erlook  my  library  ? 
Sertranf.  Yea,  sir;  and  I  find. 

Although  yon  tell  me  Learning  is  immortal. 

The  paper  and  the  parchment  tis  contain'd  in 

Savours  of  much  mortahty. 

The  moths  bave  eaten  more 

Authentic  learning,  than  would  richly  ftmiiBli 

A  hundred  country  pedants ;  yet  the  worms 

Are  not  one  letter  wiser. 


AuoB  Aebbk  vilh  Mosbib  ker  Paramour  cotu^pire  the  murder  of 
her  hutbaad, 

Mos.  How  now,  Alice,  what  sad  and  passionate  ? 
Make  me  partaker  of  thy  pcosiveness ; 
Fire  divided  buma  with  lesser  force. 

Al.  But  I  will  dam  that  fire  in  my  breast. 

Till  by  the  force  thereof  my  part  consume. 
Ah  Mosbie  I 

,Vo».  Such  deep  pathaires,  like  W  a  cannon's  burst. 
Discharged  against  a  ruinated  well. 
Breaks  my  relenting  heart  in  thousand  pieces. 
Ungentle  Alice,  thy  sorrow  ia  my  aore; 
Tliou  kuow'st  it  well,  and  'tis  thy  policy 
To  forgo  distressful  looks,  to  wound  a  breast 
Where  Ilea  a  heart  which  dies  when  thou  art  sad- 
It  is  not  Love  that  loves  to  anger  Love. 

dl.  It  ia  not  Lore  that  loves  to  murder  Love. 
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Mo3.  How  mean  you  thnt  7 

At.  Thou  knoH^Bt  haw  de»r)y  Arden  loved  me. 

Mos.  And  then. 

Al.  And  then — conceid  the  rest,  Ibr  'tis  too  bad. 

Lest  that  my  words  be  curried  to  the  wind. 

And  publish'd  in  tlie  world  to  both  our  shitmei. 

I  pray  thee,  Moabie,  let  our  spring-time  wither: 

Our  harvest  else  will  yield  but  loathsome  needs. 

Foi^,  1  pmy  thee,  what  has  past  betwixt  us ; 

For  I  now  blush  and  tremble  at  the  thoughts, 
Mos.  What,  are  you  changed? 
At,  Ay,  to  my  former  happy  life  again ; 

I'roro  title  of  an  odious  atrumpet'a  imme 

To  honest  Arden's  wife,  not  Arden'a  honest  wife--'( 

Ah  Mosbie  I  'tis  thou  host  rifled  me  of  that. 

And  mftde  me  slanderous  to  all  my  kin. 

Ev'n  in  my  forehead  is  thy  name  engraven, 

A  mean  ajtiticer,  that  low-bom  nnme ! 

I  wa*  bewiteh'd;  wo-worth  the  hapless  hour 

And  all  the  causes  that  enchanted  me  ! 
Mm.  Nay,  if  thou  ban,  let  me  breathe  ciitses  forth ; 

And  if  you  stand  so  nicely  at  your  fame. 

Let  me  repeat  the  credit  I  have  lost. 

1  have  oeglecled  matters  of  import. 

That  would  have  'stated  me  above  thy  stAtej 

Forslow'd  advantages,  and  spum'd  at  time; 

Ay,  Fortune's  right  hand  Mosbie  hath  forsook, 

To  take  a  wanton  giglot  by  the  left. 

I  left  the  marriage  of  an  honest  maid. 

Whose  dowry  would  have  weigh'd  down  all  thy  wealth  ; 

Whose  beauty  and  demeanour  far  exceeded  thee. 

This  certain  good  I  lost  for  changing  bad. 

And  wrnpn'd  my  credit  in  thy  company. 

I  was  bewiteh'd;  that  is  no  theme  of  tliine: 

And  thou  unhallow'd  hast  enchanted  me. 

But  I  will  break  thy  spells  and  exorcisms 

And  put  another  sight  upon  these  eyea. 

That  show'd  my  heart  a  raven  for  a  dove. 

Thou  art  not  fair ;  I  view'd  thee  not  til!  now ; 

Thou  art  not  kind;  till  now  I  knew  thee  not: 

And  now  the  rain  hath  beaten  off  thy  gilt, 

Tliy  worthless  copper  shows  thee  eounterfeit. 

It  grieves  me  not  to  see  how  foul  thou  art. 

But  mads  me  that  ever  I  thought  thee  fair. 

Go,  get  thee  gone,  a  copesmate  for  thy  hinda; 

I  am  too  goon  to  be  thy  fnvotu'ite. 

iy,  now  I  see,  and  too  soon  find  it  true. 
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'   Which  often  hath  been  told  me  by  my  fnendt. 
That  Mosbie  lorra  me  not  but  for  my  nealtli ; 
Which  too  inetedulous  I  ne'et  believed. 
Nay,  hear  me  apenk,  Mosbie,  H  word  or  tno ; 
I  'II  bite  my  tongue  if  1  speak  bitterly. 
Look  on  me,  Mosbie,  or  else  I  '11  kill  myself. 
Nothing  shall  hide  me  from  thy  stormy  look  ; 
If  thou  cry  war,  there  is  no  pfwce  for  me. 
I  will  do  jienimee  for  offending  thee ; 
And  bum  this  praver-book,  which  I  here  use. 
The  Holy  Word  tfcat  haa  converted  loe. 
See,  Moabie,  I  will  tear  away  the  leaves. 
And  all  the  leaves ;  and  in  this  golden  cover 
Shall  thy  sweet  phrases  and  thy  letters  dwell. 
And  thereon  will  I  chiefly  meditate. 
And  hold  BO  other  sect  but  such  devotion. 
Wilt  thou  not  look  f  is  all  thy  love  o'erwhelm'd? 
Wilt  thou  not  bear?  what  malice  stops  thy  ears? 
Why  spcak'st  thou  not?  what  silence  ties  thy  tono 
Thou  host  been  sighted  as  the  eagle  is, 
Ajid  heard  as  quickly  as  the  fearful  hare. 
And  spoke  as  smoothly  as  an  orator. 
When  I  have  bid  thee  hear,  or  see.  or  spcok  i 
And  art  thou  sensible  in  none  of  these  ? 
Weigh  all  thy  good  turns  with  this  little  fault. 
And  1  deserve  not  Mosbie's  muddy  looks. 
A  fence  of  trouble  is  not  thicken'd  still ; 
Be  clear  again ;  I  '11  ne'er  more  trouble  thee. 

Moa.  O  fle,  no ;  I  am  a  base  artificer ; 

My  wings  are  feather'd  for  a  lowly  flight. 
Moshie,  fie,  no;  not  for  a  thousand  pound 
Make  love  to  you;  why,  'tis  unpardonable. 
We  beggars  must  not  breathe,  where  gentles  ore. 

Ai.  Sweet  Mosbie  is  as  gentle  as  a  king. 

And  I  too  blind  to  judge  him  otherwise. 
Flowers  sometimes  spring  in  fallow  loads ; 
Weeds  in  gardens,  roses  grow  on  thorns  ; 
So,  whatsoe'er  my  Mosbie's  father  was. 
Himself  is  valued  gentle  by  his  worth. 

Moa.  Ah,  bow  you  women  can  insinuate. 

And  clear  a  trespass  with  your  sweet-set  tongue  ! 
I  wUl  forget  this  quarrel,  gentle  Alice, 
Provided  I  'U  he  tempted  so  no  more. 

AHnEN,  with  hU/riead  Fbabkun,  travallisg  at  niff&l  to  Ari 
Aotwe  at  I\st>ertiam,  laiere  ks  is  W  "  '     '    "   ' 

Mred  b    '  -  —    -  -  . 
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BiU  WITE,  hy  at 
of  kui  friend. 

Ard.  Come,  itmater  Franklin,  onwarda  with  your  tale. 
Frank.  I  '11  aastire  you,  sir.  you  task  me  much. 
A  lieavy  blood  is  gatfaer'd  at  my  heart ; 
And  ou  the  suddeu  ia  my  wind  ra  abort. 
As  binilereth  the  passage  of  my  speech. 
So  fierce  a  quolra  yet  ne'er  assailed  me. 
Ard.  Come,  master  Frnuklin,  let  us  ^  on  softly ; 
The  Bunoyance  iif  the  duit,  or  eUe  some  meat 
You  ate  at  dinner,  cannot  hrook  nith  you. 
I  have  been  often  so,  and  soon  amended. 
Frank.  Do  you  rememher  where  my  tale  did  leave? 
Ard.  Ay,  where  the  gentlenjHTi  did  check  liis  wife — 
FVank.  She  being  rejirehended  for  the  fact. 

Witness  produced  that  took  her  with  the  fact, 
Her  glove  brought  in  which  there  she  left  behind. 
And  many  other  awured  arguments, 
Uer  husband  ask'd  her  whether  it  were  uot  so — 
Ard.  Her  answer  then  ?  I  wonder  how  she  look'd, 
Having  forsworn  it  with  bo  veheinent  oaths. 
And  at  the  instant  so  approved  upon  her. 
Frank.  First  did  she  cast  her  eyes  down  on  the  earth. 
Watching  the  drops  that  fell  amain  from  thence ; 
Then  softly  draws  she  out  her  handkerchief, 
And  modestly  she  wipes  her  tear-atain'd  fiiee : 
Then  hemm'd  she  out  (to  clear  her  voice  it  should  seem). 
And  with  a  majesty  addreas'd  herself 
To  eticounter  all  their  accusations. 
Pardon  me,  master  Arden,  1  can  no  more; 
This  fighting  at  my  heart  makes  short  my  wind. 
Ard.  Come,  we  are  almost  now  at  Raj-num  Down; 
Your  pretty  tale  beguiles  the  weary  way ; 
I  woiJd  you  were  iu  ease  to  tell  it  out. 

iThey  are  set  upon  by  the  Ruffiaiu, 


Citiien  to  a  Knight  compUmenting  hU  Daughter. 
Pish,  stop  your  words,  good  Knight,  'twill  make  her  blush 
else,  '  [ilom; 

"Which  are  wound  too  high  for  the  daughters  of  the  free. 
Honour,  and  faithful  servant !  they  ore  compUmcnta 


¥. 
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For  tlie  northj  ladies  of  Whitehall  or  Greenwich  ; 
Ev'n  plaiu,  sutScient,  subaidy  words  nerve  us,  ^c. 
MiBVEU  Allwit  (a  Wltiol)  deaerihet  hit  conUiiUme»t. 

1  Hia  like  a.  mun 
Finding  a  table  fumish'd  to  bis  hand 
(Aa  mine  is  still  for  me),  |>raya  for  the  founder, 
Blesg  tbe  right  worBbipiiiJ,  the  good  founder's  life  : 
I  thoiik  bim,  he'  has  mointain'd  my  house  these  teu 
Not  ouly  keeps  my  wife,  but  he  keeps  me.  [years ; 

He  fiets  me  nil  my  ehildren,  stid  pnya  tbe  nurse 
Weekly  or  monthly,  puts  me  to  nothing, 
Rent,  nor  church  dues,  not  tio  much  ax  the  scavenger; 
Tbe  happiest  state  that  ever  man  was  bom  to. 
1  walk  out  in  a  morning,  come  to  breakfast. 
Find  excellent  cheer,  a  good  fire  in  winter ; 
Look  in  my  coal-boiue,  about  Midsummer  eve. 
That 's  tiill,  five  or  sIk  chaldron  new  laid  up ; 
Look  in  my  back  yard,  I  shall  find  a  steeple 
Made  up  with  Kentish  faggots,  which  o'erlooks 
Tbe  water-house  and  the  windmills.     1  say  notb  jig. 
But  smile,  and  pin  the  door.     When  she  hea  in, 
(As  now  she 's  ev'n  upon  the  point  of  grunting), 
A  lady  lies  not  in  like  her;  there's  bet  imbosBiDgt, 
Embroideringi,  ipauglii^,  and  I  know  not  what, 
Aa  if  she  lay  with  all  the  gaudy  shops 
In  Gresbam's  burse  about  her ;  then  her  restorativet. 
Able  to  set  up  a  young  'pothecary. 
And  richly  store  the  foreman  of  a  drug  shop ; 
Her  sugars  by  whole  loaves,  her  wines  by  mndlets. 
I  see  these  things,  but  like  a  happy  man 
I  pay  for  none  at  all,  ^et  fooU  tliink  it  mine ; 
I  have  the  name,  and  in  bin  gold  I  shine  : 
And  where  some  merchants  would  In  »)ul  kiss  hell 
To  buy  a  paradise  for  their  wives,  and  dye 
Their  conscience  in  the  blood  of  prodigal  heirs. 
To  deck  their  night-piece;  yet,  ul  this  being  done, 
Gaten  with  jealousy  to  the  inmost  bone  ; 
These  torments  stand  I  freed  of,     I  am  as  dear 
Prom  jealousy  of  a  wife,  as  from  the  charge. 

0  two  miraculous  blessings!  'tis  the  knight 
Has  taken  that  labour  qmte  out  of  my  hands. 

1  may  sit  still,  and  play ;  he 's  jealous  for  me. 
Watches  her  steps,  setii  spies.     I  live  at  cose. 

He  has  both  tbe  cost  and  torment;  when  the  string 
Of  his  heart  &ets,  I  feed  fat,  laugb,  or  sing, 

'  A  iMt  old  knight,  who  keep*  Allwit's  wife. 


But  that  it  is  my  pleasure  W  wnik  forth 
AnJ  ail  myself  a  little;  I  am  ticl 
To  nothing  in  this  busineas ;  tvbnt  I  do 
Is  nieti:ly  recreation,  not  constmint. 

Beteue/fom  Bailiffs  bg  the  ff^atermen. 

I  had  been  taken  by  eight  Serjeants, 

Bnt  for  tbe  boneat  watermen,  I  am  bound  to  tliem  t 
Tbej  are  the  most  rcquitefuleat  people  hving; 
For,  OS  tliey  ffet  their  means  by  gentlemen. 
They  are  aull  tbe  forwardest  to  help  gentlemen. 
You  beard  how  one  'aenped  out  of  the  Blackfiian* 
But  awhile  since  from  two  or  three  varlets, 

o  the  bouse  with  all  their  rapiers  drawn. 


■Whilst  the  a 
Wm  by  an  h 


r  gentlen 
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So»g  iapraim  of  Ale, 

Submit,  bimcb  of  grapes. 
To  tbe  strong  barley  ear; 
Tbe  weak  wine  no  longer 
Tbe  hiurel  shall  wear. 


Saek  and  all  drinks  else, 
Desist  from  the  stnfe ; 
.41e  '3  the  only  aijua  vibe. 
And  liquor  of  life. 
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Can  cure  the  chill  ague, 
Though  it  be  with  the  stagger. 

V. 

Ale 's  a  strong  wrestler. 
Flings  all  it  hath  met ; 
And  makes  the  ground  slippery. 
Though  it  be  not  wet. 

VI. 

Ale  is  both  Ceres, 
And  good  Neptune  too : 
Ale's  froth  was  the  sea. 
From  which  Venus  grew. 

VII. 

Ale  is  immortal : 
And  be  there  no  stops 
In  bonny  lads'  quaffing. 
Can  live  without  hopsX 

VIII. 

Then  come,  my  boon  fellows. 
Let 's  drink  it  around ; 
It  keeps  us  from  grave. 
Though  it  lays  us  on  groimd. 


FORTUNE  BY  LAND  AND  SEA :  A  COMEDY,  BY 
T.  HEYWOOD  AND  W.  ROWLEY,  1655. 

Old  "FOEEQT  forbids  his  Son  to  sup  with  some  riotous  gallcmts; 
who  goes  notwithstanding^  and  is  slain. 

Scene. — A  Tavern. 

Rainsworth,  Foster,  Goodwin.     To  them  enters 

Frank  Forest. 
Rain,  Now,  Frank,  how  stole  you  from  your  father's  arms? 

You  have  been  school'd,  no  doubt.    Fie,  fie  upon  it. 

Ere  I  would  live  in  such  base  servitude 

To  an  old  greybeard ;  'sfoot  I  'd  hang  myself. 

A  man  cannot  be  merry,  and  drink  drunk. 

But  he  must  be  control'd  by  gravity. 
Frank,  O,  pardon  him ;  you  know,  he  is  my  father. 

And  what  he  doth  is  but  paternal  love. 

Though  I  be  wild,  I  'm  not  yet  so  past  reason 

His  person  to  despise,  though  I  his  counsel 

Cannot  severely  follow. 

1  The  original  distinction  of  beer  from  the  old  drink  of  our  fore* 
fathers,  which  was  made  without  that  ingredient. 
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Rain.  'Sfoot,  he  is  a  fool. 

Frank.  A  fool !  you  are  a — 

Fost.  Nay,  gentlemen — - 

Frank.  Yet  I  restrain  loy  tongue, 

Hopin);  you  speak  out  of  some  spleenful  raahneaaf 
And  no  deliberate  malice ;  and  it  may  be 
You  are  sorry  that  a  nord  so  nnreverent. 
To  wrong  so  gooil  an  aged  gentleman. 
Should  pass  von  uoawareB, 

Rain.  Sony,  Sir  boy  I  you  nil!  not  take  exceptionBT 

Frani.  Not  ogninst  yon  with  willingnesB,  whom  I 
Have  loved  lo  long.    Yet  you  might  think  me  a 
Moat  dutiless  and  ungraciomi  son  to  give 
Smooth  conntenanee  nnto  my  father's  wrong. 
Come,  I  dure  swear 

'TwBS  not  your  malice,  and  I  take  it  bo. 
Let 's  frame  some  other  talk.     Hear,  gentlemen — 

Rain.  But  heat  me,  boy  I  it  seems,  sir,  you  are  BDgrf — 

Frank.  Not  thoroughly  yet — 

Ruin.  Then  what  wuiJd  anger  thee? 

Frank.  Nothing  irom  you. 

Rain.  Of  all  things  under  heaven 

What  wouldst  thou  loathest  have  me  do? 

Frank.  \  would 

Not  have  yon  wrong  my  reverent  father  j  and 


I 


Frank.  I  would  not  brook  this  at  a  moQarch's  hand. 

Much  less  at  thine. 
Raitt.  Ay,  bovf  then  take  vou  that. 
Frank.  O,  I  am  slain. 

Good.  Sweet  coz,  what  have  you  done  7  Shift  foi'  yourself. 
Rain.  Away. —  ^Exettnt. 

Enter  Two  Drawers. 
]«/  Dr.  Stay  the  gentlemcD ;  they  have  killed  a  man ! 

0  sweet  Mr.  Francis  !  One  run  to  hia  father's. 
2nd  Dr.  HFirk,  hark  I  I  hear  his  father's  voice  helow,  'til  ten 
to  one  he  is  come  to  fetch  him  home  to  supper,  and 
now  he  may  carry  him  home  to  his  grave. 
Enter  the  Host,  Old  FoassT,  and  Susan  his  daughter. 
Host.  You  roust  take  comfort,  sir. 
For.  Is  he  dead,  is  he  dead,  girl  7 
S«s.  0,  dead,  sir,  Frank  ia  dead. 
For.  Alaa,  alas,  my  boy  I  I  have  not  the  heart 
To  look  upon  his  wide  and  gaping  wounds. 
Pray  tiJl  me,  sir,  iloes  this  appear  to  you 


;  BY  LAHD  AND  SE4.  *-!) 

Fewful  and  pitiful — to  you  tint  are 

A  stTEiDger  to  my  dead  boy  7 
Host.  How  can  it  olherwiae? 
For.  O  me  most  wretched  of  all  wretched  men  T 

If  to  a  stranger  his  warm  bleeding  wounds 

Appear  to  grisly  nod  so  lamentable, 

How  will  they  seem  to  me  that  am  his  father  T 

Will  they  not  bale  my  eyelirowg  from  their  rounds. 

And  with  an  eTerlostmg  blindness  strike  them  ? 
Svt.  O,  sir,  look  here. 
For.  Dost  long  to  have  me  bUnd  7 

Then  1  '11  behold  them,  since  I  know  thy  mind. 

Ome! 

Is  this  my  son  that  doth  so  senseless  he, 

And  swims  in  hlood?  mv  soul  shall  fly  with  his 

Unto  the  land  of  rest,    behold,  I  crave. 

Being  kill'd  with  grief,  we  both  may  have  one  grave. 
Bus.  Alea,  my  father 's  dead  too !  gentle  sir. 

Help  to  retire  his  spirits,  over-travul'd 

With  age  and  sorrow. 
Host.  Mr.  I'orest— 
Stis.  Fatlier— 
For.  What  says  my  girl  ?  good  morrow.    What  'a  a  clock, 

That  you  are  up  so  early  ?  call  up  Frank  ; 

Tell  hira  he  lies  too  long  a-bcd  this  momiug. 

He  was  wont  to  call  the  sun  up,  and  to  raise 

The  early  lark,  and  n: 

Will  he  not  up?  rise. 
Sue.  Alas,  he  cannot,  father. 
For.  Cannot,  why? 

Sus.  Do  you  not  sec  his  bloodless  colour  pale! 
For.  Perhaps  he 's  sickly,  that  he  looks  so  pale. 
Sus.  Do  you  not  feel  his  pulse  no  motion  keep ; 

How  still  he  Ues  1 
For.  Then  he  is  fast  asle^. 
Sue.  Do  you  not  see  his  total  ^elid  dose? 
For.  Speak  softly ;  hinder  not  his  soft  repose. 
Sus.  O,  see  you  not  these  purple  conduits  run? 

Know  you  these  wounds  1 
For.  Omet  my  murder'd  son ! 

Enter  Yovng  Mb,  Forkst. 
1'.  For.  Sister ! 
Sus.  0  brother,  brother  \ 
Y.  For.  Father,  how  cheer  you,  sir?  why,  you  were  wo 

To  store  for  others  comfort,  that  by  sorrow 

Were  any  ways  distreas'd.     Have  you  all  wasted. 

And  spared  none  to  yourself? 


0.  For.  O  Bon,  sod,  son, 

See,  dlaa,  see  where  thy  brother  lies. 
He  dined  with  me  to-day,  was  merry,  meny. 
Ay,  that  corpse  was ;  he  that  lies  here,  see  here. 
Thy  murderd  brother  aod  my  son  was.     0  see. 
Boat  thou  not  weep  for  bitn  ? 
Y.For.  I  shall  find  time; 

When  you  have  took  some  comfort,  1  '11  begin 

To  mourn  bis  death,  and  scourge  the  murderer's  » 

0.  For.  O,  when  saw  father  such  a  tragic  sight, 

Aod  did  outlive  it  ?  never,  son,  ah  [  never. 

From  mortal  breast  ran  such  a  precious  river. 

r.  For.  Come,  father,  and  dear  sister,  join  with  me; 

Let  us  all  learn  our  sorrows  to  forjret. 

He  owed  a  death,  and  he  hath  paid  that  debt. 

pf  I  were  to  bo  conaulted.  aa  to  a  reprint  of  our  old  EDgliph  I 

dramstiati>,  I  should  adviMi  to  begin  with  the  collected  piayi  of  I 

Ucfnood.    He  was  a  fcllcnr  actor,  and  fiillow  dramatist,  with  • 

ShftiBpeara.     Hb  posaosaednot  tLe  imagination  of  the  latter;  hut  1 

in  all  those  qualities  which  gained  for  Bhakspeore  the  attribute  of  I 

gCHlle,  he  was  not  inferior  to  him  ; — gi^norOBity,  courtesy,  iampe-  f 

ranee  in  tbe  depths  of  paasion  ^  BweotnesB,  in  a  word,  and  gentle  'I 

neas;  Christianiam,  and  true  heurty  Anglicism  of  feelings,  shapint 

that  Chriatianisni,  ahine  throughoat  his  boiutiful  writings  m  i 

manner  more  oonspiouous  than  in  those  of  Shakspewre,  but  only  I 

more  nonspicuous,  inaaraueh  as  in  Heywood  these  qualities  are  I 

primaiy,  in  the  othor  aubordinate  to  poetry.    I  love  thorn  both  | 

equally,  but  Sluikspoare  has  most  of  my  wondia-.     Heywood  I 

ahould  be  known  to  his  countrymen,  OA  he  deaerrfs.     TTIh  ph>ta  1 

are  almost  inTarinbly  Engliab.      I  am  sometimes  jwdous,  tliat  I 

Sbakspeare  laid  so  few  of  his  acenes  at  home.   1  laud  Bvn  JonBon,f 

for  that  in  one  Instance  having  framed  liie  firit  draught  of  hip  | 

Every  Man  in  bia  Humour  in  Italy,  he  abnn^cd  the  scene,  anil  I 

anglicised  his  chamct^rs.   Thenames  of  them,  mthe  firatef*''' 

may  not  be  unamustn^. 

Lorenzo,  sen.  BobadiUa  (Bobadil). 

Lorenio,  jun.  Mosco. 

Proapcro.  Cob  (the  aaii 

ThoreUo.  Pefo. 

Piio. 
But).     Malheo  (Master  Mathew). 

GniUiana.  Hesperida. 

BinneluL  Tib  (the  same  in  Englisli). 

How  ssy  you,  reader  P   Do  not  Maatcr  Kitely,  Miatress  Kitelv, 
Sloater  Enowell,  Brainworm,  iic.  read  better  than  theee  Cis^- 
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TANCBED  AND  SISMUND:  ACTED  BEFOBE  THE 
COURT  BY  THE  GENTLEMEN  OF  THE  INNER 
TEMPLE,  1591, 


STess.  Thy  father,  0  Queen,  liere  in  this  cup  hath  h 
The  thing  to  joy  and  comfort  thee  withal, 
Which  thou  luredst  beat ;  er'n  aa  thou  intt  coi 
To  comfort  him  with  hia  best  joy  of  all. 

Gis,  I  thank  my  father,  and  thee,  gentle  squire ; 
For  this  thy  travail :  take  thou  for  thy  puina 
Tbia  bmcelct,  and  conuueDil  me  to  the  king. 

So,  now  ia  come  the  loog-espected  hour. 
The  fatal  hour  I  have  bo  looked  for. 
Now  bath  my  father  satisfied  his  thirst 
With  guiltleas  blood,  which  be  so  coveted. 
What  brings  this  cup 7  ay  me!  I  thought  uo  lei 


£xtrcme)y  mt«d  at  too  high  a  price. 

Ah,  my  dear  heart,  sweet  waat  thou  in  thy  life. 

But  in  thy  death  thou  proveat  pasaing  aweet. 

A  £tter  hearse  than  this  of  beaten  gold 

Could  not  be  lotted  to  so  good  a  heart. 

My  father  therefore  well  prorided  thus 

To  close  and  wrap  thee  up  in  massy  gold 

And  therewithal  to  send  thee  unto  me. 

To  whom  of  duty  thou  dost  beat  belong. 

My  father  bath  in  all  his  life  hewray'd 

A  princely  care  and  tender  love  to  me ; 

But  this  surpasseth,  in  bis  latter  days 

To  send  me  this  my  own  dear  heart  to  ine. 

Wert  not  thou  mine,  dear  heart,  whilst  that  my  love 

Danced  and  ptay'd  upon  thy  golden  stringsT 

Art  thou  not  mine,  dear  heart,  now  that  my  love 

Is  fled  to  heaven,  and  got  him  eolden  winga  ? 

Thuu  art  mine  own,  and  still  mine  own  ahall  be ; 

Therefore  my  father  sendeth  thee  to  me. 

Ah  pleasant  harbourer  of  my  heart's  thought '. 

Ah  sweet  delight,  the  quickcner  of  my  soul ! 

Seven  times  acciu^ed  be  the  hand  that  wrought 

Thee  this  despite,  to  mangle  thee  so  fuul ; 

Tet  in  this  wouod  I  see  my  own  true  love. 


Anil  in  tbii  wound  thy  magnammity, 

And  in  this  wound  I  see  thy  constancy. 

Go.  [centle  heart,  go  rest  thee  in  thy  tomh ; 

Receive  this  token  as  thy  last  farewell.     [i'Ae  kUselh  it. 

Thy  own  true  heart  anon  will  follow  thee, 

"Which  panting  hasteth  for  thy  company. 

Thui  hast  thou  run,  poor  heart,  thy  mortal  race. 

And  rid  thy  hfe  from  fickle  fortune's  anarea ; 

Thus  haat  thou  lust  this  world  and  worldly  earei. 

And  of  thy  foe,  to  honour  thee  withal. 

Received  a  pwlden  grave  to  thy  desert. 

Nothing  doth  want  to  thy  just  funeral, 

But  my  salt  tears  to  woah  thy  bloods  wound ; 

Which  to  the  end  thou  mightst  receive,  behold. 

My  father  sends  thee  in  this  cup  of  «>ld : 

And  thou  alialt  have  them  i  thougb  I  was  resolved 

To  abed  no  tears ;  but  with  a  cheerfid  face 

Once  did  I  think  to  wet  thy  funeral 

Only  with  blood,  and  with  no  weeping  eye. 

This  done,  my  soul  forthwith  shall  fly  to  thee ; 

For  therefore  did  my  fcther  send  thee  me. 
pJcBrlj  a  centarj  aft^r  the  dale  of  this  drams,  Diyden  pro- 
duced his  admirable  version  of  the  aume  story  from  Boccamo. 
The  speech  here  Pitreclfd  maybe  compared  witli  the  corresponding 
pasBOge  in  the  Sigismonda  and  Ouiacardo,  -icitli  no  diaadvantajte 
to  the  elder  performance.  It  is  quite  oe  weighty,  as  pointed,  and 
as  psasionate.] 


THE  TWO  ANOBY  WOMEN  OF  ABINGDON  :  A 
COMEDY.    BY  HENBT  POH'J'ER.  1599. 
Froverb-'monffer. 
This  formal  fool,  your  man,  speaks  nought  but  proverbs ; 
And.  apeak  men  what  they  can  to  him,  he'll  answer 
With  some  rhyme-rotten  sentence,  or  old  saying. 
Such  s|)oke8  as  the  aucient  of  the  parish  use ; 
With  "  Neighbour,  it  is  an  old  proverb  and  a  true. 
Goose  giblets  are  good  meat,  old  sack  better  than  new:" 
Then  says  another,  "  Neighbour,  that  is  true." 
And  when  each  man  hath  drunk  his  gallon  round, 
(A  penny  pot,  for  that  is  the  old  man  s  gallon). 
Then  doth  he  lick  his  lips,  and  stroke  his  beard. 
That  is  glued  together  with  the  slavering  drops 
Of  yesty  ale  ;  and  when  he  scarce  can  trim 
His  gouty  fingers,  thus  he  'II  fillip  it, 
'    '     '••   -  -  itten  hem  say,  "  Hey  my  hearts   *' 


w. 
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Merry  go  Sony  1 "  "  Cock  and  pie,  my  hearts ! " 
And  then  their  ■aving-peimy  proverb  comes. 
And  that  is  this,  "  They  that  will  to  the  wine. 
By  our  lady,  mistresa,  ahsll  lay  their  penny  to  mine." 
This  waa  one  of  this  penny-father's  bastards; 
For  on  my  life  he  never  was  begot 
Without  the  consent  of  some  great  proverb-monger. 

She-tcU, 
Why,  she  will  flout  the  devil,  and  make  blush 
The  boldest  face  of  man  that  ever  man  saw. 
He  that  hath  best  ojitnion  of  his  wit. 
And  hath  his  brajn-pan  fraught  with  bitter  jests 
(Or  of  his  own,  or  stolen,  or  howsoever). 
Let  hiTTi  stand  ne'er  so  high  in  his  own  conceit, 
Her  nit 's  a  sun  that  melts  him  down  like  butter. 
And  makes  bim  sit  at  table  pancake -vi-ise. 
Flat,  flat,  and  ne'er  a  word  to  say ; 
Yet  she  11  not  leave  him  then,  but  like  a  tyrant 
She'll  persecute  the  poor  wit-beaten  man, 
And  so  be-bang  him  with  dry  hobs  nod  scoffs, 
I  When  he  is  down  (most  cowardly,  good  faith  1), 

I  As  1  have  pitied  the  poor  patient. 

There  came  a  farmer  s  son  a-wooing  to  her, 
I  A  proper  man,  well-landed  too  he  was, 

A  man  that  for  his  wit  need  not  to  ask 
I  What  time  a  year  'twere  need  to  sow  his  oats, 

I  Nor  yet  his  barley,  no,  nor  when  to  reap, 

|.  To  uiough  his  fallows,  or  tii  fell  bis  trees, 

I  Well-experienced  thus  each  kind  of  way ; 

*     After  a  two  months'  labour  at  the  most, 
!  {And  yet 't  was  well  he  held  it  out  so  long), 

I  He  left  his  love ;  she  had  so  laced  his  lips, 

I  He  could  say  nothing  to  her  but  "God  be  with  ye!" 

Why,  she,  when  men  have  dined,  and  call'd  for  cheese. 
Will  straight  maintain  jests  bitter  to  digest; 
I  And  then  some  one  witt  fall  to  argument. 

Who  if  he  over-master  her  with  reason, 
I  Then  she  '11  begin  to  buffet  him  with  mocks. 

MiSTEB  QonsBTT  proposci  io  hit  ton  a  mfe. 
Frank  Gourseji.  Ne'er  trust  me,  father,  the  shape  of  mamage. 
Which  I  do  see  in  others,  seems  so  severe, 
1  dare  not  put  my  youngling  liberty 
I  Under  the  awe  of  that  instruction ; 

I  And  yet  I  grant,  the  hmita  of  free  youth 

I  Goin?  astray  are  often  restrain'd  by  that. 

L  But  Mistress  Wedlock,  to  my  summer  thoughts. 
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Will  be  too  curat,  I  fear :  O,  should  she  amp 
My  pleasure-ftimi^  mind,  1  shall  be  sad ; 
And  Bwcai,  when  Idid  marry,  1  was  mad. 
Old  Gonrsey,  But,  boy.  let  my  experience  teach  thee  this  i 
(Yet  in  good  faith  thou  apeak'st  n»t  much  amita) 
When  first  thy  mother's  fame  to  me  did  come. 
Thy  graodBire  tbua  then  came  to  me  hi»  son. 
And  ev'n  my  words  to  thee  to  me  be  said  i 
And,  aa  thou  my'n  to  me,  to  him  I  smd. 
But  in  a  greater  huff  and  hotter  bluod : 
I  tell  you,  on  youth's  tiptoes  then  I  stood. 
Savs  he  (good  faith,  this  was  his  very  say), 
When  I  was  young,  I  was  but  Iteason's  fool  ; 
And  went  to  wedtfing,  aa  to  Wisdom's  school  t 
It  taught  me  much,  and  much  1  diil  fol^t  j 
But,  heateu  mueh  by  it,  I  got  some  wit : 
Though  I  was  shackled  from  an  often-scont. 
Yet  I  would  wanton  it,  when  I  was  out ; 
'Twaa  comfort  old  act^uaintance  then  to  meet. 
Restrained  liberty  attain'd  is  sweet. 
Thus  said  my  fauier  to  thy  father,  son  ; 
And  thou  mayst  do  this  too,  as  I  have  done. 

Wandermg  in  (*e  dari  all  night. 
O  when  will  this  same  year  of  night  have  end 
Long-look' d-for  day's  sun,  when  wilt  thou  aaeend7 
Let  not  this  thief-friend  misty  veil  of  night 
Encroach  on  day,  and  shadow  thy  fair  light ; 
Whilst  thou  comest  tardy  from  tfay  Thetis'  bed. 
Blushing  forth  golden  hair  and  glorious  red. 
O,  stay  not  long,  bright  lantern  of  the  day. 
To  light  my  mist-way  feet  to  my  right  way. 
[The  plesEant  comedy,  &om  vhich  these  eitrocts  are  taken,  is 
COnteoiporBiy  nltli  some  of  the  earliest  of  Shokspcare's,  and  is  no 
wfait  inferior  to  either  the  Com«lj  of  Errors,  or  the  Taming  of  the 
Shrew,  for  inatanoe.    It  is  full  of  busineaa,  humour  and  many 
malice.    Its  night-scenes  are  peculiarly  sprightly  andwakefill; 
tho  versiflcatioQ  imeneumhered,  and  rieh  with  compound  epil}H;1& 
Why  do  we  go  ou  with  ever-new  editions  of  Ford,  and  MaaHingffl', 
and  the  Ihrioe-reprinted  Selections  of  Dodsley  ?  what  we  want  ii 
as  many  Tolumca  more  as  these  latter  consist  of,  Blled  with  plays 
(auch  as  this),  of  which  we  know  comparatively  nothing.     Hot  t 
third  part  of  tho  treasures  of  old  English  dramatic  literature  ht> 
been  exhausted.     Are  we  afraid  that  tho  genius  of  Shakap«w* 
would  Buifer  in  our  estimate  by  the  discloHure  ?    He  would  indnd 
be  someii'hat  lessened  as  a  miracle  and  a  prodigy.    But  ha  would 
lo  height  by  the  confusion.    When  a  giant  is  aluiwn 
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brood  of  brethren,  less  onl;  tban  himself  P  Along  n-ili 
mm,  not /mm  him,  epraiig  up  the  race  of  mighty  drBmntisto,  vi  lio, 
compared  with  the  OtwajB  and  Eowea  that  followed,  were  as 
Miltona  to  a  Toiing  or  an  Aienside.  Tha.t  he  was  their  elder 
brolJier,  not  their  parent,  'u  evident  from  the  fact  of  the  very  few 
direct  imitations  di  him  to  ho  found  in  their  writings.  'Webnter, 
Decier,  Heywood,  and  the  rest  of  his  great  contamporariea  went 
OD  their  own  way^,  and  followed  their  individual  mipuliee,  not 
blindly  prescribing  to  themselves  hie  track,  Marlowe,  the  true 
(though  imperfect)  fiither  of  our  frageih/,  preceded  him.  Tlio 
fomedy  of  Eleteher  is  eesentiaUv  unlike  to  that  of  Ms.  'Tiaout  of 
no  detracting  spirit  that  I  apeak  thus,  for  the  plays  of  ShakBpeara 
have  been  the  fitrongcat  and  the  awcctest  food  of  my  mind  &om 
infao<^ ;  but  I  resent  the  oomparative  obseurity  in  which  some  of 
Ms  moet  valuable  co-miemtore  remain,  who  were  hia  dior  inli- 
matfa,  his  sta^  and  hia  chamber-fellows  while  he  lived,  and  Ui 
whom  his  geolle  spirit  doubtlessly  then  awarded  the  lull  portion 
of  their  genius,  aa  from  them  toward  himself  appears  to  have  l>een 
no  grudging  of  his  a>^owledged  excellence.] 


THE  Vmom  WIDOW!  A  COMEDT,  1&19;  THE  ONLY 
PKOBUCl'lON,  IN  THAT  KIND,  OF  FRANCIS 
QUAKLES,  AHTHOK  OF  "  EMBLEMS." 
Song. 
How  blest  are  they  that  waste  thuir  meiiry  hours 
In  solemn  groves  and  solit&ry  bowers. 
Where  neitter  eye  nor  ear 
Can  see  or  hear 
The  frantic  mirth 
And  fulse  delights  of  irolic  euith  ; 
Where  they  may  lit,  and  pant. 
And  breathe  their  pursy  souls ; 
Where  neither  grief  eonaumea,  nor  griping  want 
Afflicts,  nor  sullen  chic  controls  ! 
Away,  false  joys  I  ye  murder  where  ye  kisa : 
Tliere  is  no  heaven  to  that,  no  life  to  this. 


Cbipple  qgeri  tojil  FEiNK  Goujihq  vrilh  rea4g-made  lovt 
epistles. 
Frink.  0/ thy  own  writing? 
CHp.  Uly  own,  I  assure  you.  Sir. 
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Frank.  Faith,  thou  hast  rohb'd  some  sonnet-book  or  other,  J 

And  now  trouldat  make  ■me  think  they  are  thr  own. 
Crip.  Why,  think'st  thou  that  I  cannot  write  a  letter. 

Ditty,  or  sonnet,  with  judicial  jjhraae. 

As  pretty,  pleasing;,  and  pathetics!, 

A*  the  best  OviU-imitating  dtmce 

In  the  whole  town  1 
Frank.  1  think  thou  canst  not. 
Crip.  Yen,  I'll  swear  I  eaimot. 

\et,  sirrah,  I  could  coney-catch  the  world. 

Make  myself  fumous  for  n  sudden  nit. 

And  be  admired  for  my  dexterity. 

Were  I  disposed. 
Frank.  I  prithee,  how? 
Crip.  Why,  thus,  There  lived  a  poet  in  this  town 

(If  we  may  terra  our  modem  writera  poeta). 

Sharp-witted,  hitter-tongued ;  his  pen,  of  steel  i 

His  ink  was  temper'd  with  the  biting  juice  " 

And  extracts  of  the  bitterest  weeds  that  grew[ 

He  never  wrote  but  when  the  element* 

Of  Sre  and  water  tilted  in  his  brain. 

This  fellow,  ready  to  give  up  bis  ghost 

To  Lucia's  bosom,  did  bequeathe  to  me 

His  library,  which  whs  juat  nothing 

But  rolls,  and  serolU,  and  bundles  of  cast  wit. 

Such  as  durst  never  visit  Paul'a  chureb-yard. 

Amongst  them  all  I  Ughted  on  a  quire 

Or  two  of  paper,  iili'd  with  songs  and  ditt)e>j 

And  here  and  there  a  himgry  epigram ; 

Theae  1  reserve  to  my  own  proper  use. 

And  Pater- noster-like  have  conn'd  tliem  ilL 

1  could  now,  when  1  em  in  company, 

At  ale-house,  tavern,  or  an  ordinaiy. 

Upon  tt  theme  make  an  estempor^  dittv 

(Or  one  at  least  should  seem  extemporal). 

Out  of  the  abundance  of  this  legacy. 

That  all  would  judge  it,  and  report  it  too. 

To  be  the  infant  of  a  sudden  wit. 

And  then  were  I  an  admirable  fellow. 
Frnik.  Tliis  were  a  piece  of  cunning. 
Crip.  1  could  do  more ;  for  1  coidd  make  inquiiy, 

Wliere  the  besl-witted  gallants  use  to  dine. 

Follow  them  to  the  tavern,  and  there  sit 

In  the  next  room  vrith  a  calf's  head  and  brimston*. 

And  over-hear  their  talk,  observe  their  humariTk, 

Collect  their  jests,  put  them  into  a  ptay, 
Aad  tire  ihem  too  vriBi  payment  to  oehold  
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lat  1  have  filcb'd  from  them.     This  I  could  Jo. 

0,  fur  shame  that  man  tthould  so  arraign 

ir  own  fee-simple  wits  for  verbal  theft  I 

men  there  be  that  have  done  this  and  that. 

And  more  by  much  more  than  the  most  of  them'. 

[After  thia  epeoimen  of  tlia  plcaBBnter  vein  of  Heywood,  I  mii 

tempted  to  eitmct  same  lines  from  his   "  Hierarohiu  of  Angela, 

1634 ;  "  not  striotlj  as  a  drainatio  poem,  but  because  the  pBS«ign 

uontains  a  strin;;  of  names,  all  but  that  of  Wafseii,  hii  (Unteni- 

Enuy  dramatists.  He  is  complainiag  in  a  mood  half-seiHoiu, 
If-oomio,  of  the  disreepect  nMoh  poets  in  hia  own  times  niret 
with  from  the  world,  eompsxed  witb  the  honours  paid  thpm  by 
antiquitj,  TAea  thay  coald  afford  them  throe  or  four  sonorous 
names,  and  at  fufl  Imgth;  as  to  Ovid,  the  addilion  of  PubliuB 
Naso  Suliuensis  ;  to  Seneca,  thai  of  Lucius  AmueusCordubensi^  ; 
snd  the  like.     Sbvr,  saja  lie, 

Our  modem  poets  to  that  pass  are  driven. 

Those  names  are  curtail'd  which  they  first  had  given  ; 

And,  as  we  wish'd  to  have  their  memories  drawn'd, 

We  scarcely  can  afford  them  half  their  sound. 

Greene,  who  had  in  both  academies  ta'en 

Degree  of  master,  yet  could  never  gain 

To  be  call'd  more  than  Robin:  who,  bad  he 

Prufess'd  aught  save  the  Muse,  served,  and  been  free 

After  a  seven  years  'prenticeship,  might  have 

(With  credit  too)  gone  Robert  to  hia  grave. 

Marlowe,  renown'd  for  his  rare  art  and  wit. 

Could  ne'er  attain  beyond  the  name  of  Kit ; 

Although  his  Hero  and  Leander  did 

Merit  addition  rather.     Famous  Kid 

■  The  full  titlo  of  this  Play  is  "  The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Eicbange, 
with  the  Humours  of  the  Cnpplo  of  Fenchurch."  The  above  Balirn 
sgninst  some  dramatic  plagiarists  of  the  time,  is  put  into  the 
mouth  of  the  Cripple,  who  is  au  cieelleut  felldw,  and  the  hero  of 
the  oomedj.  Of  his  humour  this  extraet  is  a,  sufficient  specimen  ; 
but  ho  is  (fescribed  (albeit  a  tradesman,  yet  wealthy  withal)  willi 
heroic  qualities  of  mind  and  body  ;  the  hitter  of  which  he  evhices 
by  reaeuitU  bis  mistress  (the  Fair  Maid)  from  three  robbers  by 
the  main  force  of  one  omtch  lustUy  applied ;  and  the  formei'  by 
his  fon^ing  the  odvanfjigea  which  tins  sotion  gunod  him  in  her 
good  opimmi,  and  bestawtng  his  wit  and  flneese  in  proouriug  for 
her  abusband,  in  the  person  of  his  fi-iend  Oolding,  more  worthy 
of  her  beauty,  than  he  could  conceive  his  own  maimed  and  halting 
limbs  to  be.  It  wonld  require  some  boldness  in  a  dramatist  now- 
a-days  to  exhibit  Huc}i  a  character  j  nod  some  luck  in  Guding  a 
sufficient  actor,  who  would  be  wUliug  to  personate  the  infiniiitiiv, 
g  ttMi  tto  TJrtiiw,  trf  the  noUe  Cripple. 
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Waa  call'il  but  Tom.     Tom  Watson,  though  he  wrote 

Able  to  make  Apollu'i<  self  to  dote 
Upon  bis  Muie,  fur  nil  that  be  could  strive, 
Yet  never  could  to  bis  full  name  arrive. 
Tom  Nash  (in  his  time  of  no  small  esteem) 
Could  not  a  second  sj^Uable  redeem. 
Excellent  Beaimiont,  in  the  foremost  rank 
Of  the  rarest  wits,  wag  never  more  than  Frank. 
Mellifluous  Shakspeare,  whose  enchanti^  quill 
Commanded  mirth  or  passion,  was  but  Will ; 
And  famous  Junsun,  though  his  k'nmcd  pen 
Be  dipp'd  in  Castaly,  is  still  but  Ben. 
Fletcher,  and  Webster,  of  that  learned  pack 
None  of  the  meanest,  neither  was  but  Jock  ; 
Decker  but  Tom ;  nor  May,  nor  Middleton  j 
And  he's  now  but  Jack  Ford,  that  once  were  John.] 
[Posaibl;  our  poat  wtM  a  little  sore,  that  this  cODtetnpluous 
mrtsilment  of  their  baptismal  names  was  cbiefi^  eierfieed  upon 
his  poeticiil  brethren  of  the  Drama.     We  beas-  nothing  about 
Sum  Daniel,  or  Ned  Spenser,  in  bis  catalogue.     The  fumibuitj 
of  common  discourse  might  probabi;  tnke  the  greater  liberties 
witii  tbe  dramatie  poets,  as  concraving  of  tbem  as  more  upon  a 
li^el  with  the  stage  actors.     Or  did  their  greater  pubhoity,  and 
[lopularity  in  conseqaenco,  &stai  these  diminuliTea  upon  them 
out  of  a  deling  of  love  and  kindness,  as  ve  eaj  Hany  the  Fifth, 
rallicr  than  Homy,  when  we  would  eiprcsB  good-will  p  ae  himself 
eajs,  in  those  roviyiiig  words  put  info  his  mouth  by  Shakspcare, 
-where  be  would  comfort  and  conArm  his  doubtmg  brothcra : — 
Not  Amuratb  an  Amnrsth  SDOceeds, 
But  Hbjtj,  Hbjtj  I 
and  doubtless  Hejwood  had  sn  indistinct  conception    of   this 
truth,  when,  coming  to  liia  own  name,  with  that  beautifal  re- 
Iracling  which  is  natural  to  one  that,  not  satirieaUy  giTen,  has 
wondered  a  httle  out  of  hia  wsj  into  something  rooriimnBlive, 
he  goes  on  to  say  : — - 

Nor  speak  I  this,  that  any  here  exprcss'd 
Should  think  themselves  leas  worthy  than  the  rest 
Whose  names  have  their  full  syllables  and  sound  ; 
Or  that  Frank,  Kit,  or  Jock,  are  the  least  wound 
Unto  their  fame  and  merit.     1  for  my  part 
(Think  others  what  they  please)  accept  that  heart. 
Which  courts  my  love  in  most  familiar  phrase  ; 
And  that  it  takes  not  Irom  my  pains  or  prsise. 
If  any  one  to  me  so  bluntly  come : 
1  hold  he  loves  me  best  that  calls  me  Tom. 


Dirge. 

Die,  die,  ah  die  1 
'   We  all  must  die  : 
'   Tia  Fates'  decree  : 
L  Then  ask  not  why. 
F  "When  we  were  framed,  the  Fates  eoQBnlfedly 

Did  make  this  law,  that  all  thitiga  horn  should  die. 

Tet  Nature  Btrove, 


'    To  Destiny. 

M  which,  tliey  heap'd 
\  Such  miseiy; 
'  That  Nature's  self 
Did  trisb  to  die : 

And  thank  their  goodness,  that  they  would  foresee 
To  end  our  cares  with  such  a  mild  decree. 

Anolher. 
Come,  lovers,  bring  your  cares, 
Bring  sigh'perfumea  sweets ; 
Bedew  the  grave  with  tears. 
Where  DeaUi  with  Virtue  meets. 
Sigh  for  the  hapless  hour. 
That  knit  two  hearts  in  onej 
And  only  gave  love  power 
To  die,  when  'twas  begun. 


Fopiali  Priest  to  a  great  Court  Lndy,  vAmn  hi  hopea  lo  make  a 

Let  me  contemplate ;  . 

_               With  holy  womler  season  my  access,  J 

^^^^_    And  by  degrees  approach  the  sanctuary  M 

^^^^V    Of  unmatch'd  beauty,  set  in  grace  and  goodness.  I 

^^^H     Amongst  the  daughters  of  men  1  have  not  found  I 

^^^K^     A  more  Catholical  ssiwct.     That  eye  I 

I                  Doth  promise  single  life,  and  meek  obedience.  I 

Upon  those  lips  (the  sweet  fresh  huda  of  youth,'  I 

j                  The  holv  dew  of  prayer  lies,  like  pearl  I 

■                Sropp'd  from  the  opening  eyehds  of  the  mcov  H 
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Upon  the  bashful  rose.     How  heBUteouslj 

A  gentle  fast  (not  rigorously  imposed) 

Would  look  upon  th&t  eheek  I  aD<!  hon  delightful 

The  courteous  physic  of  a  tender  peusDce, 

("Whose  utmost  cruelty  shoulii  not  eieeed 

The  first  feur  of  a.  bride)  to  beat  donn  &ailty  ! 


JACK  DKUM'S  ENTERTAINMENT!  A  COMKDT. 

AUTHOR  DNKKOWN,  1601. 

The  free  iKWtour  of  a  noble  hotaekeeper. 

ForlvBe  (  a  knigkt).  I  was  not  bum  to  be  mj  cra4lle'g  drudge. 

To  choke  end  stifle  up  my  pleasure's  breath. 

To  poison  with  the  venora'd  cares  of  thrift 

My  private  sweet  of  life;  only  to  serape 

A  neap  of  muck,  to  fatten  and  manure 

The  barren  virtues  of  my  progeny, 

And  Diake  them  sprout  spite  of  their  want  of  worth ; 

No,  I  do  wish  my  girls  should  wish  me  live ; 

Which  few  do  wish  that  have  a  greedy  sire. 

But  still  expect,  and  ^pe  with  hungry  lip. 

Whan  he  '11  give  up  his  gouty  stewariiship. 
Friend.  Then  I  wonder. 

You  not  aspire  unto  the  eminence 

And  height  of  pleasing  life.    To  court,  to  court — 

There  burnish,  there  spread,  there  stick  in  pomp. 

Like  a  bright  diamond  in  a  lady's  brow. 

There  plant  your  fortunes  in  the  flowering  spring, 

And  get  the  sun  before  you  of  respect ; 

There  trench  yourself  within  the  people's  love, 

Aiid  glitter  in  the  eye  of  glorious  grace. 

What 's  wealth,  without  respect  and  mounted  place  ? 
Fort.  Worse  and  worse ! — I  am  not  yet  ilistraught ; 

I  long  not  to  be  squeezed  with  my  own  weight. 

Nor  hoist  up  all  my  sails  to  catch  the  wind 

Of  the  drunK  reeling  commons.    I  labiiur  not 

To  have  an  anirJ  presence,  nor  be  fear'd, 

Since  who  is  fear'd  still  fears  to  be  so  fear'd. 

I  care  not  to  be  like  the  Horeh  calf, 

One  day  adored,  and  next  pasht  all  in  pieces. 

Nor  do  I  envy  Polyphemian  puffs, 

Switzcrs'  slopt  greatness.     1  adore  the  sun. 

Yet  love  to  live  within  a  temperate  zone. 

IjCt  who  will  climb  ambition  s  glibbery  rounds. 

And  lean  upon  the  vulgar's  rotten  Love, 

1  '11  not  corrival  him.     'I'he  sim  will  give 

As  grest  a  ihadow  to  my  bunk  u  bii  t 
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after  death,  like  chessmeii  having  stood 
play,  for  hishops  aome,  for  knights,  and  paivn>, 
TPe  all  together  shall  be  tumbled  up 
Into  one  bag. 

Let  hush'd-calin  quiet  rock  my  life  asleep : 
And,  being  dead,  my  own  ground  press  tny  bones; 
Whilst  some  old  beldam,  hobbling  o'er  my  grave, 
May  mumble  thns : 
"  Uere  ties  a  knight  whose  money  was  hii  alave." 


THE  CHANGES:  A  COMEDY.    BY  JiME8  SHnitEY, 

1632. 
Excess  of  epitheh,  enfethling  to  Poetry. 

Friend,  Maater  Caperwit,  before  you  read,  pray  tel!  me, 
Have  your  verBes  any  adjectives? 

Caperait.  Adjectives !  would  you  have  a  poem  without 
Adjectives  I  they  are  the  tlower,  the  grace  of  all  our  ian- 
A  well-chosen  epithet  doth  give  new  soul  [guage. 

To  Mnting  poesy,  and  makes  every  verse 
A  bride  I     With  adjectives  we  bait  our  lines. 
When  we  do  fish  for  gentlewomen's  loves. 
And  with  their  sweetness  catch  the  nibbling  ear 
Of  amorous  ladies;  with  the  music  of 
These  ravishing  nouns  we  charm  the  silken  tribe, 
And  make  the  gBllB:it  melt  with  apfirehension 
Of  the  rare  word.     I  will  maintain  it  against 
A  bundle  of  gnLmmarians,  in  poetry 
The  sulistantive  itself  cannot  tubsist 
Without  its  adjective. 
Friend.  But  for  all  that. 

Those  words  would  sound  more  fidl,  methiuks,  that  are 

So  larded;  and  if  I  might  counsel  you,  [not 

You  shoidd  compose  a  sonnet  clean  without  them. 

A  row  of  Etately  substantives  would  march 

Like  Switzers,  and  hear  all  the  fields  before  thera ; 

Cairy  their  weight ;  show  fair,  Lke  deeds  enroU'd ; 

Not  writs,  that  are  first  made  and  after  Gli'd. 

Thenee  first  came  up  the  title  of  blank  verse; — 

You  know,  sir,  what  blank  signifies? — when  the  sense. 

First  iramed,  is  tied  with  adjectives  like  points. 

And  could  not  hold  together  without  wedges : 

Hang  it,  'tis  pedantic,  vulgar  iioetry. 

Let  children,  when  they  versiiy,  stick  here 

And  there  these  peddling  words  for  vrant  of  matter. 

Poets  write  masculine  numbers. 


THOMAS  UETWOOD. 


THE  GUiEDIAN :  A  COMEDr,    BY  ABBAHAM 

COWLEY,  16501. 

DoaOBEii.,  tiefool'uh poet,  daeriied. 

Cutter.  the  very  emblem  of  poverty  and  poor  poetiy. 

The  feet  are  worse  patched  of  his  rhymes  tban  of 
his  stockings.  If  one  line  forget  itself,  and  nm  out 
beyond  Lis  elbow,  while  the  next  keeps  at  home 
(like  kim),  and  dares  oot  show  his  head,  he  ealla 
that  an  Ode  •  •  • 
Tabilha.  Nay,  they  mocked  ami  fleered  at  us,  bb  ve  sung  the 

pinlni  the  last  Sunday  night. 
Cliff.  That  was  that  mongrel  rhymer ;  by  this  light  he  envies 
his  brother  poet  John  Stemhold,  because  he  cannot 
reach  hia  heights.     •     •     • 
Dogg.  [reciting  his  own  verses).  Thus  pride  doth  still  vrith 
hcauty  dwell. 
And  like  the  Baltic  ocean  snell. 
Blade.  Why  the  Baltic,  Dog^ell? 
Dagg.  Why   the   Baltic ! — this  'tis   not   to   have   read   the 

She  looka  like  Kiobe  on  the  mountain's  top. 

Cvtl.  That  Niobe,  Dogpel!,  jou  have  used  worse  than 
Phoebus  did.  Not  a  dog  looks  raeiancholy  but 
he 's  compared  to  Niobe,  He  beat  a  villainous 
tapster  t'  other  day,  to  make  him  look  like  Niobe. 


THE  BBAZEN  AGE :   AN  HISTORICAL  PLAY". 
BY  THOMAS  HEYWOOD,  1G13. 
Tknub  courts  Abonib. 
Ken.  Why  doth  Adonis  fiy  the  Qoeen  of  Love, 
And  shun  this  ivory  girdle  of  my  arms? 

'  Ihis  wa«  the  first  draught  of  fliat  which  he  published  afler- 
wards  under  the  title  of  the  "  Cutler  of  Coleman  Street ;  "  and 
oontoms  the  eharocter  of  a  foolish  poet,  omitted  in  the  lattw.  I 
givo  a  few  BCrapa  of  this  character,  both  bccnuse  the  edition  ji 
BCorco,  and  as  furnishing  no  unsuitable  coroUBry  to  the  criUoal 
adraonitiona  in  the  preceding eitroct.^The  "Cutter"  haa  alw^ 
appeared  to  me  the  link  between  tlie  comedy  of  Fletcher  and  <k 
Congreve.  In  the  elegant  passion  of  the  love  aeenes  it  approaches 
■tlifi  fonner :  imd  Puny  (the  chnracler  Bubatituled  for  the  omitted 
poet)  ia  the  prototvpe  of  the  hoK-witled  wita,  the  Briaks  and 
DApperwUs,  of  the  iMiet. 
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To  be  thus  sciirf'd  the  dreadful  God  of  War 
WoiJd  give  me  conquer'd  kingdoms.     For  a  kiss. 
But  half  like  this,  I  could  command  the  Sun 
Rise  'fore  hia  houf,  to  bed  before  bis  time ; 
And,  being  lovC'Sick,  change  hia  golden  beams. 
And  make  hia  face  pale  aa  hia  sister  Moon- 
Look  on  me,  Adon,  with  n  atedfaat  eye. 
That  in  these  cryetal  glasses  I  may  aee 
My  beauty  that  ehatma  gods,  makes  men  amazed 
And  Btonn'd  with  wonder.     Doth  this  roseate  pUlon 
Offend  my  love? 

With  my  white  fingers  will  I  clap  thy  cheek; 
Whisper  a  thousand  pleasures  in  thy  ear. 

Adon.  Miulam,  you  are  not  moilest.     1  affect 
The  unseen  beauty  that  EuJoms  the  mind : 
'Tills  looseness  makes  you  foul  in  Adon'a  eye. 
If  you  will  tempt  me,  let  me  in  your  face 
Bead  hlushfidness  and  fear;  a  modest  fear 
Would  make  yonr  cheek  seem  much  more  heautifiil. 

Vcn. wert  thou  made  of  stone, 

I  have  heat  to  melt  tliee ;  I  am  Queen  of  Love. 

There  is  no  practice  art  of  dalliance 

Of  which  I  am  not  mistresa,  and  can  use. 

I  have  kisses  that  can  murder  unkind  words. 

And  strangle  hatred  that  the  gall  sends  forth ; 

Touches  to  nuse  thee,  were  thy  spirits  half-dead; 

Words  that  can  pour  affection  down  thy  ears. 

Love  me  I  thou  canst  not  choose ;  thoii  shnlt  not  choose. 

Adon.  Madam,  you  woo  not  well.     Men  covet  not 
These  proffer'd  pleasures,  but  love  sweets  denied. 
These  prostituted  pleasures  surfeit  still ; 
Where's  fear,  or  doubt,  meii  sue  with  best  good  will. 

Vea.  Thou  canst  instruct  the  Queeu  of  Love  in  love. 
Thou  shalt  not,  Adon,  take  me  by  the  baud; 
Yet,  if  thou  needs  will  force  me,  take  my  palm. 
I  '11  frown  on  him  ;  alas !  my  brow  'a  so  smooth. 
It  wUl  not  bear  a  wrinkle.— 4Iie  thee  hence 
Unto  the  ehace,  and  leave  me ;  hut  not  yet : 
I'll  sleep  this  night  upon  Endymiou's  bank. 
On  which  the  swain  was  courted  by  the  Moon. 
Dare  not  to  come ;  thou  art  in  our  disgrace  ■ 
Yet,  if  thou  come,  I  con  afford  thee  place 


TaiSBTSjeera  Vitman. 
Vvl.  Good  morrow,  Pbcebus;  what's  the  ne 
For  thon  BeeKt  all  thbgs  in  the  world  a 
Men  act  by  dav-hght,  or  the  sight  of  at 


Mi 

Phab.  Sometime  1  caxt  my  eye  upon  the  sea. 
To  see  the  tumbling  seal  or  porpoise  play- 
There  iec  I  merchants  trading,  snd  their  saila 
Big-belhed  with  the  wind ;  sen  fights  sometimea 
Rise  with  their  amoke-thick  douoa  to  dark  my  beams ; 
Sometiiaes  1  fix  my  fare  upon  the  earth. 
With  my  wucm  fervour  to  give  metals,  trees, 
Herbs,  plants  and  floner,  hfe.     Here  in  gardens  walk 
Loose  ladiea  with  their  lovers  arm  in  ann. 
Yonder  the  labouring  ploughman  drives  his  team. 
Further  I  may  behold  main  battles  pitch'd  ; 
And  whom  I  favour  moat  (by  the  wind's  help] 
I  can  assist  with  my  tmnspajent  rays. 
Here  spy  I  cattle  feeding ;  foirests  there 
Stored  with  wild  beasts  j  here  shepherds  with  their  lauea. 
Piping;  beneath  the  trees  while  their  flocks  grace. 
In  fities  I  see  trading,  walking,  bargaining. 
Buying  and  selling,  goodness,  badness,  allthings — 
And  shine  alike  on  all. 

Vul.  Thrice  happy  Phcebua, 

That,  mhilat  poor  Vulcnn  is  confined  to  Lemnos, 
Hast  every  (uiy  these  pleaanrea !     What  news  else  T 

Pkab.  No  emperor  walks  tortb,  but  1  see  his  state ; 
Nor  sports,  but  I  his  paatimes  can  behold. 
I  see  all  coroiutions,  lunerali, 

Marts,  fairs,  assemblies,  pageants,  aights  and  atiowa. 
No  hunting,  but  I  better  see  the  chase 
Than  they  that  rouse  the'game.     What  see  I  not? 
There  'a  not  a  trindow,  but  my  beams  break  in ; 
No  chink  or  cranny,  but  my  raya  pierce  through  ; 
And  there  I  see,  O  Vulcan,  wondroua  things  : 
Things  that  thyself,  nor  any  god  besides. 
Would  give  belief  to. 

And,  shall  I  tell  thee,  Vnlcan,  t"  other  day 
What  I  beheld?— 1  saw  the  great  god  Mors — • 

Vul.  God  Mars— 

PIttcb.  Aa  I  was  peeping  through  a  cranny,  abed — 

Vul.  Abed  I  with  whom  1 — some  pretty  wench,  I  warrant. 

Phteb.  She  was  a  pretty  wench. 

Vul.  Tell  me,  good  Phcebus, 

That,  when  I  meet  him.  I  may  flout  god  Mara  j 
Tell  me,  but  tell  me  truly,  on  thy  life. 

Pkmb.  Not  to  diaaemble,  Vulcan,  'twas  thy  wife  I 

Thejieera  of  Greece  go  in  quest  of  Hebculbs,  aadjlnd  Awn  m 
icomaii'a  aecdi,  spiamAg  v»th  OMEHiLE, 

JoKM.  Our  biuineu  nu  to  Thebim  Hercules. 


THE  BHAZEN  AGE. 

'TwBt  told  us,  he  remain'd  with  Omphnle, 

The  Theban  queen. 
Telamon.  Speuk,  which  is  Omphale?  o 
Pollux.  Laay,  oiir  puj 

Show  us  the  man. 
Omph.  Behold  him  here. 
Atreus.  Where? 
Qjaph.  There,  at  his  task. 
Jos.  Alas,  this  Hereules ! 

This  is  some  base  effeminate  groom,  not  he 

That  with  hii  puissance  frighted  all  the  earth. 
Her.  Hath  Jason,  Nestor,  Castor,  Telamon, 

Atreus,  Pollux,  all  forgot  their  friend? 


Weai 


I  then 


Jns.  Woman,  we  know  thee  not ; 

We  came  to  seek  the  Jove-bom  Hercules, 
That  in  his  rrodle  strangled  Juno's  snakes. 
And  triumpb'd  ia  the  brave  Olympic  games. 
He  that  the  Cleonean  lion  slew, 
The  Erymantbiaa  bear,  the  bull  of  Marathon, 
The  Lernean  hydra,  and  the  winged  hart. 

Tet.  We  would  see  the  Theban 

That  Cacus  slen,  Busirta  sacrificed. 
And  to  his  horses  hurl'd  stem  Diomed 
To  be  devour'd. 

Pol.  That  freed  Heaione 

From  the  sea  nhale,  and  afler  ransack'd  Troy, 
And  with  hia  owtt  hand  slew  Laomedon, 

Nes,  He  by  whom  Dercilus  and  Albion  fell ; 
He  that  (Ecalia  and  Betncia  won. 

Air.  That  monstrous  Geryon  with  his  three  heads  vanquish'd, 
With  Linui,  Lichaa  that  uaurji'd  in  Thebes, 
And  captived  there  his  beauteous  Megara. 

Pol.  That  HercuTei  by  whom  tlie  Centaurs  fell. 
Great  Acheloua,  the  Stymphahdes, 
And  the  Cremona  giants :  where  is  he? 

Td.  That  traitorous  Nesaus  vritb  a  shaft  transfix'd, 
Strangled  Antheus,  pui^d  Augeas'  stalls. 
Won  the  bright  apples  of  the  Hesperiiles. 

Jas.  He  that  the  Amazonian  baldriek  won ; 
That  Achelous  with  hia  club  subdued. 
And  won  from  him.  the  pride  of  Caledon, 
Fair  Deianeiia,  that  now  mourns  in  Thebea 
For  absence  of  the  noble  Hercules  I 

Atr.  To  him  we  came;  hut,  since  he  lives  not  here, 
Come,  lordi ;  we  will  return  these  presents  back 
Unto  the  constant  lady,  whence  they  came. 
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Her.  Stay,  lords— 
Jas,  'Mongst  women  ? — 
Her.  For  that  Thebaa's  sake, 

Whom  you  profess  to  love,  and  came  to  seek, 
.    Abide  awhile ;  and  by  my  love  to  Greece, 

I  '11  bring  before  you  that  lost  Hercules, 

For  whom  you  came  to  inquire. 
Tel.  It  works,  it  works — - 
Her.  How  have  I  lost  mveelf ! 

Did  we  all  this  ?     Where  is  that  spirit  become. 

That  wag  in  us?  no  marvel,  Hercules, 

That  thou  be'at  strange  to  them,  that  thus  disguiaed 

Art  to  thyself  unknown !— ^hence  with  this  distaff. 

And  base  effeminate  chars  ;  hence,  womanish  tirea  ; 

Aud  let  me  once  more  he  myself  again. 

Your  pardon,  Omphale ! 
^  cannot  take  Icnvc  of  tJiia  draioa  without  notic^ing  a  tou<?h  of 
the  truest  pathos,  whioh  the  writer  has  put  into  the  moiith  of  Me- 
Itager,  as  he  is  wasting  away  by  the  operation  of  the  fatal  brand, 
administered  to  him  by  his  wretched  mother  i — 

My  flame  increaseth  still — -O,  father  (Eneus ; 

And  you,  Althea,  whom  I  would  call  mother, 

But  that  my  genius  prompts  me  thou  art  unkind : 

And  yet  farewell ! 
What  is  the  boasted  '■  Forgirc  me,  hut  forgire  me  I "  of  the  dying 
wife  of  Shore  in  Sows,  compared  with  iXvse  three  liltJo  words  ?] 


THE  BATTLE  OP  ALCAZAE:  A  TBAQEDY,  1694, 

MclT  MAKiMBT,  driven  from  Ids  throne  ivia  a  deiert,  robt  tki 

litmeti  to  feed  hisfaliUing  laifs  CiLieOLla. 
Mttly.  Hold  thee,  Calipolia :  feed,  and  faint  no  more. 

This  flesh  I  forced  &om  a  lioness ; 

Meat  of  a  princess,  for  a  princess'  meat. 

Learn  by  her  noble  stomach  to  esteem 

Penury  plenty  in  estremeat  dearth  j 

Who,  when  she  saw  her  forajjement  bereft. 

Pined  not  in  melanclioly  or  childish  fear; 

But,  as  brave  minds  are  strongest  in  extremes. 

So  she,  redoubling  her  former  force. 

Ranged  through  the  woods,  and  rent  the  breeding  ToulU 

Of  proudest  savages,  to  save  herself. 

Feed  then,  and  fame  not,  fair  CaUnolis  j 

For,  ruther  than  fierce  famine  shall  prevail 

To  puw  thy  entraiht  nitli  her  thorny  teeth. 
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conqueriua;  lionesB  shnll  attend  on  tliee. 
And  Iny  huge  heaps  of  slaugbtcr'd  carcases 
As  bulwarks  in  her  viay  to  keep  her  back. 
I  will  provide  thee  of  a  princely  ospray. 
That,  as  she  Jlieth  over  Gsh  in  pools, 
Tiie  Rsh  shall  turn  their  elietering  belUes  up, 
Aod  thou  shalt  take  the  liberal  choice  of  alt. 
Jove's  stately  bird  with  Hide  commanding  wings 
Siiall  hover  still  obout  thy  princely  head. 
And  beat  down  fowls  by  shoals  into  thy  lap. 
Feed  then,  and  faint  not,  &ir  Colipohs. 
[This  addiTsu,  foT  its  bmboric  aplendour  of  concoptioii,  Mtrava- 
gflnt  Tcin  of  proioiw,  not  to  ir.euCion  some  idiomatic  petndiaritiee, 
and  the  vetr  stmctuie  of  tlie  verBe,  savoure  strongly  of  Marlowe  j 
but  tho  real  author,  I  bolierD,  is  unlmown.] 


Calib,  tk^  Witch,  in  tite  opening  tceae,  in  a  ilomi. 
Calib.  Ha!  louder  a  little ;  so,  that  hurst  was  well. 
Again ;  ba,  ba  I  bouse,  house  your  heads,  ye  fear- 
-struck  mort&l  fools,  when  Calib's  consort  plays 
A  hunts-up  to  her.     Haw  rarely  doth  it  languell 
In  mine  ears  \  these  are  mine  organs ;  the  t«ad 
The  bat,  the  raven,  and  the  fell  whistling  bird. 
Are  all  my  anthem-singing  quiristers. 
Such  sapless  roots,  and  Uveless  wither'd  woods. 
Are  pleaaanter  to  me  than  to  behold 
The  jocund  month  of  May,  in  whose  green  head  of  youth 
The  amoiotia  Flora  strews  her  various  Qowers, 
And  smiles  to  see  how  brave  she  baa  dcck'd  ber  girl. 
But  pass  we  May,  as  game  for  fangled  fools. 
That  dare  not  set  a  foot  in  Art's  dark,  se- 
-eret,  and  bewitching  path,  as  Calib  has. 
Here  is  my  mansion. 
Within  the  rugged  bowels  of  this  cave. 
This  crag,  this  elitf,  this  den ;  which  to  behold 
Would  freeze  to  ice  the  hissing  trammels  of  Medusa. 
Yet  here  cnthnmed  I  sit,  more  richer  in  my  spells 
And  potent  charms,  than  is  the  stately  mountain  queen, 
Dress'd  with  the  beauty  of  her  eparklmg  gems. 
To  vie  a  lustre  'gainst  the  heavenly  lamps. 
But  we  are  sunk  in  these  antipodes;  so  choked 
With  dortuest  is  gieat  Calib's  cave,  that  it 
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Can  Btide  day.     It  can? — it  sIisU— for  we  do  loathe  t&B 

And,  Bs  our  deeds  are  black,  we  hug  the  ni^hc     Highti 

But  where 's  this  boy,  my  George,  my  love,  niy  lite. 

Whom  Cnlih  lately  ^tea  on  mure  tJian  life  1 

I  muit  not  have  him  wander  from  my  love 

Farther  than  Gummoos  of  i^  eye,  or  beck. 

Can  call  him  back  again.     But  'tit  my  fiend- 

-hegoCten  and  ddbrm'd  i««ue ',  misleadi  him ; 

For  which  1  'II  rock  him  in  a,  storm  of  hail. 

And  dash  him  'gainst  the  pavement  on  the  rocky  den  j 

He  must  not  lead  my  joy  astray  from  me. 

The  parents  of  that  boy,  begetdng  him. 

Begot  and  bore  the  issue  of  their  deaths; 

Which  donc^  the  child  1  stole, 

Thinkine  alone  to  triumph  in  his  death, 

Ajid  batbe  my  body  in  his  j)Opuliir  pore; 

But  dove-like  Nature  favour'd  >o  the  child. 

That  Calib'a  killing-knife  fell  from  her  hand; 

And,  'stead  of  stabs,  1  kisa'd  the  red-hpp'd  boy. 


TWtt,  the  Cliorui,  to  t&e  tpectatoni. 
All  you,  the  sad  apectatots  of  this  art. 
Whose  hearts  do  taste  a  feeling  penstveness 
Of  this  unheard-of  savage  massacre ; 
0,  be  far  off  tii  harbour  such  a  thought, 
Ab  this  audacious  murderer  put  in  act '. 
1  see  your  sorrows  flow  up  to  the  brim. 
And  overttow  your  cheeks  nith  brinish  tean : 
But  though  this  sight  bring  stujeit  to  the  eye. 
Delight  your  ears  with  pleasing  harmony. 
That  ears  may  countercheck  your  eyes,  and  say, 
"Why  abed  you  tears?  this  deed  is  but  a  Play'.'' 
Murderer  to  hU  tinier,  aiovt  to  eloto  atoag  the  trvnlc  of  the  infa,  I 
hamng  levered  it  from  the  limbs.  * 

Hark,  Rttchacl !  I  will  cross  the  water  straight, 

'  A  sort  of  young  Cnliban,  hor  son,  who  preet^ntly  enters,  con 
plaining  of  a  "  faloodj  coioomb"  which  the  yomig  St.  Qcorae  hi 
given  him. 

2  Cshb  had  killed  the  parents  of  the  young  St.  George.  _ 

'  The  whole  theory  of  the  reaaon  of  our  dflighl  in  tra^  nni»  I 

M^tAtion?.  which  has  cost  so  nianv  f^liibfirjitp  p}iatitni.n  nt  #■»*;.*£«•  ■ 
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And  fling  this  middle  mention  of  a  man 

Into  Bome  ditch . 
[It  is  cuiiouB,  thai  this  old  plaj  comprisea  the  distinct  action 
of  two  atrocitiefl ;  the  one  a  vulgar  murder,  conunilMd  in  our  own 
Thtuoea-EtrBct,  wilJi  tho  nomee  and  ineidentB  truly  and  hietoriuallj 
Bet  down ;  the  othar  a.  murder  in  high  Ufa,  anppoaad  to  be  acting 
at  the  same  tinne  in  Italj,  tlie  scenes  sltemiLtiDg  between  tliat  coun- 
try and  England :  the  btorj  of  the  latter  is,  mutatui  mutandiii,  no 
other  than  that  of  our  own  "Babes  in  the  Wood,"  trBoBferred  to 
Italy,  from  delicacy  no  doubt  to  BOmo  of  &b  family  of  the  rioL 
wickod  uncle,  who  might  jet  be  liring.  The  treatment  of  the  tno 
dilfers  as  the  romance-like  narratiTea  in  "God's  Kerenge  against 
Murder,"  in  which,  the  actors  of  the  murders  (with  the  trifling  ei- 
eeptiou  that  they  vtera  Boirderers)  are  reprBBflnted  as  most  accom- 
plished and  every  way  amiable  young  gentlefolks  of  either  sei — 
as  much  as  that  dilfers  from  tlie  honest  ungloBEiiag  pages  of  the 
homely  Hewgate  OrdioaryJ 


Flob4  dreaiet  Ida  Htll,  to  hoaonr  iha  coodng  of  the  Three 
Qoddessce. 
Flora.  Not  Iris  in  hef  jjride  and  bravery 
Adorns  her  Arch  with  such  variety ; 
Nor  doth  the  Milk-white  Way  in  frosty  night 
Appear  so  fair  and  beautiful  in  sight, 
As  done  these  fields,  and  groves,  and  sweetest  howcrs, 
Bestrew'd  and  deck'd  with  parti-colour'd  flowers. 
Along  the  bubbling  brooks,  and  silver  glide. 
That  at  the  bottom  doth  in  silence  slide, 
The  watery  flowers  and  lilies  on  the  banks 
Like  blaring  mmets  burgeon  all  in  ranks; 
Under  the  hawthorn  and  the  poplar  tree. 
Where  sacred  Phoebe  may  delight  to  be : 
The  primrose,  and  the  purple  hyaeinth. 
The  d^uty  violet,  and  the  wholesome  m.inth ; 
The  double  daisy,  and  the  cowslip  (queen 
Of  summer  flowers),  do  overpeer  the  gi'een ; 
And  round  about  the  valley  as  ye  |mas. 
Ye  may  ne  see  (for  peeping  flowers)  the  grass. — 
They  are  at  hand  by  this. 
,  Juno  hath  left  her  chariot  long  ago, 

And  hath  retum'd  her  peacocks  by  her  rainbow ; 

yAnd  bravely,  aa  becomes  the  wife  of  Jove, 
Doth  bonout  by  her  preience  to  our  grove: 
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Fnai"  Venus  she  hath  let  her  ipairowi  9^_ 
To  tend  tin  her,  nnii  make  her  melody ;' 
Her  turtles  and  her  swans  unjiakeil  be. 
And  flicker  near  her  side  for  company : 
Pallas  hnth  set  her  tigers  loose  to  feed, 
Commanding  them  to  wait  when  she  hWh  need: 
Aiid  hitberward,  with  proud  and  stately  |iuce. 
To  do  us  honour  in  the  sylvan  chase. 
They  mnrch,  like  to  the  pomp  of  heaven  aboTe, 
Juno,  the  wife  and  sister  of  King  Jove, 
The  imrlike  Pallas,  and  the  Qaeen  of  Love. 
Tie  MuBiB  and  Country  Oirle  assemble  to  vxlcome  the  O 

Pomona.  with  country  store  like  friends  we  venture  flirth. 

Think'at,  Faunus,  that  these  goddesses  will  tske  out  giftt 

in  worth?  ^^ 

Ftiwn.  Nay,  doahtless ;  for,  'shall  tiQl  thee,  dame,  'twere  b 

give  Si  thing, 

A  sign  of  love,  unto  a  migbty  person,  c  ^, 

Than  to  a  rude  and  barbarous  swain  both  bad  and  baseljr 

bom :  [scorn. 

For  gently  takes  thf  gentleman  that  oft  the  clown  will 

The  teelcomiiig  Song, 

CoUTitrs  Qodi.  O  Ida,  O  Idn,  0  Ida,  happy  hill! 

This  honmir  done  to  Ida  may  it  contmUB  atOI! 
Munei,  Ye  nountry  gods,  that  in  this  Ida  trontu^ 
Bring  down  your  gifts  of  wdeomB, 
For  hoaom-  done  to  Ida. 
Oodi.  Behold  in  sign  of  joy  we  sing. 
And  eigUB  of  joyful  ndcomo  hring, 
Tor  honour  done  to  Ida. 
Prm.  The  god  of  abepberds,  and  his  matm. 
With  country  cheer  ealatea  yonr  States  c 
Fair,  wise,  and  wortliy,  as  you  be ! 
And  thimk  tlie  gracioua  Ladies  Threes 
For  honour  donB  to  Ids. 
Paris.    CGnonb. 
Par.  CEnone,  while  we  bin  disposed  to  walk. 
Tell  me,  what  shall  be  subject  of  our  talk? 
Thou  hast  a  sort  of  pretty  tales  in  store ; 
'Dare  say  no  nymph  in  Ida's  woods  hath  D 
Again,  beside  thy  sweet  alluring  faee. 
In  telling  them  thou  host  a  special  grace. 
Then  prithee,  sweet,  afford  some  pretty  thing. 
Some  toy  tbatftom  thy  pleasant  wit  doth  sptrinu. 
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Uae  thou  thy  pipe,  luuj  I  nil)  use  my  voice ; 
So  shall  thy  just  request  not  he  denied, 
And  time  weU-spent,  and  both  be  satiated. 
Par.  Well,  gentle  nymph,  altlniugh  thou  do  me  wrong. 
That  can  ne  tune  my  pipe  unto  a  song, 
Me  hst  this  once,  (Enone,  for  thy  soke. 
This  idle  tuak  on  me  to  undertake. 

[  Thei/  sit  mtdfr  a  tree  together. 
oundelnj  ? 

, 'dare  say — 
How  Saturn  did  divide  his  kingdom  tho' 
To  love,  to  Neptune,  and  to  Ks  helow : 
Hon  mighty  men  made  foul  successless  wm* 
Against  the  gods,  and  state  of  Jupiter : 
How  Phorcyas'  'ympe,  that  was  so  trick  and  fair 
That  tangled  Neptune  in  her  golden  hair. 
Became  a  Goi^n  for  her  lewd  misdeed  ;- 
A  pretty  fable,  Paris,  for  to  read ; 
A  piece  of  cunning,  trust  me  for  the  none 
That  wealth  and  heauty  alter  men  to  ston 
IIow  Salmacis,  resembling  Idleness, 
Turns  men  to  women  all  through  wsntoni 
How  Pluto  raught  Queen  Pluto's  daughter  thence. 
And  what  did  follow  of  that  loce  offence  : 
Of  Daphne  tum'd  into  the  laurel  tree. 
That  shows  a  mirror  of  virginity ; 
How  fair  Naicissiis,  tooting  on  his  shade. 
Reproves  disdain,  and  tells  how  form  doth  vade : 
How  cutuiini;  Pliilotnela'a  needle  tells. 
What  force  in  love,  what  wit  iu  sorrow,  dwells  : 
What  pains  unhappy  souls  abide  in  hell, 
They  say,  because  on  earth  they  lived  not  well, — 
Ixion'a  wheel,  prond  Tantal's  pining  wo, 
Prometheus'  torment,  and  a  many  moe ; 
How  Danaus'  daughters  j>ly  their  endless  task ; 
What  toil  the  toil  of  Sysiphus  doth  ask. 
All  these  arc  old,  and  known,  1  know;  yet,  if  thou  nilt 

have  any, 
Choose  some  of  these ;  for,  trust  me  else,  CEnone  hath 

Par.  Nay,  what  thou  wilt;  but  since  my  cunning  not  com- 
pares with  thine. 
Begin  some  toy  that  I  can  play  upon  this  pipe  of  mine, 
tEn.  There  is  a  pretty  sonnet  then,  we  cali  it  Cupid's  Curae : 
"  Thev  that  do  change  old  love  for  new,  pray  goda  they 
ciiange  for  worse."  LTfeey  svni- 

^a1 


GEOnaE  TEELE. 

(St.  Fair,  and  fair,  and  twice  ao  ^b^ 

Aa  fair  aa  anj  maj  be, 
TUe  fiurest  ehepherd  on  our  green, 

A  lore  for  atij  lady. 
Par.  Fair,  and  bir,  and  twice  so  fair, 

is  fair  aj  any  may  be, 
Tby  lore  is  lair  for  thee  alone, 

And  for  no  other  lady. 


And  o!  my  love  my  roundelay, 


Tbey  that  do  change  old  love  for  new. 

Pray  gods  Ibey  chauga  for  tri 

,,       f  Fair,  and  fair,  4c.  l 


S;£}  i-^"^) 


(Sit,  My  love  con  pipe,  my  loyo 

My  lore  can  many  a  pretty  thing, 

Aild  of  his  loToly  praiaea  ring 

My  merry,  loerry,  loenj  roiuidelarfl. 

Amen  to  Cupid's  Curse : 

Tliey  that  do  ohango  old  lore  for  ni 

Prav  gods  they  clmngs  for  worse. 

'••^'  {IS;SS£;£}  i-'-r-^i 

To  mt/  eiteemedfriead,  and  excelleni  miiiician,  Vi  If^  Su. 

DsiLBSm, 
I  conjure  you,  in  the  name  of  all  (he  aylvan  deitiee,  and  of  tli« 
Mnsee,  whom  you  honour,  and  they  reciprocally  love  and  honour 
jou,^reBcne  this  old  and  paaeionate  ditig — the  very  flower  of  m 
oli /orgotten  patf oral,  wluch  bad  it  be^  iii  all  parte  eqiul,  Uis 
Faithful  BhcpherdesB  of  FlutcheF  had  been  but  a  second  Dame  in 

this  sort  of  writing reaoue  it  from  tiw  profane  hands  of  otmJ 

common  compoaeF ;  and  in  one  of  your  tranquilleet  niooda,  whoi 
you  have  moat  leisure  &om  those  sad  thoughts,  which  somBtima 
unworthily  beset  you  j  yet  a  mood,  in  itself  not  unallied  to  Bii 
belter  sort  of  melMicholy;  laying  by  for  once  the  lofly  organ,  with 
which  you  Bhake  the  Temples ;  attune,  aa  to  the  pipe  of  Pan 
himself,  to  some  milder  and  more  love-actiording  inatrumenL  th'' 
pretly  courtship  between  Poria  and  bia  (then-not  as  yet-forsakan) 
CEnone.  Oblige  me,  and  all  more  knowing  Judges  of  nmsii  ul 
of  poesy,  by  the  adaptation  of  fit  musical  numbers,  nilich  it  0^ 
waute  to  be  the  nu^t  love  dialogue  m  onr  language. 

0.1. 


THE  CITY  NIGHT- CAP. 


LOEENZO  Medico  mborns  ikree  Slavea  to  stoear  falseli/  to  an 
I  adultery  between  hia  Bii-^iioiu  toife  Abstbmia,  and  his  frknd 

Philiffo.     They  giee  thar  teatttnony  hefore  the  Dukfl  of  V  c- 
rona,  a»d  the  Sonatora. 
I  Phil.  —  how  soon 

Tno  Eoula,  mare  precious  than  a  jioir  of  norlds. 
Are  levell'd  below  death  1 
Abst.  O,  hark!  did  you  not  hem  it? 
S™.  What,  My  f 

Abst.  This  hour  a  pair  of  glorious  toners  is  fallen ; 
I,  Two  godly  buildings  beaten  with  a  breath 

Beneath  the  srove  :  you  all  have  seen  this  day 
ApaJr  of  souls  both  cast  and  kiss'd  away. 
f         Sen.  What  eenaure  (fivea  your  grace? 
I  Duke.  In  that  I  am  kinsman 

I  To  the  oceuser,  that  I  might  not  appear 

,  Partial  in  judgment,  let  it  seem  no  wonder, 

I  If  unto  your  gravities  I  leave 

The  following  sentence :  hut  as  Loreczo  stands 
A  kinsman  to  Verona,  so  forget  nut, 
Abstemia  still  is  sister  unto  Venioe. 
Pkil.  Misery  of  goodness ! 
Abst,  0  Lorenzo  Medieo, 

Abstemia's  lover  once,  when  he  did  tow. 
And  when  I  did  heheve ;  then  when  Abstemia 
Denied  so  many  princes  for  Lorenzo, 
Then  when  you  swore : — O,  maids,  how  men  can  weep. 
Print  protestations  on  their  breasts,  and  sigh. 
And  look  so  truly,  and  then  weep  again. 
And  then  protest  again,  and  again  fissemble ! — 
When  onee  enjoy'd,  hke  strange  sights,  we  grow  stale; 
And  find  our  comforts,  like  their  wonder,  fail. 
I  Pkil.  O,  Lorenzo  ! 

Look  upon  tears,  each  one  of  wliich  well-Tolued 
la  worth  the  pity  of  a  king;  but  thou 
I  Art  harder  far  than  rocks,  and  canst  not  prize 

I  The  precious  waters  of  truth's  injured  eyes. 

I  hoT.  Please  your  grace,  proceed  to  censure. 

Duke.  Thus  tis  decreed,  as  these  lords  have  set  down. 
Against  all  contradiction.     Signor  Philippe, 
In  that  you  have  thus  grossly,  sir,  dishonour'd 
Even  our  blood  itself  in  this  rude  injury, 
[  Light*  on  our  kinsman ;  his  |)rerogatiTe 

■ ImiiliKi  death  on  your  tretp&sa;  btA,  tjov" 
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Of  more  HDtiquity  than  is  jour  treiptus,) 

Tfaat  deatb  ia  blotted  out;  perpetual  ' 

On  jiain  of  ilissth  if  you  return,  for  ever 

From  Verona  and  lier  siguories. 
tliil.  Verona  is  kind. 
Sett.  Unto  you,  msdam. 

This  censure  is  allotted :  your  high  blood 

Takes  off  the  dancer  of  the  law  ;  nay,  from 

Even  banishment  itself :  this  lord,  your  busband, 

Sues  only  for  a  legal  fair  divoree, 

Which  we  think  good  to  grant,  the  church  alloning ! 

And  in  that  the  injury 

Chiefly  reflects  on  him,  he  hath  free  hcence 

To  marry  when  and  whom  he  pleases. 
Abs.  1  thank  ye. 

That  you  are  favourable  unto  my  love. 

Whom  yet  I  love  and  neep  for. 
Phil.  Farewell,  Lorenzo ; 

This  brenat  lUd  never  yet  harbour  a  thought 

Of  thee,  but  man  was  in  it,  honest  man  : 

There 's  sit  the  words  that  thou  art  worth.   Of  yonr  p«ce 

1  liumhly  thus  take  leave.     Farewell,  my  lords; — 

And  lastly  farewell  Thou,  fairest  of  many, 

Tfet  by  far  more  unfortunate  I — look  up. 

And  see  a  crown  held  for  thee ;  win  It,  and  die 


PhiUFJO,  at  an  afler-trial,  challengei  LOBBNZO. 
Phil.  —  in  the  integrity 

And  glory  of  the  cause,  I  throw  the  pawn 
Of  my  afflicted  honour ;  and  tm  that 
I  openly  aifirm  vour  absent  lady 
Chastity's  well-knit  abstract;  anow  in  the  foil, 
,     Purely  refined  by  the  bleak  northern  blast. 
Not  freer  horn  a  soil ;  the  thoughts  of  infantB 
But  little  nearer  heaven :  and  if  these  prineca 
Please  to  permit,  before  their  enilty  thoughts 
Injure  another  hour  upon  the  Wy, 
My  right-drawn  sword  shall  prove  it.^ 


Prince.  Do  you  know  n 
Abit.  Ties,  sa,  report  hath  given  intelligence. 
You  are  ihe  ptinca,  iW  itfetf*  ^~ 


r  SIGHT-CAP. 


Prince.  Both  in  one. 

Abst.  Report,  sure. 

Spoke  but  ber  native  language.    You  are  nose 
Of  either. 

Prince.  How ! 

Absl.  Were  jou  the  prince,  jou  would  not  sure  be  Blaved 
To  your  blood's  passion.     I  do  crave  your  pardon 
For  my  rough  language.     Truth  hath  a  forehead  free 
And  in  the  tower  of  her  integrity 
Sits  on  unvanquish'd  virgin.    Can  you  imagine, 
'Twill  appear  possible  you  ore  the  prince? 
Why,  when  you  set  your  foot  first  iu  this  houie. 
You  crush'd  obedient  duty  unto  death ; 
And  even  then  fell  from  you  your  respect. 
Honour  in  tike  a  goodly  old  house,  which 
If  we  repair  not  still  with  virtue's  hand. 
Like  a.  citadel  being  madly  raised  on  sand. 
It  falls,  is  swallow'd,  and  not  found. 

Priace.  If  thou  rail  upon  the  place,  prithee  how  earnest  tlioii 
hither  ; 

Abst.  By  treaeherouB  iutelUgence;  honest  men  so, 

In  the  way  ignorant,  through  thieves'  purlieus  go. — 
Are  you  son  to  such  a  father  i 
Send  him  to  his  grave  then. 
Like  a  white  almond  tree,  Aill  of  glad  days 
With  joy  that  he  begot  so  good  a  son. 
O  sir,  methinks.  I  sec  sweet  mnieity 
Sit  with  H  mourning  sad  face  full  of  sorrows. 
To  see  jou  in  this  place.     This  is  a  pave 
Of  scorpions  and  of  dragons.     O,  turn  back ; 
Toada  here  engender:  'tia  the  steam  of  death; 
The  very  air  poisons  a  good  man's  breath. 
PriTice.  Let  me  borrow  goodness  from  thy  lips.     Farewell  [ 
Here 's  a  new  wonder  j  I  'ye  met  heaven  in  hell. 

U^HB  praise  declined. 
— ^  you  are  far  too  prodigal  in  piiuse. 
And  crown  mc  with  the  garlands  of  ynur  merit  j 
As  we  meet  barks  on  rivers, — the  strong  gale 
Being  best  friends  to  us, — our  own  swift  morion 
Makes  us  bebeve  that  t"  other  nimbler  rows ; 
Swift  virtue  thinks  small  goodness  fas'est  goes. 


HENEY  KILLIOEZW. 


WbLle  Morpheus  tbus  does  gently  lay 

His  powerful  chaige  upon  each  piit 
M"^''"g  thy  spirits  ev'n  obey 

The  silver  ciinrma  of  his  dull  art ; 
I,  thy  Good  AubeI,  from  thy  aide, — 

As  smoke  doUi  from  the  altar  rise. 
Making:  no  noise  as  it  doth  Khdc, — 

Will  leave  thee  in  this  son  surpriie; 
And  from  the  clouda  will  fetch  thee  down  ] 

A  holy  vision,  to  express 
Thy  right  unto  an  earthly  crown ; 

No  jMiwer  can  make  this  kingdom  less. 
But  gently,  gently,  leat  I  bring 

A  start  in  sleep  by  sudden  night, 
PWing  aloof,  and  hovering, 

TiU  lam  lost  unto  the  sight. 
This  is  a  morion  srill  and  soft ; 

So  free  from  noise  and  cry. 
That  Jove  bimself,  who  hears  a  thought. 

Knows  not  nhen  we  pass  by. 


WoBTHOOOD,  Beujjjib,  OS  IratflUng  (ogeiier  before  di^ligU, 

fV<n-tk.  Come,  my  delight  I  let  not  such  painted  griefs 
Press  down  thy  soul :  the  darkness  but  presents 
Shadows  of  fear,  which  should  secure  us  best 
From  danger  of  pursuit. 

Bell.  Would  it  were  day ! 

My  apprehension  is  so  full  of  horror  i 
1  think  each  sound,  the  air's  light  motion 
Mnkcs  in  these  thickets,  is  my  uncle's  voice. 
Threatening  our  ruins. 

Worth.  Let  his  rage  persist 

To  enterprise  a  vengeance,  we  '11  prevent  it 
Wrapp'd  in  iVe  aim*  ot'SS^gBfc.'feiAfoiou- 
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We  hitherto  have  'spaped  hia  eager  search ; 

And  are  arrived  near  London,     bate  I  hear 

The  bridge's  cataracta,  anil  suph-hke  BiurmuT? 

As  nigtit  and  sleep  jiieU)  fri)ni  a  populoiia  number. 
Belt.  But  when  wiU  it  be  day  7  the  ligiit  hath  raimlbrt ; 

Our  first  of  useliil  senses  being  lost, 

The  rest  are  lesa  delighted. 
Worth.  The  early  cock 

HaCb  BUDg  his  summooa  to  the  day's  approach  : 

'Twill  inBtantly  appear.     Why  startled,  Bellamie? 
Bell.  Did  no  amazing  sounds  arrive  thy  ear  ? 

Pray,  listen. 
n'orih.  Come,  come;  'tis  thy  fear  suggests 

Illusive  fancies.     Under  love's  protcetioa 

We  may  presume  of  safety. 
(Within.)  Follov), follow, follow. 

Bell.  Ay  me,  'tis  sure  my  uncle ;  dear  love  Wortbgood  7 
Worth.  Astonishment  hath  seized  my  faculties. 

My  luve,  my  Bellamie,  ha  ! 
Bell.  DoatthouforBakeme.Worthgood?  [Exit,  as  losing  him 
fVorth.  Where's  my  love? 

Dart  from  thy  silver  creacent  one  fair  beam 

Through  tills  black,  air,  thou  Governess  of  Night, 

To  show  me  whither  she  is  led  by  fear ; 

Thou  envious  Darkness,  to  aa^st  us  here. 

And  then  prove  fatal! 
{WiiUn.)  FolloiD, follow, follow, 
it'ortk.  Silence  your  noiae,  ye  clamorous  ministers 

Of  this  injustice.     Bellamie  is  lost; 

She 's  lost  to  me.     Not  her  fierce  uncle's  rage. 

Who  whets  your  eager  aptncas  to  pursue  me 

With  threats  or  promises ;  nor  hia  painted  terrors 

Of  laws' severity ;  could  ever  work 

Upon  the  temper  of  my  resolute  aonl 

To  soften  it  to  fear,  till  she  was  lost. 

Not  all  the  illusive  horrors,  which  the  night 

Presents  unto  the  imagination. 

To  affright  a  guilty  conscience,  could  possess  me, 

While  I  posseaa'd  my  love,     "The  dismal  shrieks 

Of  fatal  owls,  and  groana  of  dying  mauih^kes, 

Whilst  her  soft  palm  mann'd  mine,  were  music  to  me.- 

Their  light  appears. — No  safety  does  conaiat 

In  passion  or  complaints.     Night,  let  thine  arms 

Again  asaiat  me ;  and,  if  no  kiod  minister 

Of  better  fate  Euide  me  to  Bellamie, 

Be  thou  eternal. 
(Within.)  FolloK, follow, follow. 
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Bellamib,  alone,  in  Mcnyhone  Park, 

Bell,  The  day  begins  to  break ;  and  trembling  ligli^ 
As  if  affrighted  with  this  night's  disaster. 
Steals  through  the  farthest  air,  and  by  decrees 
Salutes  my  wearj'  longings. — O,  my  norugood^ 
Thy  presence  would  have  check'd  tiiese  passions ; 
And  shot  dehght  through  all  the  mists  of  sadness. 
To  guide  my  fear  safe  through  the  paths  of  danger : 
Now  fears  assault  me. — 'Tis  a  woman's  voice. 
She  sings ;  and  in  her  music's  cheerfulness 
Seems  to  express  the  freedom  of  a  heart. 
Not  chain'd  to  any  passions. 

i^ng,  within. 

What  a  dainty  life  the  milkmaid  leads  \ 

When  over  the  flowery  meads 

She  dabbles  in  the  dew, 

And  sings  to  her  cow ; 

And  feels  not  the  pain 

Of  love  or  disdain. 

She  sleeps  in  the  night,  though  she  toils  in  the  daj  % 

And  merrily  passeth  her  time  away. 

Bell.  O,  might  I  change  my  misery 
For  such  a  shape  of  quiet  I 


THE  DUCHESS  OF  SUFFOLK :  AN  HISTORICAL  PLAY, 

BY  T.  HEYWOOD,  1631. 

A  tragic  pursuit. 

The  Duchess,  toith  her  little  child,  preparing  to  escape  hy  night 

from  the  relentless  persecution  of  the  Bomanists. 

Duch.  {to  the  Nurse)  Give  me  my  child,  and  mantle  ; — ^now 
Heaven's  pleasure : 

Farewell ; — come  life  or  death,  I  '11  hug  my  treasure. 

Nay,  chide  not,  pretty  babe ;  our  enemies  come  : 

Thy  crying  will  pronounce  thy  mother's  doom. 

Be  thou  but  still ; 

This  gate  may  shade  us  from  their  envious  will.     [Eait, 

[A  noise  of  pursuers.  She  re^-enters, 
Duch,  O  fear,  what  art  thou  ?  4end  me  wings  to  fly  ; 

Direct  me  in  this  plunge  of  misery. 

Nature  has  taught  the  child  obedience ; 

Thou  hast  been  humble  to  thy  mother's  wish. 

O  let  me  kiss  these  duteous  lips  of  thine. 

That  would  not  kill  thy  mother,  v^dth  a  cry. 

Now  forwaxd,  v?Vi\\\iw  "^^wevi  ^\x^cfc&%  tor  I 
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Cbh  guide  no  better  tbsn  thine  infaney. 
Here  are  two  pilgrirna  bound  for  Lion  Quay', 
And  neither  kitowa  one  tbotatep  of  the  wny. 

[Noise  again  heard. 
Dach.  Return  you?  then  'tia  time  to  shift  me  hcuce. 

[Eml,  and  presently  re-enters, 
riach.  ThuB  far,  but  Henven  knon'g  where,  we  have  escaped 
The  eager  pursuit  of  our  enemies. 
Having  for  guidance  my  attentive  fear. 
Still  I  look  back,  still  start  my  tired  feet, 
Which  never  till  now  meaiured  London  street : 
My  honours  scom'd  that  custom ;  tbey  would  ride  ; 
Now  forctd  to  walk,  more  weary  jmin  to  bide. 
Thou  shalt  not  do  so,  child ;  I  11  carry  thee 
In.  sorrow's  anus  to  welcome  misery. 
Custom  must  steel  thy  youth  with  pinchiug  want. 
That  thy  great  birth  in  agu  may  bear  with  sraut. 
Sleep  peaceably,  sweet  duck,  and  make  uo  noise; 
Methinks  each  sten  is  death's  arresting  voice. 
We  shall  meet  nurse  anon ;  a  dug  nil!  come. 
To  please  my  quiet  infant :  when,  nurse,  when? 
The  Dvcusii,  ^enemled  fiom  place  to  place,  viith  BBBir,  ?ier 

hitibaad,  takes  comfort  from  her  bab^i  smiles. 
Fhick.  Yet  we  have  scaped  the  danger  of  our  foes ; 
.Ind  I,  that  whilom  was  exceeding  weak 
Through  my  hard  travail  in  this  infant's  birth, 
Xra  now  grown  strong  upon  necessity. 
How  forwards  are  we  towards  Wuidham  Castle? 
Berty.  Just  half  our  way  j  hut  we  have  lost  our  friends. 

Through  the  hot  pursuit  of  oiu*  enemies. 
Dttch.  We  are  not  utterly  devoid  of  friends; 

Behold,  tbe  young  lord  Willoughby  smiles  on  us ! 
And  'tis  great  help  to  have  a  lord  our  friend. 


THE  PARLIAMENT  OF  BEE8. 
[FOKTHER  ESTEACTS.] 
OnEao!<.     FlobA,  a  Bee, 
Ober.  A  female  bee  1  thy  character? 


k 


Flo.  Flora,  Oberon'        _ 

Huswife  both  of  nerba  and  flowers. 

To  stroH  thy  shriae,  and  trim  thy  bowers. 

With  violets,  roses,  eglantine, 

Da&down,  and  blue  columbine. 

'  From  which  plooe  she  hopes  to  amhaA  tar 
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Hatb  forth  the  boaom  of  the  •pring 
Pluck'd  this  nosegay,  which  I  bring 

From  Eleuais  {mine  own  ahrine) 

To  thee,  a  moDHicb  all  divine; 

And,  Bs  true  impost  of  my  grove, 

Preient  it  to  great  Obeion'i  love, 
Ober.  Honey  dews  retreih  thy  meads. 

Conelipg  spring  with  golden  heads; 

July-flowers  and  camationa  wear 

LeaTes  douhle-atreak'd.  with  maiden-hair; 

May  thy  lilies  tntler  grow. 

Thy  violets  fuller  sweetness  owe; 

And  last  of  all,  mny  Phoebus  love 

To  kiss  thee ;  and  freqiirnt  thy  grove. 

As  thou  in  service  true  shall  be 

Unto  our  crown  and  royalty. 
Obebdn  holdi  a  coarl,  in  which  he  tenlencei  the  Wasp,  the  Drone, 
and  Iha  Humble  Bee,  for  divert  offhteei  a^jainst  the  CDmmait- 
uealtk  of  Beet. 

Obbbon.    Pbobex,  hit  vieeroy,  and  other  Seat~ 
Pro.  And  whither  must  these  flies  be  sent? 
Ober.  To  everlasting  baniEhment. 

Underneath  two  hanging  rocks 

(Where  babbling  Echo  »ts  and  mocks 

Poor  travellers)  there  lies  a  grove. 

With  whom  the  »un  'g  so  out  of  love. 

He  never  smiles  on 't :  pale  Despair 

Calls  it  his  monarchal  chair. 

Fmit  half-ripe  hang  rivell'd  and  shrunk 

On  broken  arms,  torn  from  the  trunk : 

The  moorish  pools  stand  empty,  left 

By  water,  stolen  by  cunning  theft 

To  hollow  banks,  driven  out  by  snakes, 

Adders,  and  newts,  that  man  these  lakes : 

The  mossy  leaves,  half-swelter'd,  served 

As  beds  for  vermin  hunger-aterved ; 

The  woods  are  yew-trees,  bent  and  broke 

By  whirlwinds;  here  anil  there  an  oak. 

Half-cleft  with  thunder.     To  this  grove 

We  banish  them. 
Culprits.  Some  mercy,  Jove! 
Ober.  You  should  have  cried  so  in  your  youth. 

When  Chronos  and  his  daughter  Truth 

Sojoum'd  among  you ;  when  you  spent 

Whole  years  in  riotuua  merriment. 

nmut^og  i[)00i  'Qeea  oa^  ot.  ^.'aeu  hivei. 
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Seizing  both  hoacy,  wax,  and  lives. 
You  should  have  call'd  for  mercy  Whea 
You  impaled  common  blossoms ;  when, 
InatBad  of  giving  poor  Beeit  food. 
You  ate  Iheir  fleEh,  and  drank  tbeir  blood. 
Fairiea,  thrust  them  to  their  fate. 
Obebon  thea  eonJWms  Pbosbx  fn  Ais  govenaneiU,  and  breaki  bj 

Ober.  now  adieu  1 

Prores  sbsll  again  renew 
His  potent  reign  :  the  masay  world. 
Which  in  glittering  orbs  is  hurl' J 
About  the  poles,  be  lord  of :  we 


)nly  reserve  our  royalty — 


Field  Mjisic^.     Oberon  must  away ; 
For  us  our  gentle  fauies  stay ; 
In  the  mountains  and  the  rocks 
We  '11  hunt  the  gray,  and  iittle  fox, 
Who  destroy  our  lambs  at  feed, 
And  spoil  the  nests  where  turtles  feed. 


Nathan.    Davtb. 
Nalh.  Thus  Nathan  saith  unto  his  lord  the  King: 
There  were  two  men  both  dwellers  in  one  towi 


b 


In  oxen,  sheep,  and  cftttle  of  the  field; 
The  other  poor,  having  nor  ox,  nor  calf. 
Nor  other  cattle,  save  one  little  lamb. 


Which  he  had  bought,  and  nouiish'd  bv  his  hand; 
And  it  grew  up,  and  fed  with  him  and  his. 
And  ate  and  drank  aa  he  and  his  were  wont, 


And  in  his  bosom  slept,  and 
As  was  his  daughter  or  his  dearest  child. — 
There  come  a  stranger  to  this  wealthy  man, 
And  he  refused  and  spared  to  take  his  own. 
Or  of  his  stioie  to  dress  or  make  his  meat. 
But  took  the  poor  man's  sheep,  partly  poor  man's  store 
And  dress'd  it  for  this  stranger  in  his  house. 
What,  tell  ne,  shall  be  done  to  him  for  this? 
Dor,  Now,  as  the  Lord  doth  live,  this  wicked 

Is  judged,  and  shall  become  the  child  of  death 
Fourfold  to  the  poor  man  he  shall  restore, 
'  The  hum  of  Bma. 
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Thtit  witliDut  mrrcy  took  his  lainb  an  ay.    [thtsblf. 

Nalh.  Thou  art  tue  man,  akd  thou  hast  jddgkd 

David,  thus  snith  the  Lord  thy  Qod  by  me : 

I  thee  anointed  ting  in  Israel, 

And  saved  thee  from  the  tyrauny  of  Saul ; 

Thy  roaster's  house  I  fjave  thee  to  possess. 

Ilia  wives  unto  thy  bosom  I  did  give, 

And  Jiid»b  and  Jerusalem  withal; 

And  n:ight,  thou  know'at,  if  this  bad  been  too  small. 

Have  given  thee  more. 

Wherefore  then  hast  thou  gone  so  fax  astray. 

And  hast  done  evil,  and  sinned  iu  ray  sight? 

Uriaa  thou  host  killed  with  the  sword, 

Yea  Tvith  the  sword  of  the  uncircunicised 

Thou  hast  him  sluin ;  wherefore  from  this  day  forth 

The  sword  aboil  never  go  from  thee  and  thine : 

For  thou  hsat  taken  this  Hethitc's  wife  to  thee ; 

Wherefore  behold  1  will,  saith  Jacob's  God, 

In  thine  own  house  stir  evil  up  to  thee. 

Yea,  1  before  thy  face  will  take  thy  wives. 

And  give  them  to  thy  neighbour  to  poaaeas. 

This  shall  be  done  to  David  in  the  day. 

That  Israel  openly  may  see  thy  shame. 
Dan.  Nathan,  1  have  against  tlie  iJord,  I  have 

Siimed,  0,  sinned  grievously,  and  lo ! 

From  heaven's  throne  doth  David  thron  himself. 

And  groan  and  grovel  to  the  gates  of  hell. 
Nath.  David,  stand  up ;  ihus  saith  the  Lord  by  me, 

David  the  kbg  shall  Uve,  for  he  hath  seen 

The  true  repentant  sorrow  of  thy  heart ; 

But  for  thou  hast  in  this  misdeed  of  thine 

Stirr'd  up  the  enemies  of  Israel 

To  triumph  and  blaspheme  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 

And  say,  "  He  set  a  nicked  man  to  reign 

Over  his  loved  people  and  his  tribes;" 

The  child  shall  surely  die,  that  erst  was  bom. 

His  mother's  sin,  his  kingly  father's  scorn. 
Dav.  How  just  is  Jacob's  God  in  all  bis  works  I 

But  must  it  die,  that  David  loveth  so? 

0,  that  the  mighty  one  of  Israel 

Nill  change  his  doom,  and  says  the  babe  must  die ! 

Mourn,  Israel,  and  weep  in  Sion  gates ; 

Wither,  ye  cedar  trees  of  Lebanon ; 
Ye  aproutbg  almonds,  with  yoiu'  Sowing  tops, 
Droup,  drown,  and  drench  in  Hebron's  feanul  si 
The  babe  must  die,  that  was  to  David  bom, 
fiis  moihet's  sm,  hi*  kin^y  Other's  soom. 


I  To 
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Absaixdh,  relelling. 
Now  for  the  crown  arid  tbrane  of  Israel, 
To  be  conliim'd  nitli  virtue  of  roy  Bword, 
And  writ  with  David's  blood  upon  the  hlude. 
Now,  Jove',  let  forth  the  golden  firmament. 
And  look  on  him  with  all  thy  fiery  eyea. 
Which  thou  haet  made  to  give  their  glortouH  light. 
To  shon  thou  lavcst  the  virtue  of  thy  hand. 
Let  fall  a  wreath  of  stars  upon  my  head, 
Whose  influence  may  goTem  Israel 
With  state  esceeding  all  her  other  kings. 
Fight,  lords  and  captaina,  that  your  sovereign 
Hay  shine  in  honoui  brighter  than  the  sua. 
And  with  the  virtue  of  my  beauteous  rays 
Slake  this  ftur  land  as  fruitful  as  the  fields. 
That  with  sweet  milk  and  honey  overflow'd. 
God  in  the  whizzing  of  a  pleasant  wind 
Shall  march  upon  the  tops  of  mulberry  trees. 
To  cool  all  breasts  that  bum  vrith  any  griefs ; 
As  whilom  he  was  good  to  Moses'  men. 
By  day  the  Lord  shall  sit  within  a  cloud. 
To  gmde  your  footsteps  to  the  lields  of  joy ; 
And  in  the  night  a  pillar  bright  as  tire 
Bhalt  go  before  you  like  a  second  sun. 
Wherein  tlie  Essence  of  his  Godhead  is; 
That  day  and  night  you  may  be  brought  to  peace. 
And  never  swerve  from  that  delightsome  paUi 
That  leails  vour  souls  to  perfect  happiness : 
This  he  shall  do  for  joy  when  I  am  king- 
Then  fight,  brave  captains,  that  these  joys  may  fly 
Into  yoiU'  bosoms  with  sweet  victory. 


Ahs.  Fvst  Abtalom  was  by  the  trumpet's  soond 
Froclaim'd  through  Hebron  king  of  Israel ; 
t.And  now  is  set  in  fair  Jerusulem 
I  With  complete  state  and  glory  of  a  crown. 
I  Bifiy  feir  footmen  by  my  chariot  run ; 
I  And  to  the  air,  whose  rupture  rings  my  fame, 
V  Where'er  I  ride,  they  ofler  reverence. 
r  Why  should  not  AbMlom,  that  in  his  face 
>  Carries  the  final  purpose  of  bis  God, 
{That  is,  to  work  him  grace  in  Israel), 
Endeavour  to  achieve  with  all  his  strength 
The  state  that  most  may  satisfy  his  joy — 
*  Jore,  fbi  Jehovah. 
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Keeping  hia  statutea  and  his  coTenBnls  kio*  7 

His  tbunder  ia  eDtanglcd  in  my  hair. 

And  with  my  be&uty  is  his  lightniog  quencb'd. 

I  aia  the  mtm  he  made  to  glory  in, 

When  by  the  errors  of  my  father's  sin 

He  lost  the  path,  that  led  into  the  land 

Wherewith  our  diosen  Kicestora  were  blesa'd. 


TETHYS'  FESTIVAL!  BY  SAMfEL  DAIflKL.  1610. 
Song  at  a  Court  JUasqve. 
Are  they  shadows  that  we  see 
And  can  shadowi  pleasure  give  ? — 
Pleasures  only  shadows  be. 
Cast  by  bodies  we  conceive; 
And  are  made  the  things  we  deem 
In  those  ligiires  which  they  seem. — 
But  these  pleasures  Tanish  fast, 
Which  by  shailows  are  eipteas'd : — 
Pleasures  are  not,  if  they  lost ; 
In  their  passing  is  their  best. 
Glory  is  most  bright  and  gay 
In  a  flash,  and  so  away. 
Feed  apace  then,  greedy  eyes, 
On  the  wonder  you  behold; 
Take  it  sudden  as  it  flies. 
Though  you  take  it  not  to  hold : 
When  jour  eyes  have  done  thrir  part. 
Thought  must  lengthen  it  in  the  neait. 


A  LOOKIKa  GLASS  FOR  ENGLAND  AUD   LONDtOTi 
A   TEAGI-COMEDY,    BY    THOMAS    LODGE     AKD 
EOBEBT  GB.EEN,  1598. 
AXTIDA,  Faramotir  to  RiBSI,  the  great  Jaag  qfAsti/ria,  etmri*  a 

petty  king  of  Cilicia. 
Alv.  Ladies,  go  ait  you  down  amidst  this  bower. 
And  let  the  eunuchs  play  you  all  aalcep : 
Put  garlands  made  of  roses  on  your  heads. 
And  play  the  wantons,  whilst  I  talk  awhile. 
Ladkt.  Thou  beautiful  of  all  the  world,  we  will.       [^Extuat. 
dlv.  King  of  Cilieia,  kind  and  cuurteoua; 
Like  to  thyself,  because  a  lovely  king ; 
Come  lay  thee  down  upon  thy  mistress'  knee. 
And  I  will  sii^  and  talk  of  love  t-  ■'•  — 
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ICt'.  Moat  graciuue  paragon  of  eiceUence, 
It  fits  not  sueii  an  abject  wretch  as  I 
To  talk  nith  Rssni's  pnntmour  and  love. 
Alv.  To  talk,  sweet  ii'ienil  1  who  would  not  talk  vcith  thee  ? 
O,  he  not  cay;  art  thou  not  only  fair? 
Come  twine  thine  arms  about  this  anow-white  neck, 
A  love-nest  for  the  great  Assyrian  king. 
Blushing  I  tell  thee,  fair  Cibcisji  prince. 
None  but  thyself  can  merit  such  a  grace. 
CU.  Madam,  I  hope  you  mean  not  for  to  mock  me. 
Atn.  No,  king,  fair  kmg,  my  meantne  is  to  yoke  thee, 
Hear  me  but  sing  of  love :  then  oy  my  aigbs, 
My  tears,  my  glancing  looke,  my  changed  cheer, 
I  Thou  slialt  perceive  how  1  do  hold  thee  dear. 

CU.  Sing,  madam,  if  you  please ;  but  love  in  jest. 
'       Ah.  Nay,  I  will  love,  and  sigh  at  every  jest. 
^^^^_  She  liagt. 

^^^^^L  Saanly,  alaa!  where  wast  thou  bom, 

^^^^^1  Thue  to  hold  thyself  in  scorn, 

^^^^^1  When  as  Beautj  luBs'd  to  woo  thee ; 

^^^H  Thou  by  beauty  doat  undo  uo? 

^^^^^B  H^gho,  despise  me  not. 

^^^^^K  I  and  thou  in  eootb  are  mie, 

^^^H  Fairer  thou,  I  fairer  none : 

^^^^^P  Wanton  thou ;  and,  wEt  thou,  wanton, 

^^^^  Yield  a  cruel  heart  to  plant  On  ? 

Do  me  right,  and  do  me  reason ; 
Cruelty  is  cursed  treason. 

Heigho,  I  love  j  hdgho,  I  love  j 
Heigho,  and  yet  he  eyes  me  not. 
CU.  Madam,  your  song  is  passing  passionate. 
A!i>.  And  wilt  thou  then  not  pity  my  estate? 
Cil,  Ask  love  of  them  who  pity  may  impart. 
Alv.  I  ask  of  thee,  sweet  i  &ou  hast  stole  my  heart. 
Cil,  Your  tore  is  fixed  on  a  greater  king. 
Alv.  Tut,  women's  love— it  is  a  fickle  thing. 
1  love  my  Raani  for  my  dignity  : 
I  love  Cilician  king  for  his  sweet  eye. 
I  love  my  Rasni,  smce  be  rules  the  world : 
But  more  I  love  this  kingly  little  world. 
How  sweet  he  looks  1—0  were  I  Cynthia's  sphere, 
And  thou  Endyinioo,  I  should  hold  thee  dear : 
Thus  should  mme  arms  be  spread  about  thy  neck. 
Thus  would  I  kiss  my  love  at  every  beck. 
Thus  would  I  sigh  to  see  thee  sweetly  sleep ; 
And  if  thou  wakest  not  soon,  thus  would  I  we 
And  thus,  and  thus,  and  thus ;  thus  much  I  k 
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Fbobskfinb  nekingJUiuiers. 

Proa.  0,  may  theie  meadowi  ever  barren  be. 
That  yield  of  flowers  no  more  ¥nriet_v ! 
Here  neitlier  ii  the  white  nor  uinguine  rose. 
The  strawberry  flower,  the  raunce,  nor  vitilet, 
Methiuks  1  hRve  too  poor  a  meadow  chose : 
Going  to  beg,  I  am  with  a  beggar  met, 
TliBt  want!  BB  mueh  ai  I.     I  should  do  ill 
To  take  from  them  that  need.— 

Ckbsb,  afier  the  rape  of  her  daughter. 

Cer.  Whece  is  my  fair  and  lovely  Proserpine? 

Speak,  Jove's  fair  daughter,  whitlier  art  thou  strav'dT 
I  have  Bonj^ht  the  meadows,  glebes,  and  nen-reap'd'fielilt, 
Yet  cannot  find  my  ehild.     Her  seatter'd  flowers. 
And  garland  half  made  up,  T  have  lit  upon ; 
But  her  1  cannot  spy.     Behold  the  trace 
Of  some  Btrange  wagon',  that  hath  seorch'd  the  trees, 
And  singed  the  grass:  these  ruts  tbe  sun  ne'er  sear'd. 
Where  art  thou,  love,  where  art  thou,  Proserpine? — 
Ske  questions  TrUonfor  her  daughter. 

Cer.  thou  that  on  thy  shelly  trumpet 

Summons  the  sea-god,  answer  tram  the  depth. 

Trit.  On  Neptune's  aea-horse  with  my  concave  trump 

Through  all  the  abyss  1  have  shrill'd  thy  daughter's  loss. 
The  channels  clothed  in  waters,  the  low  cities 
Tn  which  the  water-gods  and  sea-nymphs  dwell, 
Ihavepenised;  sought  through  whole  woods  and  foresB 
Of  leafless  coral,  planted  in  the  deeps ; 
Toas'd  up  the  beds  of  pearl ;  roused  up  huee  whales. 
And  stem  sea-monsters,  from  their  rocky  dens ; 
Those  bottomB,  bottomless;  shallows  and  shelves. 
And  all  those  currents  where  the  earth's  springs  break  in 
Those  plains  where  Neptune  feeds  his  porpoises. 
Sea-morses,  seals,  and  all  his  cattle  else  : 
Through  all  our  ebbs  and  tides  my  trump  hath  blazed  ber. 
Yet  can  no  cavern  show  me  Proserpine. 
She  queaiioia  tbe  Harih. 

Cer.  Fair  sister  Earth,  for  all  these  beauteous  fields. 

Spread  o'er  thy  breast ;  for  all  these  fertile  crops. 

With  which  my  plenty  hath  enrich'd  thy  hoaom; 

For  all  those  nch  and  pleasant  wreaths  of  grain, 

'  ThecarofDifl, 
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With  which  so  oft  thy  temples  I  have  crovni'd ; 
For  all  the  yearly  liveries,  and  freah  robea. 
Upon  thy  summer  heauty  I  bestow — 
Show  me  my  child  I 

Earth.  Not  in  revenge,  fair  Cerea, 

That  your  remorseless  ploughs  have  raked  my  brensl, 

Nor  that  your  iron-tooth'd  harrows  print  my  faci' 

So  full  of  wrinkles  i  that  you  dig  my  sides 

For  marl  and  soil,  and  make  me  bleed  my  springs 

Through  all  my  open'd  veina  to  weaken  me — 

Uo  1  conceal  your  daughter.     I  have  spread 

My  arms  from  sea  to  aea,  look'd  o'er  my  mouDtaiu>i, 

Examined  all  my  pastures,  groves,  and  plains. 

Marshes  and  wolds,  my  woods  and  ehampun  fields. 

My  dens  and  cavea^ — and  yet,  from  foot  to  head, 

1  have  no  place  on  wbieh  the  Moon'  doth  tread. 

CfT.  Then,  Earth,  thou  hast  lost  her;  and  for  ProBerpiiU'. 
I  '11  strike  thee  with  a  lasting  barrenness. 
No  more  shall  plenty  crown  thy  fertile  brows; 
I  '11  break  thy  ploughs,  thy  oxen  murrain-strike : 
With  idle  agues  I  '11  consume  thy  swaina ; 
Sow  tares  and  cockles  in  thy  lands  of  wheat, 
Whose  spikes  the  weed  and  cooch-graaa  ahull  oatgrii», 
And  choke  it  in  the  blade.     The  rotten  showers 
Shall  drown  thy  seed,  which  the  hot  sun  shall  pareb. 
Or  mildews  rot;  and  what  remains,  shall  be 
A  prey  to  ravenous  birds. — O  Proserpine  I — 
You  gods  that  dwell  above,  and  you  below, 
Both  of  the  woods  and  gardens,  rivers,  brooks, 
Fountains  and  wells,  some  one  among  you  all 
Sliow  me  herself  or  grave :  to  you  I  rail. 
Arethiaa  rueth. 

Are.  That  can  the  river  Arethuaa  do.  ^ 

My  streams  you  know,  fair  goddess,  issue  forth 
From  Tartary  hy  the  Tienariau  isles : 
My  bead 's  in  Hell  where  Stygian  Pluto  reigns ; 
There  did  I  see  the  lovely  iToserpine, 
Whom  Pluto  hath  rapt  hence :  behold  her  girdle. 
Which  on  her  way  dropp'd  from  her  lovely  waist, 
And  (catter'd  in  ray  streams. — Flur  Queen,  ailieu  ! 
Crown  you  my  hanks  with  flowers,  as  I  tell  true. 
'  Froeerpine;  who  was  also  Luna  in  Heaven,  Diana  on  Eiirik 
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BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR,  1611. 

SiBIIXA,  the  teife  of  SaTCBN,  U  by  iim  enjoined  to  stay  the  •■ 
bom  JirpiTEB.     Sone  can  do  it  for  hit  rmile: 
j^TBTi.n      Yesta.     Ndbse. 
Sib.  Mother,  of  all  tbot  ever  mother*  were 

Moat  wretuhed  1  Kiss  thy  sweet  babe  ere  he  die. 

That  hath  hfe  only  kut  to  suffer  death. 

Sweet  lad,  I  would  thj  father  saw  thee  amile. 

Thy  beauty,  and  thy  pretty  infancy, 

W^Duld  molhfy  his  heart,  were  it  hew'd  from  flint. 

Or  carved  with  iron  tools  from  Coraic  rock. 

Thou  laugh'at  to  think  thou  must  be  kill'd  in  jest. 

O !  if  thim  needs  must  die,  I  '11  he  thy  murdereas, 

And  kill  thee  with  my  kisses,  pretty  knave. — 

And  c!msC  thou  laugh  to  see  thv  mother  weepT 

Or  art  thou  in  thy  cheerful  imiles  so  free. 

In  scorn  of  thy  rude  father's  tyranny  1 

1  'il  kisa  thee  ere  I  kiU  thee !  for  my  life 

The  lad  so  smUes,  I  cannot  hold  tfae  knife. 
Vest.  Then  give  him  me;  I  am  his  grandmother, 

And  I  will  kill  him  gently :  thi«  lad  ofliue 

Belongs  to  me,  as  to  the  next  of  kin. 
Sib.  For  heaven's  sake,  uiften  you  i^ll  him,  hurl  &im  nol. 
Vest.  Come,  Uttle  knave,  prepare  your  naketl  throat  ; 

I  have  not  heart  to  give  thee  many  wounds; 

My  kindness  is  to  take  thy  hfe  at  once. 

Now— 

Alack,  my  pretty  grandchild,  smilest  thou  still  Tj 

I  have  lust  to  kiaa,  hut  have  no  heart  tc 
Nurse.  You  may  he  careless  of  the  king's  co 

But  it  concerns  me ;  and  I  love  my  life 

More  than  I  do  a  stripling's.     Give  him  n 

I  '11  make  him  sure ;  a  sharp  weapon  lend, 

I  'U  quickly  bring  the  youngster  to  his  encL 

Alack,  my  pretty  knave,  'twere  more  than  ain 

With  a  sharii  knife  to  touch  thy  tender  akin. 

0  madam,  he  'a  so  tiill  of  angel  grace. 

1  cannot  strike,  he  smiles  so  in  my  (ace. 

I  '11  wink,  and  strike ;  come,  once  mora  reach  him  hither}  j 
For  die  he  must,  so  Saturn  hath  decreed ; 

Las  for  a  world  I  would  not  see  him  bleed  1 

Ne  shall  he  do.     But  swear  me  seerecy ; 
I'he  babe  shall  hve,  and  we  be  dangerlew. 


^^Busa 
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BUSST  D'AMBOIS  HIS  BEVENGE :  A  TRAGEDY, 
Br  GEORGE  CHAPMAN,  1613. 
IPlays  and  Fia^era. 
Guise.  I  would  liave  these  things 

Brought  upon  stages,  to  let  mighty  miseis 
See  ^  their  grave  and  serioiu  miecbiefi  play'd, 
As  once  they  were  in  Athena  and  old  Rome. 
Cterraont,  Nay,  we  must  now  have  nothing  brought  on  stages 
Kut  puppetry,  and  pied  ridiculous  antics. 
Men  thither  come  t^  laugb,  and  feed  fool-fat ; 
Check  at  all  goodness  there,  aa  being  profaned : 
When,  wheresoever  Goodness  comes,  she  makes 
The  place  still  sacred,  though  with  other  feet 
Never  so  much  'tis  scandai'd  and  polluted. 
Let  me  learn  any  thing,  that  Hts  a  man,  , 

In  any  stahles  shown,  as  well  as  stages. — 
Balifroy.  Why,  is  not  all  the  world  esteem'd  a  stage? 
Clfrmont.  Yea,  and  light  worthily )  and  stages  too 
Have  a  respect  due  to  them,  if  but  only 
For  what  the  good  Greek  moralist  aaya  of  them : 
"Is  a  man  proud  of  greatness,  or  of  riches? 
Give  tne  an  expert  actor;  I'll  show  all 
That  can  within  hia  greatest  glory  fall: 
Is  a  man  'fraid  with  poverty  and  lowness  ? 
Give  me  an  actor ;  I  '11  show  every  eye 
What  he  lamcnis  so,  and  so  much  does  fly ; 
The  heat  and  worst  of  hoth."— If  but  for  this  then. 
To  make  the  proudest  outside,  that  most  swella 
With  things  without  him,  and  above  his  worth. 
See  how  small  cause  lie  has  to  be  so  blown  up; 
And  the  moat  poor  man,  to  be  grieved  with  poorness; 
Both  being  so  easily  borne  by  expert  acWra ; 
The  stage  and  actors  are  not  so  contemptful. 
As  every  innovating  pm'itan, 
And  ignorant  swearer  out  of  jealous  envy. 
Would  have  the  world  imagine.     And  bewdes 
That  all  things  have  been  hken'd  to  the  mirth 
Used  upon  stages,  and  to  stages  Rtted; 
The  splenetive  philosopher,  that  ever 
Laugh 'd  at  them  all,  were  worthy  the  enstnging : 
All  objects,  were  they  ne'er  so  fall  of  tears, 
He  so  conceited,  that  he  could  distil  thence 
Matter,  that  still  fed  his  ridiculous  humour. 
Heard  he  a,  lawyer,  never  so  vehement  pleading, 
He  stood  and  laugh'd.    Heard  he  atradesi  '" 

Kctot  m  thriftily,  selling  of  his  w  ■ 
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He  stood  ami  iBUgb'il,     UeatU  lie  a  holj  brotfccn 
For  hollow  ostentatioD,  st  his  prayert 

Ne'er  «o  impetuously,  lie  stood  and  laugh'd. 
Saw  he  a  great  man,  nefer  ao  insulting, 
Severely  inflicting,  gravely  giving  laws. 
Not  for  their  good,  but  hia — he  itood  and  lau^^h'd. 
Saw  he  ■  youthful  widow. 
Never  so  weeping,  wringing  of  her  hands 
For  her  dead  lord,  still  the  philosopher  iaugb'd. — 
Now,  whether  he  supposed  all  these  preaentmeuta 
Were  only  maakeries,  and  wore  false  faee«. 
Or  else  were  simply  vain,  I  take  no  care ; 
But  still  he  laugh'd,  how  grave  siic'er  they  were. 
Sioicitm. 

in  this  one  thing  all  the  disdpline 

Of  manners  and  of  manhood  is  contain'd ; 
A  man  to  join  himself  with  the  universe 
In  his  main  sway;  and  make  (in  all  tbin^  fit) 
One  with  that  All ;  and  go  on,  round  as  it ; 
Not  plucking  from  the  whole  his  wretched  part. 
And  into  straits,  or  into  naught  revert ; 
Wishing  the  complete  universe  might  be 
Subject  to  such  a  rag  of  it  as  he. 
Apparitiona  htfore  the  bodyi  dealk ;  Scollce,  second  nght. 

these  true  shadows  of  tbe  Gniae  and  cardmal, 

Forerunning;  thus  their  bodies,  may  approve. 
That  all  things  to  he  done,  as  here  we  live. 
Are  done  before  all  times  in  the  other  life. 

8ATIROML48TIX :  A  COMEDY,  BT  THOMAS  DEq 

1602'. 
Horace,  What  could  1  do,  out  of  a  just  revenge. 
But  bring  them  to  the  stage?  they  envy  me. 
Because  I  hold  more  worthy  company. 
DemelHus.  Good  Horace,  no ;  my  cheeks  do  blush  for  i 
As  often  as  thou  speak'st  so.    Where  one  true 
And  nobly-virtuous  spirit  for  thy  best  part 
Loves  thee,  I  wish  one  ten  ev'n  from  my  heart. 
I  make  account  1  put  up  as  deep  share 
In  any  good  man's  love,  which  thy  worth  owns. 
As  thou  tbyaelf  i  we  envy  not  to  see 
Thy  friends  with  bays  to  crown  thy  poesy. 
'  In  this  eomedj,  Ben  Jonson,  under  Ihe  name  of  Horace,  in 
reprehended,  in  retaliation  of  his  "  Poetaster ; "  in  which  ha  had 
Qtlatked  two  of  his  brother  dnunatiets,  probablj'  Mawton  and 
Uecker,  under  the  name  of  Ociipiniu  and  Demetmis. 


No,  here  the  gall  lica ;  we,  that  kooiv  what  stuff 
Thy  very  heart  is  made  of,  know  the  atalk 
On  which  thy  learning  grown,  and  can  give  life 
To  thy  (oQCe-dyingJ  basenesB,  yet  must  wu 
Dance  antics  on  thy  paper. 
Crispinus.  This  makes  us  angrj',  hut  not  envious. 
No;  were  thy  warp'd  soul  put  in  a  new  mould, 
I  'd  wear  thee  as  a  jewel  set  in  gold. 


■  THE  ANTIPODES :  A  COMEDY, 

BY  RICHARD  BROOME,  1633, 
Uirealioas  to  platen. 

'Nobleman.  My  actors 

Are  all  in  readiness,  and  I  think  all  perfect 

But  one,  that  never  will  be  perfect  in  a  thing 

He  studies;  yet  he  makes  such  shifts  extempore 

(Knowing  the  purjiose  what  he  is  to  speak  to). 

That  he  moves  mirth  in  me  tove  all  the  rest. 

For  I  am  none  of  those  poetic  furies. 

That  threats  the  actor's  life,  in  a  whole  play 

That  silds  B  syllable,  or  takes  away. 

If  he  can  fribble  through,  and  move  delight 

In  others,  I  am  pleased,      *      *      »      * 


Let  n 


In  the  scholastic  way  you  brought  to  town  with  yov 
With  see-saw,  saek-a-down,  like  a  sawyer; 
Nor  in  a  comic  scene  jilay  Hercules  Fiirens, 
Tearing  your  throat  to  split  the  audienta'  ears ; — 
And  you,  air,  you  had  got  a  trick  of  late 
Of  holding  out  your  breech  in  a  set  speech ; 
Your  fingers  flbulating  on  your  breast. 
As  if  your  buttons  or  your  bandstrings  were 
Helps  to  your  memory ;  let  me  see  you  in  it 
No  more,  I  charge  you.     No,  nor  you,  sir. 
In  that  o'er-action  of  your  legs  I  told  you  of, 
Your  singles  and  your  doubles — look  you — thus — 
Like  one  of  the  dancing-masters  of  the  bear-garden 
And  when  you  have  spoke,  at  end  of  every  speech. 
Not  mindiug  the  reply,  you  turn  you  round 
As  tumblers  do,  when  betwixt  every  feat 
Tliey  gather  wind  by  firking  up  their  breeches. 
I  '11  none  of  these  absurdities  in  my  bouse ; 
But  words  and  actions  married  so  togetlicr. 
That  shall  strike  harmony  in  the  ears  and  eyes 
Of  the  seTerest,  if  judicious,  critics 
My  lord,  we  are  corrected. 
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SobUmai.  Go.  be  ready. — 

But  joa,  at,  are  inmnigible,  tuid 

Take  licence  to  vourself  tu  add  unto 

Your  pwt*  your  own  free  fsncr ;  and  Bometimes 

To  alter  or  'diminish  what  the  vnter 

With  care  and  skill  composed ;  uul  "hen  fon  are 

To  ipeak  to  jour  co-aclon  in  the  scene. 

You  hold  interlocutions  with  the  aadientx. 
Player.  That  is  a  way,  ray  lard,  has  been  ■ilow'd 

On  elder  atapea,  to  move  mirth  and  langhter. 
Noblemati,  Yes,  in  the  days  of  Tarleton  and  lieinp. 

Before  the  stage  was  purged  from  barbarian). 

And  brought  to  the  perfection  it  now  shines  Httb. 

Then  fools  and  jesters  spent  their  wits,  becaiue 

The  poets  were  wise  enough  to  save  their  own 

For  profitabler  uses. 

A  Doclor  iiiwoBr*  hit  patienl,  wAo  ii  crazed  with  reading  lyiv 

book*  of  iraveli,  by  prBlesdiitg  l&al  he  Aimtelf  hat  beeit  a  grai 

traveller  in  hit  time. 

PERBOB.INB,  tkepatient.    Doctoa.    Ladt. 

Per.  All  the  world  over  have  you.  been? 

Docl.  Over  and  under  too. 

Per.  In  the  Antipodes? 

Docl.  Yes,  through  and  through. 

Kor  isle  nor  angle  in  the  other  world 
lint  1  have  made  discovery  of.     Do  you 
Think,  sir,  to  the  Antipodes  such  aioumt^? 

Per.  I  think  there  'b  none  beyond  it,  and  that  Handevil 
Was  the  only  man  came  near  it. 

Doct.  Mandevil  went  far. 

Per.  Beyond  all  English  legs  that  1  can  read  of. 

Doct.  What  think  vou,sir.  ^  Drake,  our  famous  countrynuinT 

Per.  Drake  was  a  bidupper  to  Mandevil, 

Cnndish  and  Ilawkius,  Frohisher,  all  our  voyagers 

Went  short  of  Mandevil :  but  had  he  reaeh'd 

To  this  place — here— yea  here — this  wilderness  j 

And  seen  the  trees  of  the  sun  and  moon,  that  speak. 

And  told  king  Alexander  of  his  death ; 

He  then 

Had  left  a  passage  ope  for  travellers. 

That  now  is  kept  and  guarded  by  mild  beasts ; 

Dragons  and  serpents,  elephants  white  and  blue; 

Tlnicarns  and  lions,  of  many  colours; 

And  monsters  more,  as  numberless  as  nameless, 

Doet.  Stay  fiiere — 

Per.  Keaii  here  else :  can  you  read  ? 
Ii  it  not  ttaa  ? 
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Doet.  No  truer,  than  1 1ia?e  seen  it. 

You  hear  me  not  deny  that  all  is  true. 

That  Maudcvil  dehrci's  of  hia  traveU; 

Yet  I  royself  may  be  as  well  believed. 
Per.  Since  you  speak  reverently  of  him,  aay  on. 
Doct.  Of  Europe  I'll  not  speak,  'tis  too  near  home; 

Who 's  not  familiar  nitti  the  Spanish  garb. 

The  Italian  crinee,  IVench  nhnig,  and  Gcrmau  hug? 

Nor  will  I  trouble  you  with  my  observations 

Fetch'd  &am  Arabia,  Paphlsgonia, 

MeH)pot4unia,  Mauritania, 

Syria,  Thessalia,  Persia,  India ; 

All  etiU  is  too  near  home :  thougli  I  have  touch'd 

The  clouds  upon  the  Pyrenean  mountains. 

And  been  on  Paphos  hill,  where  1  have  kiss'd 

The  image  of  hnght  Venus ;  all  is  still 

Too  near  home  lo  be  boasted.     They  sound 

In  a  far  traveUer's  ear. 

Like  the  reports  of  those,  that  beggingly 

Have  put  out  on  returns  from  Edinburgh, 

Paris,  or  Venice ;  or  perhaps  Madrid, 

Whither  a  Milauer  may  vtitn  half  a  nose 

Smell  out  hJB  way ;  aud  is  not  near  so  difHcult, 

As  for  some  man  in  debt,  and  unprotected. 

To  walk  from  Charing  Cross  to  the  Old  F.schange. 

No,  I  nill  pitch  no  nearer  than  the  Antipodes ; 

That  which  is  furthest  distant ;  foot  to  foot 

Against  our  region. 
Lady.  What,  with  their  heels  upwarils? 

Bless  us,  how  'scape  they  breaking  of  their  necks? 
Doct.  They  walk  upon  firm  earth,  as  we  do  here; 

And  have  the  brmament  over  their  heads. 

As  we  have  here. 
Lady.  And  yet  just  under  us ! 

Where  is  Hell  then?  if  tliey,  whose  feet  are'towards  u« 

At  the  lower  part  of  the  world,  have  Heaven  too 

Beyond  their  ocada,  where  'a  Hell? 
Doct.  You  may  find  that 

Without  inquiry. 

Scene,  at  the  Antipodes. 
If.B.  In  (Sfl  AnHpodea,  every  fking  goet  contrary  to  ow  matmen 
teivei  ru/e  their  hasbandi;  eervanle  gorem  their  maaterts  ol 
men  go  to  school  agaU,  tj-c. 

Son.     Sbrvant.     Gentleman,  and  Lady,  nativea, 
Enomgh  Traveller, 
ServoKt  [to  iJM  yoimg  maiter).    How  well  y 
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Your  father  to  icliool  to  day,  knowing  how  apt 

He  U  to  play  the  truant ! 
Son.  But  he  is  not 

Yet  gone  to  Bchool. 
Servant.  Stand  hy,  nnd  you  shall  see. 

Enter  three  Old  Men  mth  satchtlt. 
All  tkrte  (^singing).  Bomine,  ilomiae,  duster : 
Three  knaves  in  a  cluaier. 
Sob.  O,  thii  is  gftllwit  pastime.     Nay,  come  on. 

la  this  your  school  ?  was  that  your  lesson,  ha  1 
Is(  014  Man,  Pray  now,  good  son,  indi^,  indeed — 
Son.  Indeed 

You  shall  to  whool.     Anay  with  him ;  and  take 

Their  wagships  with  him,  the  whole  cluster  of  them. 
2nd  out  Man.  You  aha'at  send  ua  now,  so  you  sha'nt. 
3rd  Old  Man.  We  be  none  of  your  father,  bo  we  be'n't. 
Son.  Away  with  them,  I  say ;  and  tell  tbeir  school- mistreu 

What  truants  they  are,  and  bid  her  pay  them  soundlr. 
All  Ihrer.  0,0.0! 
Lady.  Alas  I  will  nobody  beg  pardon  for 

The  poor  old  boys?  [schoolT 

English  Traveller.    Do  men  of  such  fair  years  here  go  to 
Gentleman.  They  wodd  die  dunces  else. 

These  were  great  scholars  in  their  youth ;  but  when 

Age  growa  upon  men  here,  their  learning  waates. 

And  so  decays,  that  if  they  live  until 

Threescore,  their  sons  send  them  to  school  again ; 

They  'd  die  aa  speechless  else  as  new-bom  children. 
English  Trateller.  Tis  a  wise  nation ;  and  the  piety 

Of  the  young  men  most  rare  and  commendable. 

Yet  give  me,  aa  a  stranger,  leave  to  beg 

Their  liberty  this  day. 
Stm.  Tig  granted. 

Hold  uii  your  heads,  and  thank  the  gentleman. 

Like  scholara,  with  your  heels  now. 
All  three.  Gratias,  gratias,  gratiai.  \_Exeunt  nnging 

THE  ASPARAGUS  GARDEN :  A  COMEDY, 
BY  THE  SAME  AUTUOE,  163^1. 
Private  conference. 
Father-in-Law.  You  'U  not  assault  me  in  my  own  house,  nor 
urge  me  beyond  my  patience  with  your  borrowing 
attempts.  [rowing) 

Spendthrift  Knight.  1  have  not  used  the  word  of  loan  or  bor- 
Only  some  private  conference  I  requested. 


I      Path.  Privat 


THE  ASPABiGlTa 


as  dreadful  as  Stand  and  Deliver.— 
abroail,  and  her  long  night-wntchings  at  home,  short- 
ened my  daughter's  days,  and  cast  her  into  her  grave ; 
and  'twan  not  long  before  all  her  estate  was  buried 
Spend.  1  wish  my  life  might  hare  excusrd  [too. 

Her'a  far  more  precious;  never  had  a  man 
A  juster  cause  to  mourn. 
Fath.  Nor  mourned  more  justly ;  it  is  your  only  wearing;  you 
have  just  none  other;  nor  have  had  any  means  to 
purchase  better  any  time  these  seven  yeara,  1  take 
It  1  by  which  means  you  have  got  the  name  of  the 
Mouraing  Knight. 
TiMOTBY  HoniEH,  Ihe  Yeamati'a  son,  dtsirei  to  be  made  a  gentle- 
man.   Se  comulis  ait/t  kisfiieadt. 
Moneylack.  Well,  sir,  we  will  take  the  speediest  course  with 
Hoyd.  But  must  I  bleed?  [you. 

Mom.  Yea,  you  must  bleed;  your  father's  blood  must  out. 

Jle  was  but  a  yeoman,  was  he?  [shire. 

Hoyd,  As  rank  a.  clown  [none  dispraised)  as  any  in  Somereet- 
Mon.  His  foul  rank  blood  of  bacon  and  pease  porridge 
Must  out  of  you  to  the  last  dram — 


replenished  with  pure  blood  still,  as  you  lose  the 

puildle. 
Hoyd.  I  was  bewitched,  I  think,  before  I  was  begot,  to  have 

a  clown  to  my  father.    Yet  my  mother  said  she  was 
Spr.  Said!  what  will  not  women  say?  [a  gentlewoman. 

Moa.  Be  content,  sir;  here 's  half  a  labour  saved ;  you  shall 

bleeil  hut  of  one  side.  The  mother  vein  shall  not  be 

pricked. 
Old  Sthixke,  ajler  a  qvarrelUng  bout  vath  aid  TODCHWOOB. 
Touckwood.  I  have  put  him  into  these  fits  this  forty  years,  and 

hope  to  cboke  him  at  last.  [Aside  j  and  exit. 

Striker.  Hub,  huh,  huh  \  so  he  is  gone,  the  villain 's  gone  in 

hopes  that  he  has  killed  me,  when  my  comfort  is  he 

Uhas  recovered  me.  1  was  heart-sick  with  a  conceit, 
which  lay  so  miugled  with  my  phlegm,  that  1  bad 
perished  if  1  had  not  broke  it,  and  made  ine  spit  it 
out ;  hem,  he  is  gone,  I  '11  home  merrily.  I  would 
not  he  should  know  the  good  he  has  don 
ha 


t  he  should  know  the  good  he  fa 
half  my  estate  j  nor  would  I  be  at  peace  wi^^^^^^ 


save  it  all.    I  would  not  li»e  his  hatred  for  all  Hit 

good  neighbourhoud  of  the  parish. 
tlis  malice  works  upon  me 
Past  all  the  drugs  and  all  the  doctor'  couDsela, 
That  e'er  I  coped  with;  he  has  been  ay  vexation 
E'er  since  my  wife  died ;  if  the  rascal  knew  it. 
He  would  be  frierid»,  and  I  were  instantly 
But  a  dead  man ;  1  could  not  get  another 
To  anger  me  so  handsomely. 


SIR  RICHARD  FAKSHAW'3  TRANSLATTON  OP 
"QUERER  POR  SOLO  QCEREB"— "TO  LOVE  FOE 
LOVE'S  SAKE;"  A  ROMANTIC  DRAMA.  WKITTEH 
IN  SPANISH  BY  MENDOZA,     1648. 

FKLiHBBiTO,  priace  af  Feraia,from  apietun  seat  him  of  tie  irow 
Amoioaian  queen  of  Tar ttay,  ZelidaUBA,  becoming  eHomoarat, 
leti  ouijbr  lAai  realm;  tit  Ain  wag  thither  disatchatUa  a  gtueit 
ijfArabg;  but  JlTaf,oven!Ovke  by  fatigue,  falU  aileep  in  tk»E»- 
chaitted  GroBf,  tchere  ZnMSAVm.  Aertaff,  conu»jr  bi/,  tttaii  (j|« 
pieturefiom  him.  The  paition  of  the  romance  arusjt_/Vani  ill 
remorie  at  being  taken  «o  negligent ;  and  ier  disdain  that  ie 
should  sleep,  having  the  campaag  of  her  pictuiv.  She  hereplagt 
npoa  him,  who  does  not  get  kaoin  her,  in  the  disguise  of  a  nunc. 

Fel.  What  a  spanking  Lahradora ! 

Zel.  Yon,  the  unkent  Knight,  God  ye  giid  mora' ! 

Fel,  The  time  of  day  thou  dost  mistake. 

"  '    —and  joy — 


By  a  sure  sign,  you  are  awake. 
Fel.  Awake  ?  the  sign — 
Zel.  Your  being  a  lover. 
Fel.  In  luTC  am  1 } 
Zel.  — and  very  deep. 
Fel.  Deep  in.lovef  bow  is  that  seen! 
Zel.  Perfectly.     You  do  not  sleep. 
Fel.  Rustic  excellence,  unscreen. 

And  discover  that  sweet  taco. 

Which  covers  so  much  wit  and  graoe, 
Zel.  You  hut  dream  so :  sleep  again. 

And  forget  it. 
Fel.  Why,  now,  saint  ? 
Zei.  Why,  the  lady,  that  went  m\ 

Looks  as  if  that  she  did  paint. 
1  She  ofE^tB  rusticity. 
"  "~         '  uit«d  queen  of  Araby,  of  irfiomZi 


^?w.  w 
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Ftl.  "WTiat  lias  that  to  do  with  sleeping? 

She  is  indeed  angelicHl. 
Zel.  Thai  picture  now  'a  well  worth  jour  keeping. 

For  wayl  'tis  an  originnl. 
Fel.  Is  this  shepherdess  a  witch  7 

Or  aaw  the  sleeping  treason,  which 

I  committed  againat  love 

Erst,  in  the  Enchanted  Grove? 

Me  haat  thou  ever  seen  hefore  ? 
Zel.  Seen  ?  av,  and  know  thee  for  a  man 

That  will  turn  him,  and  sleep  more 

Til  an  a  dozen  dunces  can. 

Thou  ken'st  little  what  sighs  mean. 
Fel.  Unveilj  by  Jove,  that  face  serene. 
Zel.  What,  to  make  thee  sleep  again? 
Fel.  Still  in  riddles? 
Zfl.  Now  he  sees : 

This  pinching  wakes  him  by  degrees. 
Fel.  Art  thou  a  nymph  1 
Zel.  Of  Parnasa  Green. 
Fel.  Sleep  I  indeed,  or  atn  I  mad? 
Zel.  None  serve  thee  but  the  enchanted  queen? 

1  think  what  dull  conceits  ye  have  had 

Of  the  bird  plianix,  which  no  eje 

E'er  saw ;  an  odoriferous  he : 

How  of  her  beauty's  spells  she's  told; 

That  by  her  spirit  thou  art  haunted  j 

And,  having  slept  away  the  old, 


With  this  new  mistress 
Fel.  I  affect  not,  shepherdess. 
Myself  in  such  hne  terms 
Sufficetb  me  aii  humble  st 
Too  httle  happy  to  be  vaii 

Zel.  Sic  Gallant,  not  bo  fast. 
Fel.  See  thee  1  win. 
Zel.  See  me  you  shall : 


\e  enchanted- 


ISke  lakes 


Fel.  It  says  'tis  worthy  to  comprise 
The  kernel  of  so  rare  a  wit ; 
Nor,  that  it  grows  in  Paradise, 
But  Parailise  dotli  grow  in  it. 
The  tall  and  slender  tmnk  no  less  divine. 
Though  in  a  lowly  shepherdess's  rine.         [He  begins  U. 
This  should  be  that  no  famous  queen  kaov  her. 

For  unquell'd  valour  and  di 
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Id  tlieae  enchanted  woodi  is  se6D 

Nothiug  but  illusions  vain. 
Zel.  Wbitt  stares  the  man  at? 
Fel.  I  compare 

A  picture — I  once  mine  did  call — 

With  the  dirine  origioal. 
Zel.  Fallen  again  asleep  yuu  are  : 

We  poor  human  shepherd  laises 

Nor  are  pictured,  nor  use  glasses. 

Who  skip  their  rank,  themselves  and  betters  wrong ; 

To  our  dames,  God  bless  them,  such  quaint  things  belong. 

Here  a  tiny  brook  alone, 

Which  fringed  with  borrow'd  9o*era  (he  has 

Gold  and  silver  enough  on  his  own) 

Is  heaven's  proper  looking-glasi. 

Copies  us :  and  its  reHectionx, 

Showing  natural  perfections. 

Free  from  soothing,  free  from  error. 

Are  our  pencil,  are  our  mirror. 
Ffl.  Art  thou  a  shepherdess  7 
Zel.  —  and  bore 

On  a  mountain,  called  There. 
Fel.  Wear'st  thou  ever  heretofore 

Lady's  clothea? 
Ztl.  Ilady'sgearT— 

Yes — what  a  treacherous  poll  have  T I — 

In  a  country  comedy 

I  once  enacted  a  main  part; 

Still  I  have  it  half  by  heart! 

The  famous  history  it  was 

Of  an  Arabian— let  me  see- 
No,  of  a  queen  of  Tartary, 

Who  all  her  aex  did  far  surpass 

In  beauty,  wit,  and  chivalry ; 

Who  with  invincible  disdain 

Would  fool,  when  she  was  in  the  vein. 

Princes  with  all  their  wits  about  them  ; 
I  But,  an  they  slept,  to  death  she  'd  flout  them  : 

L  And,  by  the  mass,  with  such  a  mien 

H  My  majesty  did  play  the  queen; 

H  Our  curate  had  my  picture  made 

B  In  the  same  robes  in  which  1  play'd. 

I  s 

^fc^^diffloi 


B  labour  'b  Lost,  to  which  title  this  eitraordinaiy 
play  has  still  better  pretenaiona  than  even  Shakappare's ;  for  after 
ig  three  pur  of  royal  lovere  through  endless  mazee  of  doubts, 
"  s,oppositioiisof  deadlBtherB'willa,aUl>yTinthof  lo  ~ 


1«uiing  ti 
diSoultiei 


^iSaanii 
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ndingB,  jealouBiea,  onchttntnieiilB,  conflicts  with  gjanla,  and 
-liBjiaed  agaiiut  amiie«,  to  the  exact  Btnte  in  wMch  all  tlic 
Jovera  might  with  the  gi-eateet  propriety  indulge  their  reciprocal 
wishes — ftheo,  the  deuce  ia  in  it,  you  thmk,  but  they  must  nil  be 
inarriad  now^ — fluddanly  the  three  ladies  turn  upon  their  luyera ; 
and,  aa  on  exempMcatiou  of  the  moral  of  the  play,  "  Loving  for 
loving'e  sBie,"  and  a  hyper-platflnie,  truly  SpaniaE  proof  of  their 
BlTeetions — demand  thi^  the  toiera  aball  coosent  to  their  miatresaea' 
taking  upon  them  the  tow  of  a  single  life ;  to  which  the  gallants, 
with  becoming  refinement,  can  do  no  lesB  tbau  conaoit.    The  fact 


rt  pl^,  in  which  the  choractere,  males,  g 
I  by  females,  ai  ' 


and  all,  were  played  m  females,  and  thoao  of  the  highest  onler  of 
grandeeahip.  No  nobleman  might  be  permitted  amongst  them; 
and  it  was  against  the  forma,  that  a  great  court  lad  j  of  Spain  should 
consent  U>  such  an  imrefined  motion,  as  that  of  wedlock,  though 
bnt  in  a  play. 

Appended  to  the  drama,  the  length  of  which  may  be  jndged  from 
its  luring  taken  niae  days  in  the  representation,  ani!  me  three 
hours  in  the  reading  of  it — hours  well-woal^d — is  a  poetical  account 
of  a  fire,  which  broio  out  in  the  theatre  on  one  of  the  nighta  of  ita 
acting,  when  the  whole  of  the  Dramatis  PersoniB  were  nearly  burnt, 
because  the  common  people  out  of  "  baae  fear,"  and  the  nobles  out 
of  "pure  respect,"  could  not  think  of  laying  bands  npon  such 
"  great  donnas  ; "  till  the  young  king,  breaking  the  etiquette,  by 


snatching  up  Ws  quocn,  and  bGanng  Mr  through  the  flaines  upon 
his  hack,  the  grandees,  (dilotoir  .incases),  (bllowed  his  examj ' 
ind  each  sated  one  (AJichises-taebion),  till  the  whole  courtly  » 


pany  of  comedians  were  got  off  in 
or  four  stout  London  firemen,  or 
mere  respect.] 

Address  to  SolUttde. 
Sweet  solitude !  still  Mirth!  tfaat  fear'at  no  wrong. 
Because  thou  dost  none :  Morning  all  day  long  I 
Truth's  sanctuary  I  Innocency's  spring  I 
Invention's  limbeck '.  Contemplation's  wing  1 
Peace  of  my  soul,  which  I  too  late  pursued; 
I  That  know'at  not  the  world's  vain  inquietude ; 
IfWhere  friends,  the  thieves  of  time,  let  us  nlone 
("hole  days,  and  a  man's  hours  are  all  his  own. 
Stmg  in  praise  of  the  tame. 
Solitude,  of  friends  the  best. 
And  the  best  companion  ; 
Mother  of  trutba,  and  brought  at  least 
Every  day  to  bed  of  one ; 
In  this  flowery  mansion 
I  contemplale  how  the  rose 
Stands  upon  thorns,  how  quickly  goes 
The  dismaying  jessamine  i 


Onlj  the  soul,  nbkb  is  diTine, 

No  decs;  of  beaut;  knows. 

The  world  is  beauty's  mijTOr.     Fbwera, 

In  their  first  yirgin  pnritj, 

Flatterers  both  of  the  nose  and  eye. — 

Xo  be  cropp'd  by  paramaurg 

la  their  bast  of  dBstiaj ; 

And  those  nice  dvlingB  of  the  land. 


1^^  Sul 
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Suffmng,  and  without  hope  of  ease : 
For  with  a  sad  and  trenbliDg  throat 
He  btealhes  into  her  breast  this  note : — 
"  I  love  tbee  not,  to  make  thee  mine; 
But  loTB  thee,  'cause  thy  form 's  divine." 

The  Ime  aiience  M  tor*. 
Zelidauro,  atar  divine, 
That  dost  in  highest  orb  of  beanty  shine ; 
Pardon'd  murderess,  by  that  heart 
Itself,  which  thou  dost  kill,  and  coveted  sms 
Though  my  walk  so  distant  lies 
From  the  sunsbiue  of  thine  eyes ; 
Into  sullen  shadows  huri'd. 
To  lie  here  buried  from  the  world 
'Tis  the  least  reason  of  my  moan 
That  so  mueh  earth  is  'twixt  us  thrown. 
'Tis  absence  of  another  kind. 
Grieves  me ;  for  where  you  are  present  too 
Love's  geometry  does  &id, 
I  have  ten  thousand  miles  to  you. 
'Tia  not  absence  to  he  far, 
But  to  abhor  is  to  absent; 
To  those  who  in  disfavour  ore. 
Sight  itself  is  banishment'. 


Heaven,  that  created  thee  thus  warlike,  stole 
Into  a  woman's  body  a  man's  soul. 
But  nature's  law  in  vain  dost  thou  gainsay ; 
The  woman's  valour  lies  another  way. 
The  dress,  the  tear,  the  blush,  the  witcbing  eye, 
More  witching  tongue,  are  beauty's  armoury  ; 
To  rally,  to  discourse  in  companies, 
■   Who 's  fine,  who  courtly,  who  a  wit,  who  wise ; 
And  witli  the  awing  sweetness  of  a  dome, 
As  ponseions  of  a  face  can  tigers  tame. 
By  tasks  and  circumstances  to  discover. 
Amongst  the  best  of  priaces,  the  best  lover; 
(The  ^uit  of  all  those  flowers)  who  serves  with  mc 
Self-diffidence,  who  with  (he  greatest  boast ; 
Who  twists  an  eve  of  hope  in  braids  of  fear; 
■Who  silent  (made  for  nothing  but  to  bear 
Sweet  scorn  and  injuries  of  love)  envies 
Unto  his  tongue  the  treasure  of  his  eyes  r 
Who,  without  vaunting  shape,  hath  only  wit; 
Nor  knows  to  hope  reward,  though  merit  it ; 
},  rival  to  Feliabravo,  speski  this. 
2^" 


3  KESDOZA. 

Then,  out  of  all,  to  make  a  choice  so  ntre. 
So  lucky-»i^.  as  if  thou  wert  not  fair'. 

All  muciis/i  reparahh  but  a  Uttt  loM, 

A  second  Argo,  freighted 

With  fear  and  avarice, 

Betn'een  the  sea  and  akiea 

Hath  penetrated 

To  tlie  new  world,  onwom 

With  the  red  footsteps  of  the  suowy  e 

Thirsty  of  mines ; 

She  comes  rich  back :  and  (the  curl'd  rampire  p 

Of  watery  mountains,  cast 

Up  hy  the  winda) 

Ungrateful  shelf  near  home 

Oives  her  usurped  gold  a  silver  home. 

III. 
A  devout  pilgrim,  who 
To  foreign  temple  hare 
Good  pattern,  fervent  prayer, 
Spurr'd  by  a  pious  vow ; 
Measuring  so  lai^  a  space, 
That  earth  lack'd  regions  for  hia  plants*  to  M 

Joyful  returns,  though  poor : 

And,  just  by  his  abode. 

Falling  into  a  road 

Which  laws  did  ill  secure, 

Sees  plunder'd  hy  a  thief 

(O  happier  man  than  1 1  for  'tis)  his  life. 

Conspicuous  grows  a  tree. 

Which  wanton  did  appear. 

First  fondling  of  the  year. 

With  smiling  bravery. 

And  in  his  blooming  pride 

The  lower  bouse  of  flowers  did  deride ; 

When  his  silk  robes  nnd  fair 
(His  youth's  embroidery, 
The  crownet  of  a  spring. 
Narcissus  of  the  air) 
Rough  Boreas  doth  confound. 
And  with  his  trophies  strew*  the  Komed  g- 
'  Addressed  to  Zelidaun. 
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Trusted  to  tedious  hope 

So  many  months  the  com ; 

Which  now  begins  to  turn 

Into  a  golden  crop : 

The  lusty  grapes,  (which  plump 

Are  the  last  farewell  of  the  summer's  pomp). 

VIII. 

How  spacious  spreads  the  vine ! — 
Nursed  up  with  how  much  care. 
She  lives,  she  thrives,  grows  fair; 
'Bout  her  loved  elm  doth  twine : — 
Comes  a  cold  cloud ;  and  lays. 
In  one,  the  fabric  of  so  many  days. 

IX. 

A  silver  river  small 

In  sweet  accents 

His  music  vents, 

(The  warbling  virginal. 

To  which  the  merry  birds  do  sing — 

Timed  with  stops  of  gold^  the  silver  stnng) : 

X. 

He  steals  by  a  greenwood 

With  fugitive  feet ; 

Gay,  jolly,  sweet : 

Comes  me  a  troubled  flood; 

And  scarcely  one  sand  stays. 

To  be  a  witness  of  his  golden  days. — 

XI. 

The  ship 's  upweigh'd ; 

The  pilgrim  made  a  saint; 

Next  spring  re-crowns  the  plant ; 

Winds  raise  the  com  was  laid ; 

The  vine  is  pruned; 

The  rivulet  new-tuned : — 

But  in  the  ill  I  have 

I  am  left  alive  only  to  dig  my  grave. 

XII. 

Lost  Beauty,  I  will  die. 

But  I  will  thee  recover ; 

And  that  I  die  not  instantly. 

Shows  me  more  perfect  lover : 

For  (my  soul  gone  before) 

I  live  not  now  to  live,  but  to  deplore. 

'  Allusions  to  the  Tagus,  and  golden  sands. 

2i2 


T.   UETWOOD. 

P  IHE  DOWNFALL  OF  BOBBRT.  EARL  OF  HUHTISO- 
DON;   AH  HISTORICAL  PLAT,  BY  T.  HEYWOOD, 

1601. 

CnoRCS ;  8s.tiaon,  the  Poet. 
W'Siellon  (to  fhf  audiencr).  The  youth  that  leads  yon  virgin  ij 
'         As  doth  the  sun  the  ujormng  richly  rlad,  [the  hiuul 

1b  our  earl  Robert — or  your  RobiD  Uimil — 
That  in  cboK  days  was  enrl  of  IluDtingdon. 
Robin  rceounls  lo  Mabian  lie  pleaeuret  of  a  forest  Ijft, 
ohin.  Mariau.  thou  seest,  thougli  courtly  pleasures  want. 
Vet  country  sport  in  Slierwood  is  not  scant : 
For  the  soul-raviihing  delicioux  sound 
Of  instrumental  tnu<ic  vie  hnve  found 
The  winged  quiristers,  with  divers  notes 
Sent  from  their  quaint  rerording  pretty  tliroats. 
On  every  branch  that  compHsscth  our  boner. 
Without  commnnd  contenting  us  each  houi. 
For  anas  haoginf^  and  rich  tapestry. 
We  have  sweet  Nature's  best  embroidery. 
For  thy  steel  glass,  wherein  thou  wont'st  lo  look. 
Thy  cn^stal  eyes  gMC  in  a  cr>'Btal  brook. 
At  court  a  flower  or  two  did  deck  thy  head; 
Now  with  whole  garlands  it  is  circled ; 
For  what  we  wont  in  wealth,  we  have  in  flowers;  ■ 

And  what  we  lose  in  halla,  we  find  ia  bowerm. 

Marmn.  Marian  hath  all,  sweet  Robert,  having  thee; 
And  guesses  thee  as  rich  in  bavin;;  me. 

Scab  Lire  rerTOWH/j^oSCATHtocKiisyieami-ao/ OB  OuUaw'a/^. 

Scnrlct.  It 's  full  seven  years  since  we  were  outlaws  first. 
And  wealthy  Sherwood  whs  oar  heritage. 
For  b1!  those  years  we  reigned  unrontroU'd. 
From  Barnsdalc  shrogs  to  Nottingham's  red  difT*. 
At  Blithe  and  Tickhill  were  we  welcome  guestaj 
Good  Geoi^-a-green  at  Bradford  was  our  friend, 
And  wnnton  Wakefield's  Pinner  loved  ns  well. 
At  Iturusley  dwells  a  potter  tough  and  strong, 
That  never  brook'd  we  brethren  should  have  wrong 
The  niins  of  FamsHeld,  pretty  nuns  they  he, 
Gave  napkins,  shirts,  and  bands,  to  bim  and  me. 
Batemon  of  Kendal  gave  us  Kcnitol-green, 
And  Sharpe  of  Leeds  sharp  arrows  for  us  made. 
At  Rotherham  dwelt  our  bowyer,  God  him  bliu; 
Jnckson  he  bight,  his  hows  did  never  miss. 


IIOWNFALL  or  EOBEET,  EA 

FiTZWAtER,  ianUhed,  seetiag  hii  daughter  MirrtDA  (Kobin' 

M^an)  in  tliejbreii  i^  Blieruiood,  maket  Ma  fowiplaint. 
Fits.  Well  did  he  write,  and  mickle  did  he  know. 
That  aaid  "  Thia  world's  felici^  was  wo. 
Which  greatest  states  can  hardly  undergo." 
WhUom  Fitzwater  in  fair  England's  court 
PoEaCBs'd  felicity  and  happy  state, 
And  in  his  hall  blithe  Fortune  kept  her  sport ; 
Which  glee  one  hour  of  wo  did  ruinate. 
Fitzwatef  once  had  castka,  towns,  and  towers ; 
Fair  gardens,  orchards,  and  dehghtful  bowers ; 
But  now  nor  garden,  orchard,  town,  nor  tower, 
llath  poor  Fitzwater  left  withio  hia  power. 
Onlji  wide  walks  are  left  me  in  the  wotld. 
Which  these  stiff  limbs  will  hardly  let  me  tread  : 
And  when  I  sleep,  heaven's  glorions  canopy 
Me  and  my  mossy  couch  doth  overspread. 
Be  diseoeera  Robin  Hood  aheping;  Mabian  strewing Jloiee^ 

Fits.  —  in  good  time  see  whtre  my  comfort  stands, 
lAnd  by  her  lies  dejected  Huntingdon. 
^     '[  now  my  flower  holds  flowers  in  her  hands, 
flings  those  swiiets  upon  my  sleeping  son. 

liigiu  Mnuelfhlind,  to  irg  if  the  teill  Ichoib  A«n. 

Mot.  What  ^ed  man  art  thon  ?  or  by  what  chauce 

Camest  tbou  thus  far  into  the  waylesa  wood? 
Fitz,  Widow,  or  wife,  or  maiden,  if  thou  be; 

Lend  me  thy  liand :  thou  seest  I  cannot  see. 
Blessing  betide  thee  !  little  feel'at  thou  want : 
With  me,  good  child,  food  is  both  hard  and  scant. 
These  smooth  even  veins  assure  me,  He  is  kind, 
Whate'er  he  be,  my  girl,  that  thee  doth  find. 
I  poor  and  old  am  reft  of  all  earth's  good : 
And  desperately  am  crept  into  this  wood. 
To  seek  the  poor  man's  patron,  Bobin  Hood. 
Mar.  And  thou  art  welcome,  welcome,  aged  man. 
Aye  ten  times  welcome  to  Maid  Marian. 
Here 's  wine  to  cheer  thy  heart  ;  drink,  aged  man. 
There 's  veniaon,  and  a  knife ;  here 's  manchet  fine.- 
Uy  Robin  stirs  :  1  must  ung  liim  asleep. 
A  JudglHenl. 
A  Wicked  Prior.     Scrving-num. 
Prior.  What  news  with  you,  air7 
Sere.  Ev'n  heavy  news,  my  lord  j  for  the  light  fire. 
Falling  in  manner  of  a  fire-drake 
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Upon  n  barn  of  yours,  hath  burnt  six  baroB, 
And  not  a  strike  of  com  reserved  from  dust- 
No  hand  could  save  it ;  jet  ten  thousand  hands 
Lahour'd  their  beat,  tiiougli  none  for  lore  of  you: 
For  (.-very  tongue  with  bitter  cursing  hatiu'd 
Your  lonlship,  as  the  viper  of  the  luid. 

Prior.  What  meant  the  vilWns  1 

Sen.  Thus  and  thus  thev  cried ! 

"  Upon  this  churl,  this  lioarder'Up  of  Fom, 

This  spoiler  of  the  earl  of  Huntingdon, 

This  lust-dcfikd,  nerciless,  false  prior. 

Heaven  nuneth  judgment  doirn  in  shape  of  iire." 

Old  wives,  that  acorce  could  with  their  crutches  tnvep. 

And  little  hahes  that  newly  leam'd  to  speak. 

Men  msisterless  that  thorough  want  did  weep. 

All  in  one  voice  with  a  confused  cry 

In  cxi'crations  hann'd  you  bitterly. 

"  Plague  follow  plfigue,"  they  cned;  "he  hath  undone 

The  good  lord  Robert,  earl  of  Huntingdon." 


True  Lout  wremoBeable  by  Deaili. 
SCRPILLA.      PH¥LI.{B, 

Ser.  Thyrais  believes  thee  dead,  and  justly  may 
Within  his  youthful  breast  then  entertain 
New  flames  of  love,  and  vet  therein  be  free 
From  the  least  show  of  doing  injury 
To  that  rich  beauty  which  he  thinks  extinct. 
And  happily  hath  moum'd  for  long  ago  : 
But  when  he  shall  perceive  thee  here  alive. 
His  old  lost  love  will  then  with  thee  revive. 

Phyl.  That  love,  Serpilla,  which  can  be  removed 
With  the  light  breath  of  an  imagined  death. 
Is  but  a  faint  weak  love ;  nor  care  I  much 
Whether  it  live  within,  or  still  lie  dead. 
Ev'n  I  myself  believed  him  long  ago 
Bead,  and  enclosed  within  an  earthen  um; 
And  yet,  abhorring  any  otlier  love, 
I  only  loved  that  pale-faced  beauty  still  i 
And  tlioae  dry  bones,  dissolved  into  dust  i 
And  underneath  their  ashes  kept  alive 
The  lively  flames  of  my  atiU-buming  Are. 

Celia,  being  put  to  tUep  hy  on  taefficlnal  poiton,  it 
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011^  U«  dead.    The  old  shepTierd  Siimrsjiiidi 
I  ner,  ana  re-assnrea  Aer  of  her  still  being  alive, 

Skrp.  Celis,  thou  talkeat  idly ;  call  agajn 
I  Thf  wandering  neiisea;  thou  art  yet  alive. 

LAnd,  if  thou  wilt  not  credit  what  I  Boy, 
Look  up,  and  nee  the  heavens  tumiug  round ; 
The  Bun  descending  down  into  the  tveat. 
Which  DOt  long  biocc  thou  saw^t  rise  in  the  eait. 
Observe,  thnt  with  the  motion  of  the  air 
These  fading  leuvea  d(i  foil: — 
In  the  infemat  region  of  the  deep 
The  sun  doth  never  rise,  nor  ever  set; 
Nor  doth  b  falling  leaf  there  e'er  adorn 
Those  hlack  eternal  plants. 
Thou  Btill  art  on  the  earth  'mongst  mortal  men. 
And  still  thou  livest.     I  am  Narete.     These 
Are  the  sweet  fields  of  Scyros.     Know'st  thou  not 
The  meadow  where  the  fountain  springs  7  this  wood  7 
Euros'  great  mountain,  and  Onnino's  hil! ; 
The  hill  where  thou  wert  born  7 
Tamsis,  upbraided  bg  PHTLiia,  for  loving  another,  v>}tite  he 

fuppoged  her  dead,  replies— 
Tkyfsis.  0,  do  not  turn  thy  iace  another  way. 
Perhaps  thou  thinkest,  hy  denying  thus 
That  lovely  visa^  to  these  eyes  of  mine, 
u  To  punish  my  misdeeds:  but  think  not  so. 

I  Look  on  me  still,  and  mark  me  what  I  sav, 

I  (For,  if  thou  know'st  it  not,  I  '11  tell  thee  then,) 

L  A  more  severe  revei^r  of  thy  wrongs 

^^^^_     Thou  canst  not  have  than  those  fair  eyes  of  thine, 
^^^^^L  Which  hy  those  shiuiue  beams  that  wound  my  heart 
^^^^^H   Punish  me  more  than  tdl  the  world  can  do. 
^^P^^H  What  greater  pain  canst  thou  inflict  on  me, 
^■^■^   Than  still  to  keep  as  fire  before  my  face 
[  That  lovely  beauty,  which  I  have  betray'd ; 

That  beauty,  I  have  lost? 

NlouT  breaka  off  her  jpeecS'. 
Night.  But  stay !  for  there  methinks  t  see  tb 
Eternal  painter,  now  be^n  to  rise. 
And  timu  the  heavens  in  vermilion  die; 
And  having  dipp'd  big  pi 


Already  in  the  colour  l 
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s  temper  he  doth  n 


Darkness  and  light;  and  d 
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A  rough  (Irnugbt  of  the  day  he  seems  to  yieli]. 

With  red  aiid  tHWny  in  an  uzure  field. 

Already,  hy  the  elMtering  of  their  bit*. 

Their  jingling  harness,  and  their  neighing  sounds, 

1  heard  Eoiu  and  fieree  Piious 

Came  panting  on  tny  back;  and  therefore  I 

Must  fly  away.     And  yet  I  do  not  fly. 

But  follow  on  my  regulated  course, 

Aud  these  etemal  orders  I  received 

From,  the  First  Mover  of  the  Universe. 


CiESAR  ASD  POMPETi  A  TRAGEDY, 
BY  a.  CliAPMAM,  1631. 
Cato's  i^eech  at  Ulica  to  a  Seimtor,  tcio  hod  expressed  fears  on 
his  occoual. 
Away,  Statilius ;  how  long  shall  thy  love 
Exceed  thy  knowledge  otme,  and  the  gods. 
Whose  riglita  thou  wrong'st  for  my  right  ?  have  not  I 
Their  powers  to  guard  me  in  a  cause  of  theirs. 
Their  justice  and  integrity  to  guard  me 
tn  what  I  stand  for?  he  that  fears  the  gods, 
For  guard  of  any  goodness,  all  things  fears ; 
Earth,  seas,  mid  air ;  heaven ;  darkness ;  broad  daylight ; 
Rumour,  and  silence,  and  his  very  shade  : 
And  what  au  aspen  soul  has  such  a  creature  I 
Ilow  doDgeroua  to  his  soul  is  such  a  fear  t 
In  whosL'  cold  tits,  is  all  Heaven's  justice  shaken 
To  his  faint  thoughts ;  and  all  the  goodness  thne 
Due  to  all  good  men  by  the  gods'  own  vows ; 
fiay,  by  the  firmness  of  their  endless  being; 
All  which  shnD  fail  as  soon  as  any  one 
Good  to  a  good  man  in  them :  for  his  goodnew 
Proceeds  from  them,  and  is  a  beam  of  theirs.        ' 
O,  never  more,  Statilius,  may  this  fear 
Faint  thy  hold  bosom,  for  lliyaelf  or  friend. 
More  than  the  gods  ore  fearful  to  defend. 

Sit  thoughlt  of  death. 
Poor  slaves,  how  terrible  this  death  is  to  themt-> 
If  men  would  sleep,  they  would  be  wroth  with  ■! 
That  interrupt  them ;  physic  take,  to  take 
The  golden  rest  it  brings ;  both  pay  and  pray 
For  good  and  soundest  naps,  all  friends  consenting 
In  those  invocations;  praying  all, 

"  Good  rest  the  gods  vouchsafe  yon  I "   But  when  De&tb. 
Sleep's  natural  tffVtber.  camu ;  that 's  nothing  K 
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But  better  (being  more  rich — and  keeps  the  store- 
Sleep  ever  tickle,  wnyward  HtUl,  and  poor)i 
0,  how  men  grud)^,  tind  shake,  and  fear,  and  Oj 
Uis  stem  approaches!  all  tbeir  eomforts,  takeu 
In  faith,  and  knowledge  of  the  bliss  and  beauties 
That  watch  their  wakings  in  an  endless  life, 
Drown'd  in  tbc  pains  and  horrors  of  their  sense 
Sustaia'd  hut  for  an  hour. 

Sit  discourse  with  Athenodoecs  on  an  ajirr-life. 

Cato.  As  Nature  works  in  all  things  to  on  end. 
So,  in  the  appropriate  honour  of  tliaC  end. 
All  thiu)^  precedent  have  their  natural  frame ; 
And  therefore  is  there  a  proportion 
Betwixt  the  en(hi  of  those  thio^  and  their  primes  i 
For  else  there  could  not  be  in  iheir  creation 
Always,  or  for  the  most  part,  that  firm  form 
In  their  still  like  existence,  that  we  see 
In  each  full  creature.     What  proportion  then 
Hath  an  immortal  with  a  mortal  substance '! 
And  therefore  the  mortality,  to  which 
A  man  ia  subject,  rather  is  n  sleep 
Thati  bestial  death;  since  sleep  and  death  are  call'd 
The  twins  of  nature.     For,  if  absolute  death. 
And  bestial,  seize  tbe  bodj  of  a  man. 
Then  there  is  no  proportion  in  his  parts, 
(His  soul  heing  free  from  death)  which  otherwise 
Retain  divine  proportion.     For,  as  sleep 
No  disproportion  holds  with  human  souls, 
Bnt  aptly  quickens  the  proportion 
'TwixC  them  and  bodies,  making  bodies  fitter 
To  «ve  up  forms  to  souls,  whitSi  is  their  end; 
So  death,  twin-bom  of  sleep,  resolving  all 
Man's  body's  heavy  ports,  m  lighter  nature 
Makes  a  re-union  with  the  sprightly  soul ; 
When  in  a  second  life  their  beings  given 
Hold  their  proportions  firm  in  highest  heaven. 

Alhenodorus.  Hold  you;  our  bodies  snail  revive ;  resuming 
Our  souls  again  to  heaven  ? 

Cato.  Past  doubt;  though  others 

Think  heaven  a  world  too  high  for  our  low  reaches. 
Not  knoiving  the  saered  sense  of  him  that  sings, 
"  Jove  can  let  down  a  golden  chain  from  heaven. 
Which,  tied  to  earth,  shall  fetch  up  earth  and  sens" — 
And  what 's  that  golden  chain  but  our  pure  souls 
That,  govem'd  with  hia  grace  and  drawn  by  him, 
Can  hoist  the  earthy  body  up  to  him? — 
mi. '■-- -'r,  nndull  the  elements. 


Comprei 
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;  not  wliiie  'tis  thus  concrete, 
t  fiued  bj  deatb,  and  then  giveii  henveulv  heat.— 

We  Bhall,  past  death, 

Betun  those  forma  of  knawledge,  leam'd  in  life : 

Since  if  what  here  we  [earn  ne  there  ahall  lose. 

Our  immortnUty  were  not  life,  hut  time ; 

And  that  our  souis  in  reason  are  immortal. 

Their  natural  and  proper  objects  proTe; 

Which  Immurtality  and  Knowled)^  are: 

For  to  that  object  ever  is  referr'd 

The  nature  of  the  soul,  in  which  the  tLCts 

Of  her  high  faculties  are  still  employ'd ; 

And  that  true  object  must  her  powers  obtun. 

To  which  they  are  in  tiature's  aim  directed ; 

Since  'twere  absurd  to  have  her  set  an  object 

Which  poswbly  ahe  never  can  aspire. 
Sin  Ifut  word), 

now  I  am  aaf e ; 

Come,  Cffisar,  quickly  now,  or  lose  your  vassa]. 

Now  wing  thee,  dear  sonl,  and  receive  her  heaven. 

The  earth,  the  air,  and  seaa  I  know,  aud  all 

The  joys  and  horrors  of  their  peace  and  wars ; 

And  now  will  see  the  gods'  state  and  the  stora. 
Oreatneti  in  adveriilg. 

Vulcan  from  heaven  fell,  yet  on  his  feet  did  light. 

And  stood  no  leas  a  god  than  at  his  height. 

BUBBT  D'AKBOl 


IinoeatioB  for  iieereiy  al  alove-Meelmg. 
mjra.  Now  all  the  peaceful  Regents  of  the  Night, 
Silently-gliding  Exhalations, 

l^aogmabiug  Winds,  and  murmuriag  Falls  of  Waters, 
Sadness  of  Heart,  and  Ominous  Securencss, 
Enchantment's  dead  Sleeps;  all  the  friends  of  Rest, 
That  ever  wrought  upon  the  life  of  man  ; 
Extend  your  utmost  strengths,  and  this  cbarm'd  hour 
Fix  like  the  centre ;  make  the  violent  wheels 
Of  Time  and  Fortune  stand ;  and  great  ExiBteace : 
The  Maker's  Treasury,  now  not  seem  to  be 
To  all  but  my  approaching  friend'  and  me. 

At  Ilia  taecting. 
Here  'b  nought  but  whispering  with  us :  like  a  caha 
'  IfAmhiiit,  with  whom  she  hoi  Bi 
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r        Before  a  tempest,  when  the  silent  njr 
Lays  her  soft  ear  close  to  the  eartli,  to  hearken 
For  that  she  fears  is  coming  to  afflict  her. 
Invocation  for  a  spirit  qf  ititfliigeiKe. 
D'AiiAois.  I  long  to  know 
Hon  iny  dear  mistreas  fares,  and  be  infomi'd 
WLat  hand  she  now  holds  on  the  troubled  blood 
Of  her  incensed  lord.     Methought  the  spirit. 
When  he  had  utter'd  his  perplei'd  presage. 
Threw  his  cbuiged  coantcnaiice  headlong  .into  clouds; 
Uia  forehead  bent,  as  he  vould  hide  his  lace : 
He  knoek'd  his  chin  against  hb  darken'd  breast. 
And  struck  a  churlish  ailence  through  his  powers. — 
Terror  of  Darkness  ;  O  thou  king  of  Flames, 
That  with  thy  music-foutcd  horse  dost  strike 
The  clear  light  out,  of  crystal,  on  dork  earth. 
And  hurl'st  instructive  fire  about  the  world; 
Wake,  woke  the  drowsy  and  enchanted  night. 
That  sleeps  with  dead  eyes  in  this  heavy  nddle'. 
Or  thou,  great  prince  oi^  Shades,  where  never  sun 
Sticks  his  far-darted  beams ;  whose  eyes  are  made 
To  see  in  darkness,  and  see  ever  best 
Where  sense  is  blindest;  open  now  the  heart 
Of  thy  abashed  oracle,  that,  for  fear 
Of  some  ill  it  includes,  would  fun  lie  hid  ; 
And  rise  thou  with  it  in  thy  greater  light'. 
Tile  friar  dissuadea  the  iiwiaad  of  Tamyrajrom  reeenge. 
Your  wife's  offence  serves  not,  were  it  the  worst 
You  can  imagine,  without  greater  proofs. 
To  sever  your  eternal  bonds  and  hearts ; 
Much  less  to  touch  her  with  a  bloody  band : 
Nor  is  it  manly,  much  less  husbandly. 
To  expiate  any  Irailty  in  yonr  wife 
With  churlish  strokes  or  beastly  odds  of  strength. 
The  stony  birth  of  clouds'  will  touch  no  laurel 
Nor  any  sleeper.     Your  wife  is  your  laurel, 
And  sweetest  sleeper ;  do  not  touch  her  then : 
Be  not  more  rude  than  the  wild  seed  of  Tapour 
To  her  that  is  more  gentle  than  it  rude. 
'  He  wants  to  know  tho  fiito  of  Tamjra,  whose  intrigue  with 
him  has  b«?n  diBCOvercd  by  bpr  husband, 

•  This  calling  Qpon  tight  and  Darfcneaa  for  information,  but, 
above  all,  the  description  of  the  spirit — "  Threw  hia  ehsngcd  coun- 
lEUBnoe  headlong  into  clouds"— -is  tremendous,  to  the  curdling  of 
the  blood.    I  know  nothing  in  poeb^  liliB  it. 
'  The  thondBTboit. 


i.  CHAPMAN  ASD  J.  8HIBLEr. 


yo  ailclce  to  lelf-adviee, 

another's  knowledge, 

Applied  to  my  instnictian,  cannot  equal 
My  own  bouI'h  knowledge  how  to  infonn  nets. 
The  son's  rich  radiance,  shot  through  wavei  mos 
la  hut  a  shadow  to  hia  beams  in  the  ait ; 
His  heants  that  in  the  air  we  ao  admire, 
Is  hut  a  darkness  to  his  flame  in  fire ; 
In  fire  his  fervour  but  in  vapour  flies. 
To  what  his  own  pure  buaom  rarefies : 
And  the  Almighty  Wisdom  having  given 
Each  man  within  himself  an  aptcr  lieht 
To  guide  his  acts  than  any  tight  without  bim, 
(Creating  nothing,  not  in  all  tilings  equal) 
It  seems  a  fault  in  any  that  depend 
On  others'  knowledge,  and  exile  their  own. 
Virtue  under  eatamng. 

as  in  cloudy  days  we  see  the  sun 

Glide  over  turrets,  temples,  richest  fields 
(All  those  lef^  dark  and  slighted  in  his  way) ; 
And  on  the  wretched  plight  of  some  poor  shed 
Pours  all  the  ghiries  of  his  golden  head; 
So  heavenly  virtue  on  Ibis  envied  lord 
Points  all  hit  graces. 


Edward  [sohal.  She  ia  grovni  more  fairer,  for  since  I  came 
Her  voiee  more  silver  every  word  than  other,      [hither: 
Her  wit  more  fluent.     What  a  strange  discourse 
Unfolded  she  of  David,  and  his  Scots  1 
Even  thus,  quoth  she,  he  spake,  and  then  upake  broad 
With  epithets  and  accents  of  the  Scot ; 
But  somewhat  better  than  the  Scot  could  speak : 
And  thus,  quoth  she,  and  anawer'd  then  hen^lf ; 
For  who  could  speak  like  her ;  but  she  herself 
Breathes  from  the  wall  an  angel  note  from  heaven 
Of  sweet  defiance  to  her  haiharous  foes. — 
When  she  would  talk  of  peace,  methinks  her  tongse 
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Commaniled  war  to  prisoa;  trheo  of  war. 

It  waken'd  Cteaar  from  his  Roman  gntre. 

To  hear  war  beaiitiSed  by  her  diapourae. 

Wisdom  ia  foolishness,  but  in  her  tongue  ; 

Beauty  a  slander,  but  in  her  ftui  face ; 

There  ia  no  summer,  but  in  her  cheerful  looks ; 

Nor  frosty  winter,  but  in  her  diadnin. 

I  cannot  blame  the  Scota  that  did  beaiege  her. 

For  she  is  all  the  treasure  of  imr  land ; 

But  call  them  cowarda,  that  they  ran  away, 

Having  so  rich  and  iidr  a  caoss  to  stay. 

The  CoTJNTEBH  repels  the  Kma'a  tinlaiaflil  adt. 

CouB.  Sorry  I  am  to  see  my  liege  so  sad : 

What  may  thy  subject  do  to  drive  from  thee 
This  clooroy  consort,  sullen  Melancholy ! 

King.  ^Ui  ladyl  I  am  blunt,  and  cannot  strew 
The  flowers  of  solace  in  a  ground  of  abame. 
Since  I  came  hither,  countess,  I  am  wrong'd. 

Coun.  Now  God  forbid  that  any  in  my  house 

Should  think  my  sovereign  wrong  I  thrice-gentle  king 
Acquaint  me  with  your  cause  of  discontent. 

King.  How  near  then  ^all  I  be  to  remedy? 

Coun.  As  near,  my  liege,  as  all  my  woman's  power, 
Can  ])awn  itself  to  buy  thy  remedy. 

King.  If  thou  speak'at  true,  then  have  I  my  redress. 
Engoaethj'  power  to  redeem  myjoys. 
And  I  am  joyful,  countess;  else  I  die. 

Coim.  I  will,  my  liege. 

King.  Swear,  countess,  that  thou  wilt. 

Cmm.  By  heaven,  I  will. 

King.  Then  take  thyself  a  little  way  aside. 
And  tell  tbj-self,  a  king  doth  dote  do  thee. 
Say  that  within  thy  power  it  doth  lie 
To  make  him  happy,  and  that  thou  hast  ai 
To  give  him  all  the  joy  within  thy  power : 
Do  this;  and  tell  him,  when  I  shall  be  happy. 

Conn.  All  this  is  done,  my  thrice-dread  aovereign. 
That  power  of  love,  that  I  have  power  to  give. 
Thou  hast,  with  all  devout  obedience. 
Employ  me  how  thou  wilt  in  proof  thereof. 

King.  Thou  hear'st  me  say  that  I  do  dote  on  thee. 

Conn.  If  on  my  beauty,  take  it  if  thou  canst ; 
Though  little,  I  do  prize  it  ten  times  lesa  : 
lie,  fake  it  if  tbon  canst; 
tore  by  giving  doth  augment, 
n  what  it  will,  that  I  can  give. 
JLtbou  canst  take  away,  inherit  it, 


Kiiff'  It  is  thy  beauty  that  I  would  enjoy. 
Coun.  O  were  it  painted,  I  would  wipe  it  off. 
And  disposeess  myself  to  give  it  thee  i 


slife. 


withiJ. 


It  haunts  the  BUDnhine  of  my  ai 

King.  But  thou  maydt  lend  it  me  to  iport  w 

Coun.  As  easy  may  my  intellertual  soul 
Be  tent  away,  and  yet  my  bo<iy  live. 
As  lend  my  body  (palace  to  my  soul) 
Away  from  hur,  anil  yet  retain  my  soul. 
My  bo<ly  is  her  bower,  her  court,  her  abbey. 
And  abe  an  angel,  pure,  divine,  unspotted 
If  I  should  lend  her  house,  my  lord,  to  thee, 
I  kill  my  poor  soul,  and  my  poor  soul  me. 

King.  Didst  thou  not  swear  to  give  me  what  I  would? 

Conn.  I  did,  my  liege,  so  what  you  would,  I  could. 

King.  I  wish  no  more  of  thee,  thttn  thou  mayst  ffxe ; 
Nor  beg  I  do  not,  but  1  rather  buy; 
That  is  thy  love ;  and  for  that  love  of  thine. 
In  rich  eKcbwigc,  I  tender  to  thee  mine. 

CiHin.  But  that  your  lipa  were  sacred,  my  lord. 
You  would  profane  the  holy  D&me  of  love. 
That  inve,  you  offer  me,  you  cannot  give ; 
For  Ceesbt  owes  that  tribute  to  bis  queen. 
That  love,  you  beg  of  roe,  I  cannot  give ; 
For  Sarah  owes  that  duty  ta  her  lord. 
He,  that  doth  chp  or  counterfeit  your  stomp, 
Shall  die,  my  lord ;  and  shall  your  sacred  self 
Commit  high  treason  'gainst  the  King  of  Heaven, 
To  stamp  bis  imaee  in  forbidden  metal, 
Forgetting  your  allegiance  and  your  oath? 
In  violating  marriage'  sacred  lew. 
You  break  a  greater  hobour  than  yourself, 
To  be  a  king,  is  of  a  younger  house 
Than  to  be  married :  your  pri^nitor, 
Soie-reigning  Adam  on  the  universe. 
By  Ood  was  honour'd  for  a  married  man 
But  not  by  hiro  anointed  for  a  king. 
It  is  a  penalty  to  break  your  statutes. 
Though  not  enacted  with  your  highness'  hand; 
How  much  more  to  infringe  the  holy  act. 
Made  by  the  mouth  of  God,  seal'd  with  his  b 
I  know  my  aovereign,  in  my  husband's  love. 
Doth  but  to  try  the  wife  of  Salisbury, 
Whether  she  will  hear  a  wanton's  ttde  oi  no; 


w 
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From  that,  sot  from  my  liege,  1  turn  airfty. 

King,  Whether  is  her  beaut;  by  her  words  ditinc. 
Or  are  her  words  sweet  clmplains  to  her  beauty? 
Like  as  the  wind  doth  beautify  a  sail, 
And  as  n  sail  becomes  Che  unseeu  wind, 
So  do  her  wards  her  beauties,  besuty  words. 

Coun.  He  hath  sworn  me  by  the  name  of  God 
To  break  a  tow  made  in  the  name  of  God. 
What  if  I  swear  by  this  tight  hand  of  mine 
To  cut  this  right  hand  off?  the  better  way 
Were  to  profane  the  idol,  than  confound  it. 
Flattery. 

O  thou  world,  great  nurse  of  flattery, 

Why  dost  thou,  tip  men's  tongues  with  golden  words. 
And  poise  their  deeds  with  weiglit  of  beav^  lead. 
That  fair  performance  caimot  follow  promise  ? 
O,  that  a  man  might  hold  the  heart's  close  book 
And  choke  the  lavish  tongue,  when  it  doth  utter 
The  breath  of  falsehood,  not  charactei'd  there  1 

Hb  lOOfrf  in  high  place. 
An  honourable  grave  is  more  esteem'd 
Than  the  polluted  closet  of  a  kina; 
The  greater  man,  the  greater  is  the  thing. 
Be  it  good  or  bad,  that  he  shall  undertake. 
An  unre]Jllt*d  mote,  flying  in  the  sun. 
Presents  a  greater  substance  than  it  is; 
The  freshest  summer's  day  doth  soonest  taint 
The  loathed  corriou,  that  it  seems  to  kiss: 
Deep  are  the  blows  made  with  a  mighty  axe ; 
That  sin  does  ten  times  aggravate  itself. 
That  is  committed  in  a  holy  place ; 
An  evil  deed  done  by  authority 
Is  sin,  and  snbomatiou;  deck  an  ape 
In  tissue,  and  the  beauty  of  the  robe 
Adds  but  the  greater  scorn  unto  the  beait; 
The  poison  shows  worst  in  a  golden  cup ; 
L   Dark  night  seems  darker  by  the  ligbCning  flash ) 
I   Lilies  that  fester  smell  far  worse  than  weed*; 
And  every  glory,  that  inclines  to  sin, 
The  shame  is  treble  by  the  opposite. 


DOCTOK  BODTPOL. 


Eabl  XiiaiENBCBQn,  Of  a  Punkn-,  painliiv/  hia  niuf  red 
ol  groleaoo. 

Lass.  Welcome  bright  Mom,  that  with  tliv  golden  ray* 
Reveal'flt  the  radiant  coburs  of  the  wbtU; 
Look  here,  and  see  if  thou  c&nst  find  dispened 
The  glorious  parts  of  fnir  L\icilia ! 
Take  them,  and  jotQ  them  in  the  heavenly  spheres ; 
And  fix  them  there  as  an  eternal  light, 
For  lovers  to  adore  and  wonder  at. 

Luc.  You  paint  your  flattering  words,  Lord  Lasienbu^h, 
Making  a  curious  pencil  of  your  tongue ; 
And  that  fair  artiQcial  hand  of  yours 
Were  filter  to  have  |>mnted  Heaven's  fine  story. 
Than  here  to  work  on  antics,  and  on  me  : 
Thus  for  my  sake  you  of  a  noble  ewl 
Are  glad  to  be  a  mercenary  painter. 

Lass.  A  painter,  fair  Ludlia !  why,  the  world 
With  all  her  beauty  was  by  painting  made. 
Look  on  the  heavens,  colour'd  with  golden  stars. 
The  flrmamental  part  of  it  all  blue- 
Look  on  the  air,  where  with  a  hundred  changes 
The  watei'y  rninbow  doth  embrace  the  earth. 
Look  on  the  summer  fields,  adom'd  with  flowers  j 
How  much  is  Nature's  pninting  honour'd  there  I 
Look  in  the  mines,  and  on  the  eastern  shore. 
Where  all  our  metals  and  dear  gems  are  drawn ; 
Though  fair  themselves,  made  better  by  their  fbilL  J 
I<ook  on  that  little  world,  the  twofold  man. 
Whose  fairer  parcel  is  the  weaker  still; 
And  see  what  azure  veins  in  stteam-iike  form 
Divide  the  rosn^  beauty  of  the  skin. 
I  speak  not  of  the  sundry  shapes  of  beasts; 
The  several  colours  of  the  elements. 
Whose  mixture  shapes  the  world's  variety. 
In  making  all  things  by  their  colours  known. 
And,  to  conclude- — Nature  herself  divine 
In  all  things  she  has  made  is  a  mere  painter. 

Luc.  Now  by  this  kiss,  the  admirer  of  thy  skill. 

Thou  art  well-worthy  the  honour  thou  hast  given 
With  thy  so  sweet  words  to  thy  eye-ravishing  artj 
Of  which  my  beauties  can  deserve  no  part. 

Lass.  From  these  base  antics,  where  my  hand  liatli  'spersed 
Thy  several  parts,  if  I,  uniting  nil. 
Had  figured  there  the  true  Lucilia, 


1  ^Then 
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Then  mightst  thou  justly  wonder  at  my  art 
An>l  devout  people  would  from  far  repair. 
Like  pilgrims,  with  their  duteous  sacrifice. 
Adorning  thee  as  regent  of  their  loves. 
Here  in  the  centre  of  this  Marigold, 
Like  a  bright  diamond  I  enchased  thine  eye. 
Here,  underneath  thia  little  rosy  buah. 
Thy  crimson  cheeks  peer  forth,  more  fair  than  it. 
Here  Cupid  hitngiug  donn  his  wings  doth  sit. 
Comparing  cherries  to  thy  rosy  lips. 
Here  is  thy  brow,  thy  hair,  thy  neck,  thy  hand. 
Of  purpose  in  all  several  abrouds  dispersed  ; 
Leat  ravishM  I  should  dote  on  mine  own  work. 
Or  envy-burning  eyes  should  malice  it. 
^  cameo  deacribed. 

see  this  agate,  that  contains 

The  image  of  the  goddess  and  her  son, 
Whom  ancients  held  the  sovereigns  of  Love. 
See  naturally  wrought  out  of  the  atone. 
Besides  the  perfect  shape  of  every  Umb, 
Besides  the  wondrous  hfe  of  her  bright  hair, 
A  waving  mantle  of  celestial  blue, 
Bmhroidering  itself  with  flaming  stai'a : 
Most  excellent !  and  see  besides, — 
How  Cupid's  wings  do  spring  out  of  the  stone, 
As  if  they  needed  not  the  help  of  Art. 
EiDL  IiiBSESBtrEGn,/or  soiHfl  dhtoite,  fleet  LtrciLtA,  aho 
fatlamt  Urn. 
Lass.  Wilt  thou  not  cease  then  to  pursue  me  still? 
Should  I  entreat  thee  to  attend  me  thus. 
Then  thou  wouldst  pant  and  rest  i  then  your  soft  feet 
WoiUd  be  repining  at  these  niggard  atones : 
Now  I  forbid  thee,  thou  pursueat  like  wind ; 
No  tedious  space  of  time,  nor  storm  can  tire  thee. 
But  I  will  seek  out  some  high  slippery  close. 
Where  every  step  shall  reach  the  gate  of  death. 
That  fear  may  make  thee  cease  to  follow  me. 
Luc.  There  will  I  bodiless  be,  when  you  are  there; 

For  love  despiseth  death,  and  scorneth  fear- 
Lass.  I'll  wander  where  aome  desperate  river  parts 

The  Bohd  continent,  and  swim  from  thee. 
Lac.  And  there  I  'U  follow,  though  I  drown  for  thee. 
Lass.  O,  weary  of  the  way,  and  of  my  life. 

Where  shall  I  rest  my  sorrow'd,  tired  lirabat 
Luc.  Rest  in  my  bosom,  rest  you  here,  my  lord  j 
A  place  securer  you  can  no  way  find' 
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/.asc.  Nor  more  unfit  fur  my  unpleased  mind. 
A  henvy  alumber  calls  me  to  the  eartb : 
Here  will  1  ticep,  if  sleep  nill  hnrbnur  here. 

hiu:.   Unheatthful  is  the  melancholy  earth  ; 
O,  let  m_v  lord  rest  on  Ludlia's  Up, 
1  '11  help  to  shield  you  from  the  seiuching  air, 
And  keep  the  cold  damps  from  your  gcnUe  blood. 

Lasi.  Pray  thee,  away !  for,  whilst  thou  art  so  near. 
No  sleep  will  seise  on  my  nispidous  eyes. 

Luc.  Sleep  then ;  and  I  am  pleased  far  off  to  sit. 
Like  to  a  poor  and  forlorn  sentinel. 
Watching  the  uotiianltful  sleep,  that  severs  me 
From  my  due  part  of  rest,  dear  love,  with  thee. 

An  Enchants,  aho  it  etiaminind  of  LrcTLU,  eharnu  Ihe  Earl  lo 
a  deadtlttp,  and  Lccllu  ta  aforgetfulnca  ofherp(ut  love. 

£ncA.  (toLAsaENBUKGH).  Lie  there;  and  lose  the  memory 
Who  likewise  hath  forgot  the  love  of  thee  [of  her. 

By  my  enchantments ; — come,  sit  down,  fair  nymph. 
And  taste  the  sweetness  of  these  heavenly  catea. 
Whilst  from  the  hollow  crannies  of  this  rock 
Music  shall  sound  to  recreate  my  love. 
But  tell  me,  had  you  ever  lover  yet? 

Lxiv.  1  had  a  lover,  I  think  ;  but  who  it  was. 

Or  where,  or  how  long  since,  ay  me  !  I  know  not  t 
Yet  bent  my  timorous  thoughts  on  such  a  thing. 
I  feel  a  pasBionate  heat,  yet  find  no  fiame ; 
Think  what  I  know  not,  nor  know  what  I  think. 

Ench.  Hast  thou  forgot  me  then?  I  am  thy  love, — 
Whom  sweetly  tliou  wert  wont  to  entertain 
With  looks,  with  vows  of  love,  with  amorous  kisses. 
Look'st  thou  90  strange?  dost  thou  not  know  me  yet? 

Luc.  Sure  1  should  know  you. 

Ench.  Why,  love,  doubt  you  that  7 

'Twas  I  that  led  you '  through  the  painted  meads. 
Where  the  light  fairies  danced  upon  the  ilowers. 
Hanging  on  every  leaf  an  orient  pearl, 
Which,  struck  together  with  the  silken  wind 
Of  their  loose  mantles,  made  a  silver  chime. 
'Twas  I  that,  winding  my  shrill  bugle-hom. 
Made  a  gilt  palace  break  out  cif  the  hill, 
Fill'd  suddenly  with  troops  of  knights  and  damea. 
Who  danced  and  revel'd ;  whilst  we  sweetly  slept 
Upon  a  bed  of  roses,  wrapp'd  all  in  gold. 
Dost  thou  not  know  me  now? 

Iak.  Yes,  now  I  know  thee. 

1  In  charmed  Tisions, 
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E»ch.  Come  then,  confirm  this  knowledge  with  a  kiu. 
Jjuc.  Nay,  stay ;  yaa  are  not  he :  hoTr  strange  is  this  I 
Ench.  Thou  art  gBDwn  passing  strange,  my  loye, 

To  him  til  at  mode  thee  so  loi^  since  his  bride. 
Luc.  O,  wns  it  you  J  come  then.     0,  stay  awhile. 

1  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  1  am ; 

Not  you,  nor  these  I  know,  nor  any  thing 


Giov.lNRI,  nf  noble  ejrlrapfion,  but  hronght  vp  a  gnrdeuer,  ami 
igimrant  of  any  greater  birth,  loeei  BKLLAlTRi,  a  primxti;  iind 
is  beloved  agtan^ 

Bellauha.    Giovanni. 
BtU.  How  now,  Giorannii 

What,  with  a.  aword  ?     You  were  not  used  to  appciir 
Thus  orm'd.     Your  weapon  is  a  spade,  I  toke  it. 

Gio.  It  did  hecome  my  late  profession,  madam  ; 
But  1  am  changed — 

Bell.  Not  to  a  soldier? 

Gio.  It  is  a  title,  tnadain,  will  much  grace  me ; 
And  with  the  best  collection  of  my  thoughts 
1  have  ambition  to  the  wars. 

Bell.  Von  have  ? 

Gio.  0,  'tis  ft  brave  profession  and  rewards 

All  loss  we  meet,  with  double  weight  in  glory ; 

A  calling,  princes  still  are  proud  to  own ; 

And  some  do  wilhnglv  forget  their  crowns. 

To  be  commanded.      Tis  the  spring  of  all 

We  here  entitle  fame  to )  emperors. 

And  all  degrees  of  honours,  owing  all 

Their  names  to  this  employment;  in  her  vast 

And  circular  embraces  holding  kings. 

And  making  them ;  and  yet  so  kind  as  not 

To  exclude  sueh  private  things  na  I,  who  may 

Learn  and  commence  in  her  great  arts. — My  life 

Hath  been  too  useless  to  myself  and  country ; 

Tis  time  I  should  employ  it,  to  deserve 

A  name  within  their  registry,  that  bring 

The  wealth,  the  harvest,  home  of  well- bought  honour. 

Bell.  Yet  I  can  see 

Through  all  this  revolution,  Giovanni, 
'Tis  something  else  haa  wroiight  this  violent  chnngc. 
Pray  let  me  he  of  counsel  with  your  thoughts. 
And  know  the  serious  motive ;  come,  be  clear. 
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I  am  no  enemv,  and  can  auist                              ^^^^H 

W  here  I  allow'  the  cause.                                                     ■ 

Gi< 

You  may  be  angn,                                                               ^H 

Madam,  and  cliide'  it  as  a  aaucy  priile                                 H 

In  me  to  name  or  look  at  honour;  nor                              ^| 

Can  I  but  know  what  email  addition                                   ^| 

l9  my  unskilful  ann  to  aid  a  country.                                  ■ 

Bd 

.  I  may  therefore  justly  suspect  there  i«  H 
Something  of  other  force,  that  moves  you  to                      H 

The  wars.     Enlarge  my  knowledge  with  the  secret.            I 

C.io 

At  tliis  command  I  open  mv  heart.  Madam,  1 
I  must  confess  there  is  another  cause,                                     1 

Which  1  dare  not  in  my  obedience                                    J 

Obscure,  amce  you  w-iU  call  it  forth ;  and  yet                      ■ 

I  know  vou  will  hiush  at  me —                                              ■ 

BM.  It  would  iU           "                                                        ■ 

Oio 

Tl>en,                                                                             ■ 

Know,  madam.  I  am  in  love.                                                 ■ 

Bill  In  love,  with  whom?                                                             ■ 

Gio 

With  one  I  dare  not  name,  she  is  so  much                         ■ 

Above  my  birth  and  foi-tunes.                                           1 

Bell.  I  commend                                                                             ■ 

Your  flight.     But  does  she  know  it?                                    ■ 

Gio 

1  durst  never                                                                          ■ 

Appear  with  so  much  boldneas  to  diacover  ^^^^H 
My  heart's  so  great  ambition ;  it  la  here  still  ^^^^H 
A  strange  and  busy  guest.                                       ^^^^H 

Bell.  And  you  think  absence                                      ^^^M 

Mav  cure  this  wound—                                           ^^^^H 

Gio 

Or  death—                                                       ^^^| 

Bull.  I  may  presume                                                       ^^^^B 

You  tbiuk  she  -a  fair ^^^H 

Gio 

I  dare  as  soon  question  your  beauty,  madam,     ^^^^H 

The  only  ornament  and  star  of  Venice,                 ^^^^^| 

Pardon  the  bold  comparison ;  yet  there  is         ^^^^^H 

Something  in  you,  resembles  my  great  miatrci^^^^^H 
She  blushes  1  {aside)                                        ^^^^H 

Such  very  beams  disperseth  her  bright  eye,  .^^^^H 
Poweiful  to  restore  decrepit  nature ;  ^1 
But  when  she  &owns,  and  changes  from  her  aweet            1 

Aspect,  {ta  in  my  fears  I  see  vou  now,                                 H 

Offended  at  my  boldnesB.)  she  does  bktt                             ■ 

Poor  Giovanni  thus,  and  thus  I  wither                                 ■ 

At  heait,  and  wish  myself  a  thing  lost  in                             ■ 

My  own  foi^ttcn  dust.                                                ■ 

H 

^^^^^H 

THE  DETIL  a  LAW  CASE. 


THE  DEVIL'S  LAW  CASE :  A  TRAGI-COMEDT, 
BY  JOHN  WEBSTER,  1623. 
CUrgy-comfcri. 
I  must  talk  to  you,  like  a  dicine,  of  patience. — 
I  have  heard  some  talk  of  it  very  much,  and  many 
Times  to  their  auditors'  impatience ;  hut  1  pi'aj', 
What  practice  lio  they  make  on 't  in  their  lives? 
They  are  too  full  of  choler  with  living  houeat, — 
And  some  of  them  not  only  impatient 
Of  their  own  slightest  injuries,  but  stark  mad 
At  one  another's  preferment. 
Sfpvilure. 
Two  Belhnen,  a  Capuohln  ;  RouBllo,  and  othera. 

Cap.  For  pity's  sake,  you  that  have  tears  to  shed. 
Sigh  a  soft  requiem,  and  let  fait  a  head. 
For  two  unfortunate  nohles',  whose  sad  fate 
Leaves  them  both  dead  and  excommunicate  ; 
No  churchimm's  prayer  to  comfort  their  last  groans. 
No  sacred  seed  of  earth  to  hide  their  bones ; 
But  as  their  fntr  wrought  them  out  of  breath, 
The  canon  speaks  them  guilty  of  their  own  death. 

JJom.  Denied  christian  burial !  I  pray,  whet  doe*  that  ? 
Or  the  dead  laz^  march  in  the  ntuerol  ? 
Or  the  flattery  m  the  epitaph  7 — which  shows 
More  sluttish  far  than  all  the  spiders'  webs. 
Shall  ever  grow  upon  it :  what  do  these 
Add  to  our  well-being  after  death  7 

Cap.  Not  a  scruple. 

Rom.  Very  well  then — 

I  have  a  certain  meditation, 

(If  I  can  think  of,)  somewhat  to  this  purpose ; — 

I  '11  say  it  to  you,  while  my  mother  there 

Numbers  her  beads. — 

"  You  that  dwell  near  these  graves  and  vaults. 

Which  oft  do  hide  physicians'  faults. 

Note  what  a  small  room  doth  sufUce 


To  express  men's  goods :  their  vanities 
Would  fill  more  volume  in  small  hand. 
Than  all  the  evidence  of  church  land. 
Funerals  hide  men  in  civil  wearing. 
And  are  to  the  drapers  a  good  bearing: 
Make  the  heralds  lai^h  in  their  black 
And  all  die  worthies,  die  with  paymeni 
'  Slain  in  a  duel. 


4 

raiment ;  ^ 


To  the  altar  offeringa :  though  their  fkme. 

And  all  the  vbEuity  of  th^r  iiHme, 

'Tween  heaven  and  thi«,  yielil  no  more  light 

Than  rotten  trees,  whirh  shine  in  the  night. 

O,  look  the  Ingt  act  be  best  in  the  play. 

And  then  rest  geotle  bones!  jt-t  pray, 

That  when  by  the  Precise  you  are  view'dj 

A  supersedeas  be  not  sued; 

To  remove  you  to  a  plaee  more  airy, 

That  iu  your  stead  they  may  keep  cbafy 

Stockfish,  or  aeacoitl ;  for  the  abuses 

Of  sacrilege  have  tum'd  graves  to  viler  use*. 

now  then  ein  any  monninent  say. 

Here  rest  these  bones  to  the  last  day; 

When  Time,  swift  both  of  foot  and  feather, 

Mny  bear  them  the  sciLton  knows  not  whither! — 

What  care  I  then,  though  my  last  sleep ; 

Be  in  the  desert,  or  iu  the  deep ; 

No  lamp,  nor  taper,  day  and  n^ht. 

To  give  my  cbomcl  chargeable  bght  7 

I  have  there  like  quantity  of  ground ; 

And  at  the  last  day  I  shall  be  found'." 

Immahtn  dtali, 
Contarino's  dead. 

0  that  he  should  die  so  soon  I 
Why,  I  pray,  tell  me : 
Ii  not  the  shortest  fever  best?  and  are  not 
Bad  plays  the  worse  for  their  length  ? 

Otiiliy  pre/ennent, 

1  have  a  plot,  shall  breed, 
Out  of  the  death  of  these  two  noblemen. 
The  advancement  of  our  house^ 

O,  take  heed ! 

A  grave  is  a  rotten  foundation. 

MUchie/s 

ate  like  the  viaita  of  Franciscan  friars. 

They  never  come  to  prey  upon  us  single. 

Xtist  lose  HrongetL 

—  ns  we  love  our  youngest  children  best. 

So  the  iaat  fruit  of  our  affection, 

■  Webster  wss  parish  elert  at  Si.  Andrew's  Holbum.   T^ie  on- 

liovia  recurrence  to  church  mattora,  anml^c,  tombstones,  with  the 

I'lvquent  introduction  of  dirges,  in  this,  and  his  other  tragedifB, 

luny  ba  traded  to  bis  piofesuonal  sympathies. 
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Wherever  we  bestow  it,  is  most  strong, 

Most  violent,  most  irresistible ; 

Since  'tis  indeed  our  latest  harvest-home. 

Last  merriment  'fore  winter ;  and  we  widows, 

As  men  report  of  our  best  picture-makers, 

We  love  the  piece  we  are  in  hand  with  better 

Than  all  the  excellent  work  we  have  done  before. 

Mother^  8  anger, 
Leonora,  Ha,  my  son ! 

I  '11  be  a  Fury  to  him ;  like  an  Amazon  lady, 
I  'd  cut  off  this  right  pap  that  gave  him  suck. 
To  shoot  him  dead.     I  '11  no  more  tender  him. 
Than  had  a  wolf  stolen  to  my  teat  in  the  night. 
And  robb'd  me  of  my  milk. 

Distraction  from  guilt. 
Leonora  (sola).  Ha,  ha!  What  say  you? 

I  do  talk  to  somewhat  methinks ;  it  may  be. 

My  evil  genius. — Do  not  the  bells  ring  ? 

I  have  a  strange  noise  in  my  head.    O,  fly  in. 

Come,  age,  and  wither  me  into  the  malice 

Of  those  that  have  been  happy !  let  me  have 

One  property  for  more  than  the  devil  of  hell ; 

Let  me  envy  the  pleasure  of  youth  heartily ; 

Let  me  in  this  life  fear  no  kind  of  ill. 

That  have  no  good  to  hope  for.    Let  me  sink. 

Where  neither  man  nor  memory  may  find  me.       [Falls 

to  the  ground. 
Confessor  (entering).  You  are  well  employ'd,  I  hope ;  the  best 
pillow  in  the  world 

For  this  your  contemplation  is  the  earth. 

And  the  best  object  heaven. 
Leonora,  I  am  whispering 

To  a  dead  Mend 

Obstacles, 

Let  those,  that  would  oppose  this  union. 
Grow  ne'er  so  subtle,  ana  entangle  themselves 
In  their  own  work,  like  spiders ;  while  we  two 
Haste  to  our  noble  wishes;  and  presume. 
The  hindrance  of  it  will  breed  more  delight, — 
As  black  copartaments  show  gold  more  bright. 

Falling  out. 

To  draw  the  picture  of  unkindness  truly 
Is,  to  express  two  that  have  dearly  loved 
And  fallen  at  variance. 


THE  BEIDE !  A  COMEDr.  BY  THOMAS  NABB3,  1640. 

HOETKH,  a  collector.     Bitfiiend. 

Frieitd.  You  are  learned  iu  antiquidea? 

Horl.  A  little,  air. 

I  tihould  affect  them  more,  were  not  tradition 

One  of  tbe  best  assurances  to  show 

They  are  the  things  we  think  them.   What  more  proofs, 

Except  perhaps  a  little  cireumstanpe. 

Have  me  for  this  0(  that  to  be  a  piece 

Of  Delphoi'  ruins  i  or  the  marble  statues, 

Made  Athens  glorious  when  she  was  supjiosed 

To  have  more  images  of  men  than  men! 

A  weother-beaten  atone,  flilh  an  inacription 

That  is  not  legible  but  through  an  optic. 

Tells  US  its  age  i  that  in  some  Sibyl's  cave 

Three  thousand  years  Bgo  it  iras  an  altar, 

'Tis  satisfaction  to  our  curiosity, 

But  ought  not  to  necessitate  belief. — 

Vat  antiquity, 

I  do  not  store  up  any  under  Grecian ; 

Your  Roman  antiques  are  but  modem  toys 

Compared  to  them.     Besides  they  are  so  counterfeit 

With  mouldings,  'tia  scarce  possible  to  find 

Any  hut  copies. 

Friend.   Yet  jou  are  eonfldent 

Of  youra,  that  arc  of  more  doubt. 

Hort.  Others  from  their  easiness 

May  credit  what  they  please.    My  trial 's  aucb 
Of  any  thing  I  doubt,  all  the  impostors, 
That  ever  made  antiquity  ridiculous. 
Cannot  deceive  me.     If  I  light  upon 
Aught  that 's  above  my  skiff,  I  have  recourse 
To  those,  whose  judgment  at  the  second  view 
(If  not  the  first)  will  tell  me  what  philoaopher'a 
That  eye-less,  noae-lesa,  mouth-less  statue  is, 
And  who  the  workman  was ;  though  since  his  death 
Thousands  of  years  Have  been  revolved. 
AccidentB  to  fi-ustrate  purpoas. 
How  Tarious  are  the  events  that  may  depend 
Upon  one  action,  yet  the  end  proposed 
Not  follow  the  intention!  accidents 
Will  interpose  themselves;  like  those  rash  men. 
That  thruat  into  a  throng,  occasioned 
By  some  tumultuous  diilcreace,  where  periuqw 
Their  busy  curiosity  begets 
New  quairela  with  new  iaswes. 


THE  GENTLE HiH  USHEB. 


rinee,  (io  gain  Aira  over  to  his  interest  In  a  lo 
affair)  gulU  BiSSIOtO,  a  formal  gentleman-iaher  to  a  gr 
krd,  teith  ecrmmendaHtina  of  Ms  mse  lumse-orderivg  at  a  gT' 

Vine.  —  besides,  good  sir,  your  show  did  show  so  well — 

Bass.  Did  it  indeed,  my  lord? 

Fine.  O  sir,  believe  it, 

'Twaa  the  beat  liishioD'd  and  well-order'd  tbtog. 

That  ever  eye  beheld:  and  therewithal 

The  fit  attendance  by  the  servants  used. 

The  gentle  guise  in  serving  every  gueet. 

In  other  entertainments ;  everything 

About  your  house  so  sortfully  disposed. 

That  ev'n  as  in  a  turnspit  (call'd  a  jack) 

One  vice'  assists  imotheri  the  great  wheels. 

Turning  but  softly,  make  the  less  to  whirr 

About  their  business ;  every  different  part 

Concurring  to  one  commendable  end: 

So,  and  in  such  conformance,  with  rare  grace 

Were  all  things  order'd  in  your  good  lord's  house. 

Bass.  The  most  fit  simile  that  ever  was. 

Vine.  But  shall  I  tell  you  plainly  my  conceit. 

Touching  the  man  that  (I  think)  caused  this  order  ? 

Bass.  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Vine.  Tfou  note  my  siroile? 

Bass.  Drawn  from  the  turnspit 

Vino.  1  see,  you  have  me. 

Ev'n  as  m  that  quaint  engine  you  hare  seen 
A  little  man  in  shreds  stand  at  the  winder. 


And  SI 


I  to  put  in  act  all  things  about  him, 
d  pulling  wi ' 


Lifting  and  pulling  with  a  mighty  si 
Yet  adds  no  force  to  it,  nor  nothing  does : 
So,  Chough  your  lord  be  a  brave  gentleman. 
And  seems  to  do  this  business,  he  does  nothing. 
Some  man  about  him  was  the  festival  rube 
That  made  him  show  so  glorious  and  divine. 

Bass.  I  cannot  tell,  my  lord ;  but  I  should  know. 
If  any  such  there  were. 

Vino.  Shouldfcnow,  quoth  you? 

I  warrant,  you  know  well.     Well,  some  there  be 
Shall  have  the  fortune  to  have  such  rare  men 
(Like  brave  beasts  ti 
When  others  of  as  h: 


THE  BAHTABD. 


The  /ante  BASiilOLO  detcrilied. 
Lord'i  Daughter.  —  hia  place  Is  great;  for  he  is  not  only 
Hy  f&ther'a  uslicr.  but  the  nurld's  be«de. 
Because  be  goes  hefor«  it  all  iu  folljr. 


Roderigwi.  Thy  uticle,  loTe,  holds  still  a  jenlon*  eye 

Oq  all  my  sftions;  nnil  I  am  lulvisedi 

That  bis  suspicious  ears 

Are  stiU  behind  the  hangiugs;  that  the  servaota 

Have  from  him  in  rommund  to  waltb  who  vioti, 

'Tig  safest,  iu  my  judgmeut,  in  his  presence 

That  thou  forbear  to  coat  a  smile  upon  me; 

And  that,  like  old  December,  I  should  look 

With  an  unpleasant  and  contrartcd  brow. 
Varina.  What,  canst  thou  change  thy  heart,  niy  dear,  thai 

Of  flesh  thou  g«vesC  me,  into  adamaal,  [heart 

Or  rigid  marble?  eanat  thou  &own  on  me? 
Bod,  You  do  mistake  me,  meet,  I  mean  not  so 

To  change  my  heart ;  I  'H  change  my  eountenuice. 

But  keep  my  heart  as  loyal  as  before- 
Far.  In  truth  I  cannot  credit  it,  that  thou 

Canst  cast  a  frown  on  me ;  I  [irilbee  Or,  lother. 

Rod.  ThpotbuB:      {He  tries,  and  cannol ;  Ikry  smite  on  each 
Var.  I  prithee.  3n*eet,  betake  thyself  to  school ; 

Tfai:  lesson  thou  must  learn  ;  in  futh  thou  art  ont. 
Rod.  Weil,  I  must  learn,  and  practise  it,  or  we 

Shall  blast  our  budding  hopes. 
For.  Come,  try  a^n. 
Rod.  Bat  if  1  tri-.  aud  prove  a  good  profldent; 

If  1  do  act  my  part  discreetly,  you 

Must  take  it  as  a  play,  not  as  a  truth ; 

Think  it  a  formal,  not  a  real  frown. 

For.  I  shaU 

Rod.  Then  thus :  i'fcith,  minion,  I II  look  to  thee. 

Why,  how  now,  sweet ! — I  did  mistrust  thy  weakness : 

Now  1  have  leam'd  mv  part,  you  are  to  seek. 
Far.  "Faith,  'twas  my  wealtness;  when  I  did  pereeive 

A  cloud  of  rage  condensed  on  thy  brow. 

My  heart  be^u  to  tnelt. 


II 


I  LOTH 


LOVE  TBICKB. 


LOTH  TETOKS :  A  COMEDY,  BY  JAMES  SHTELKT. 
Passionate  covrishij), 
lafortunio,  I  must  liave  other  answer,  fur  I  love  jDu. 
Selina.  MuatI  but  I  don't  see  any  necessity  that 
1  must  love  you.     I  do  confess  you  are 
A  proper  man. 

Illtf,  O,  do  not  mock,  Selina;  let  not  excellence, 
r     Which  you  are  ftiU  of,  make  you  proud  and  scomfii!. 
^r  I  Bm  a  gentleman ;  though  my  outward  part 
H   Cannot  attract  affectiDn,  yet  some  have  told  me, 
H   Nature  hatb  made  me  what  she  need  not  gbame. 
V 
h 


I  Tet  look  into  my  heart ;  there  you  shall  8( 
■  '  "n•the^ 


I  What  you  cannot  despise,  for  ti 
I  With  all  your  grocea  waiting  on  you ;  there 
\  Love  hath  made  you  a  throne  to  sit,  and  rule 
O'er  lufortunio ;  all  my  thoughts  obeying. 
And  honouring  you  as  queen.     Pass  by  my  outside. 
My  breast  I  dare  compare  with  any  man. 
Sel,  But  who  can  see  this  breast  you  boast  of  so? 
laf.  O,  'tis  an  easy  work ;  for  though  it  be 

Not  to  he  pierced  by  the  dull  eye,  whose  beam 

Is  apeut  on  outward  sbapes,  there  is  a  way 

To  make  a  search  into  iU  biddenest  passage. 

I  know  yon  would  not  love,  to  please  your  sense. 

A  tree,  that  bears  a  ragged  unleaved  top 

In  depth  of  winter,  may  when  summet  comes 

Speak  by  bis  fruit  he  is  nut  dead  but  youthful. 

Though  once  he  ahow'd  no  aap :  my  heart 's  a  plant 

Sept  down  by  colder  thoughts  and  doubtful  fears. 

Your  Irowns  like  winter  storms  nmke  it  seem  dead, 

But  yet  it  is  not  so ;  make  it  but  yuurs, 

And  you  shall  see  it  spring,  and  shoot  forth  leaves 


And  pay  your  love  with  truic  when  harvest  comes. 
Set.  Then  you  confess  your  love  is  cold  as  yet. 
And  winter 's  in  your  heart. 
'  Inf.  Mistake  me  not,  Seiina,  for  I  say 

My  heart  is  cold,  not  love. 
Sel.  Anil  yet  your  love  is  from  your  heart,  I  'II  warrant. 
Inf.  O,  you  are  nimble  to  mistake, 
t  My  heart  is  eold  in  your  displeoBurea  only, 

I  And  yet  my  love  is  fervent ;  for  your  eye, 

I  Casting  out  beams,  maintuns  the  flame  it  bums  in. 

ft  -Again,  sweet  love, 

fc  My  heart  is  not  mine  own,  'tit  yours,  yoo  hareji; 
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And  nhile  it  nnked  Les,  not  ileign'il  your  h , 

To  Veep  it  nanu,  bow  wm  it  be  but  cold. 
In  danger  to  be  &ozen  7  blume  not  it ; 
You  only  we  in  fault  it  hnth  no  hext. 

Sel.  Well,  sir ;  I  know  you  bave  rhetoric,  but  I 
Caa  vrithout  art  give  you  a,  final  ansner. 

In/.  O,  stay,  and  think  awhile;  I  cuaoot  reliih 
You  should  say  final :  sneet,  deliberate ; 
It  doth  concern  all  the  e«tatc  I  have; 
I  mean  not  dunghill  Creaaure,  but  my  liie 
Doth  «tand  or  fall  to  it ;  if  yout  answer  he 
That  vou  can  bve  me,  be  as  swift  as  lightning; 
But  if  you  mean  to  kill  me,  and  reject 
My  so  long  love-devotions,  which  I  have  paid 
As  to  an  altur,  stay  a  bttle  longer. 
And  let  me  count  the  riches  I  shall  lose 
By  one  poor  aiiy  nord :  first  give  me  back 
That  part  of  Inforttmio  that  is  lost 
Within  your  luve ;  play  not  the  tyrant  vrith  me. 

A  WOMAN'S  A  WEATHERCOOE:  A  COMKDT, 
BY  NATHANIEL  FIELD,  1612. 
FtUte  aietreu, 
ScrDMOBB  alo«a  ;  hmag  a  letter  tn  *«  hand  from  BELtiTBt 

atmring  him  qfherJiiUh. 
Scud.  If  what  I  feel  I  could  express  in  words, 
Methinks  I  could  sneak  joy  enough  to  men 
To  banish  sadness  from  all  love  for  ever. 

0  thou  that  reconcileat  the  faults  of  all 
Thy  frothy  sex,  sod  in  thy  single  self 
Confinest,  nay,  hast  engrosa'd,  virtue  enor 
To  frame  a  spacious  world  of  virtuous  wot 
Hadst  thou  been  the  beginning  of  thy  seij 

1  think  the  devil  in  the  serjient's  skin 
Had  wanted  cunning  to  o'ercome  thy  goodneuja 
And  all  had  lived  and  died  in  innoceney. 
The  whole  creation  — 
Who  '8  there  ?— aime  in— 

Nevili.  [eatering.)  What  up  already,  SeudmoreT 

Scurf.  Good  morrow,  my  dear  Nevill  7 

ft'ec.  What 's  this  ?  a  letter  1  sure  it  is  not  so  — 

Scarf.  By  heaven,  you  must  excuse  me.     Come,  I  know 

You  will  not  wrong  my  Memlship,  and  your  manners. 

To  tempt  me  to. 
Nev.  Not  for  the  world,  ray  friend. 
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Scud.  Nay,  sir,  neither  must  jou 

Depart  in  anger  from  this  friendly  hand. 
I  swear  I  love  yoa  better  than  all  men. 
Equally  with  all  virtue  in  the  world  : 
Yet  thiB  would  he  a  key  to  lead  you  to 
Aprize  of  that  importiince  — 
Neo.  Worthy  friend, 

I  leave  you  not  in  anger, — what  d'ye  mean? — 

Nor  am  I  of  that  inquisitive  nature  framed. 

To  thirst  to  know  your  private  busineesee. 

Why,  they  eoncem  not  me :  if  they  be  ill. 

And  dangerous,  't  would  grieve  me  much  to  know  them ; 

If  good,  be  they  so,  though  I  know  them  not ; 

Nor  would  I  do  your  love  so  gross  a  wrong. 

To  covet  to  particijmte  affairs 

Of  that  near  t«udi,  which  your  assured  love 

Doth  not  think  £t,  or  dares  not  trust  me  with. 

Scud.  Bow  sweetly  doth  your  friendsliip  play  with  mine. 
And  with  a  simple  subtlety  steals  my  heart 
Out  of  my  bosom !  by  the  holiest  love 
That  ever  made  a  story,  you  are  a  man 
With  all  good  so  replete,  that  I  durst  trust  you 
Even  with  this  secret,  were  it  singly  mine. 

Nee.  I  do  believe  you.    Farewell,  worthy  friend. 

Scud.  Nay,  look  you,  this  same  fashion  does  not  pleate  me. 
You  were  not  wont  to  make  your  TJ 
So  short  and  careless. 


You  have  given  me  no  distajite  in  keeping  from  me 
All  things  that  might  he  burdensome,  and  oppress  me 
In  truth,  1  am  invited  to  a  wedding; 
And  the  morn  faster  goes  away  from  me. 
Than  I  toward  it :  and  so  ^ood  morrow  : 

Scud.  Good  morrow,  sir.     Think  I  durst  show  it  you  — 

Nev.  Now,  by  ray  Ufe,  I  not  desire  it,  sir. 

Nor  ever  loved  these  prying  listening  men. 
That  ask  of  others  'states  and  passages  : 
Not.one  among  a  hundred  but  proves  false. 
Envious  and  slanderous,  and  will  cut  that  throat 

's  his  arras  about.  I  love  that  poet. 
That  gave  us  reading  "  Not  to  seek  ourselves 
Bejoud  ourselves."     Farewell. 

Seud.  You  shall  not  go. 

I  cannot  now  redeem  the  fault  I  have  made 
To  such  a  friend,  but  in  disclosing  all. 

Hot,  Now,  if  jou  love  me,  do  not  wrong  m 
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I  see  you  labour  with  some  seriouH  thing. 

And  think,  like  fairiei'  tretisure,  to  revm  it 

Will  burat  your  breast,— 'tis  w  delicious, 

And  so  much  ^renter  than  the  contineut. 
Scud.  O,  you  have  pierced  my  entrails  nitb  ytmr  wDrda, 

And  I  must  now  explain  all  to  your  eyes !       [  Gives  him 

Bead ;  and  be  happy  in  my  happiness.  the  letter. 

Net.  Yet  think  on 't ;  keep  tby  secret  and  thy  friend 

Sure  and  entire.     O,  give  not  me  the  metma 

To  becume  false  hereafter ;  or  thyself 

A  probable  reason  to  distruit  thy  friend, 

Thuu|i;h  he  be  ne'er  so  near.     1  will  nut  aee  it. 
Scud.  I  die.  by  heaven,  if  yuu  deny  again. 

1  starve  fui  counsel ;  take  it,  look  upon  it. 

If  you  do  not,  it  is  au  equal  plague 

As  if  it  had  been  known  and  pubhshed. 

For  God's  sake,  read ;  but  with  this  caution, — 

By  this  right  hand,  by  this  yet  unstain'd  sworil. 

Were  you  my  father  floning  in  these  waves. 

Or  a  dear  son  exhausted  out  of  them. 

Should  you  betray  the  soul  of  all  my  hopes. 

Like  the  two  Brethren  <thougb  love  made  them  Stan] 

We  must  be  never  more  both  seen  again. 
Neo.  I  read  it,  fearless  of  the  forfeiture ; — 

Yet  warn  you,  be  as  cautelous  not  to  wound 

My  inte^ty  vrith  doubt,  on  likelihoods 

From  misreport,  but  first  exquire  the  truth.  [reads. 

Scad.  She  is  the  food,  the  sleep,  the  air  1  live  by — 
Nen.  {having  read  the  letter.)  O  heaven,  we  speak  like  gods. 
Scud.  What  means  my —  [and  do  like  dogs  I— 

Neti.  This  day  this  Bellu&ont,  tbis  rich  heir 

Is  married  unto  count  Frederick; 

And  that 's  the  weddioe  1  was  gomg  to. 
Scud.  I  prithee  do  not  mock  me; — married  I — 
Nn.  It  IS  no  matter  to  be  pla/d  withal;  

But  yet  as  true,  as  women  all  are  false. 
Scad.  0,  that  this  stroke  were  thunder  to  my  breastli'fl 

For,  NeviU,  thou  host  spoke  rav  heart  in  twainj-^T 

And  with  the  sudden  whirlwind  of  thy  breatii 

Ilast  ravish'd  me  out  of  a  temperate  soil. 

And  set  me  under  the  red  burning  zone. 
Ntv.  For  ebame  \  return  thy  blood  into  thy  face. 

Knuw'st  not  how  slight  a  thing  a  woman  it? 
Scud.  Yes;  and  how  serious  too. ^ — 

ScupMOHK,  qftenuardii/orialxii. 
Scud.  0  God ! 

What  an  eternal  joy  my  heart  has  fel^ 
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Should  tell  the  company  contented  there, 
'  I  had  a  miatresa  tree  of  all  aitch  thoughts. 

I  He  replies  to  hia  friend,  viho  adjures  him  lo  Um. 

I  Scud.  The  sun  ia  stale  to  me ;  tomorrow  mom. 

As  this,  'twill  rise,  I  see  no  ilitference ; 

The  ni^ht  doth  visit  me  hut  in  one  robe ; 

She  brmga  as  many  thoughts,  as  she  wears  stars 

H When  she  is  pleasant,  but  no  rest  at  nil : 

^^^^^  For  what  new  stnmge  thing  should  1  covet  life  then? 
^^^^^V  la  she  not  false  whom  only  I  thought  true  ? 
^^^^^H .  Shall  time  (to  show  his  strength)  make  Scudmore  live, 
^^^^B  imi  (perish  the  vicious  thought)  1  love  not  thee ; 
^^^^H  Or  thou,  dear  friend,  remove  thy  heart  from  me  ? 

Sumotira  of  a  thief  going  to  exeaation. 
Officers,  Room  for  the  prisoner  there  !  room  for  the  prisoner ! 
Footpad.  Make  ixwrn  there;  'tisastrange  thing  a  man  caimot 

go  to  be  hanged  without  crowding  for  it. 
lal  Fellmc.  Prav,  sir,  were  not  you  akin  to  one  Hinde^'l 
Footpad.  No;  t  had  run  faster  away  then. 
2ad  Felloui.  Pray,  prisoner,  before  your  death  clear  your  con- 
I  science,  and  tell  mc  truly,  &c.  [aU  ask  him 

questions  about  robberies. 
!  Margery.  I  am  sure  you  had  my  lady's  gilt  caudle  cup. 

I  Footpad.  Yes,  and  would  have  kept  it;  hut  she  has  it  again, 

I  James.  And  the  plate  out  of  my  buttery —         [has  she  not? 

(  Footpad.  Weil,  and  had  she  not  it  again  t  what  a  plague  would 

I  you  have  ?  you  examine  me,  as  if  you  would  bang 

me,  after  I  um  hanged.     Pray,  officers,  rid  me  of 
I  these  impertinent  people,  and  let  me  die  in  quiet. 

,  \st  Wf«rtaa.  O  lord !  how  angiy  he  ist  that  shows  he  is  a 

I  right  reprobate,  I  warrant  you. 

Footpad.  I  believe,  if  14I  of  you  were  to  be  hanged,  which  I 

and  H 
1st  W 


hope  may  be  in  good  time,  you  would  not  be  very 
2Bd  IVoman.  Lord,  what  a  down  look  he  has !  [merry. 

1st  Wimian.  Ay,  and  what  a  cloud  in  his  forehead,  goody 

Twattle,  mark  that. 

'  A  noted  hifhwaj^m^  m  ^ose^dava^ 
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2ad  ^''omau.  Ay,  and  such  frowning  Krinklea,  I  WBrrant  you ; 

not  so  much  as  a  smile  from  him. 
Footpad.  Smile,  quoth  ehe!  though  'tis  sport  for  lou,  'tis 

none  for  me.  I  assure  you. 
\»t  Woman.  Ay,  but  'tis  bo  long  before  you  are  hanged. 
Footpad.  1  wish  it  longer,  good  woman. 
\st  Fellow.  Prithee,  Mr.  Tliief,  let  this  be  a  warning  to  jou 

for  ever  doing  the  like  ngain. 
Footpad.  1  proioise  you  it  shall. 
'2nd  H'oman.  Thut  is  well  I  thank  you  with  all  my  heart,  le ! 

that  v/Bs  spoken  like  a  precious  godly  aaa  now. 
1st  ^oman.  By  my  truly,  methinks  now  he  is  a  very  propftr 

man,  as  ooe  shall  see  in  a  summer's  day. 
Footpad.  Ay,  so  are  all  that  are  hanged ;  the  gallows  adds  a 

great  deal  of  grace  to  one's  person. 
2nd  Woman.  I  vow  he  is  a  lovely  man ;  'tis  pity  he  should  he 

taken  awav,  as  they  say,  in  the  flower  of  hia  age. 
1st  Officer.  Come,  despatch,  despatch;  what  a  plague  shall 

we  stay  all  doy,  and  neglect  our  business,  to  hang 

one  thief?  [fair  hard  by. 

2nd  Officer,  Pray,  be  hanged  quietly,  sir ;  for  I  am  to  go  to  a 
1st  Officer.  And  I  am  to  meet  some  friends  to  drink  out  a  stand 

of  ale  hy  and  by. 
\sl  Woman.  Nay,  pray  let  him  speak,  and  die  like  a  Christian. 
2nd  Woman.  O,  1  have  heard  brave  speeches  at  this  place 

Footpad.  Weil,  good  people — if  1  may  he  hold  to  call  you  so 
— this  pulpit  was  not  uf  my  choosing.  I  shall  shortly 
preach  mortality  to  you  without  speaking,  therefore 

£ray  take  example  by  me,  and  then  1  know  what  will 
ecome  of  you.  I  will  he,  1  say,  your  memento  mori, 
hoiiing  you  will  all  folbw  me. 

Isl  FelloiD.  0,  he  speaks  rarely  1 

2nd  Fellow).  Ay,  does  Latin  it. 

Footpad.  I  have  been  too  covetous,  and  at  last  taken  for  it, 
and  am  very  sorry  for  it.  I  have  been  a  great  sin- 
ner, and  condemned  for  it,  which  grieves  me  not  a 
little,  that  1  made  not  niy  escape,  and  so  1  heartily 
repent  it,  and  so  I  die  with  this  true  confession. 

lit  Woman  (iceMrinj).  Mercy  on  him,  for  a  better  man  was 
never  hanged. 

2nrf  Woman.  So  true  and  hearty  repentance,  and  so  pious ! 

2nii  Fellow.  Help  him  up  higher  on  the  ladder.  Now  you 
are  above  us  all.  [no  pride  in  this  world, 

Footpad.  Truly  I  desire  you  were  all  equal  with  me ;  I  have 

I»(  Fellow.  Will  you  not  sing,  sir,  before  you  are  hanged? 

Footpad.  Na,^~=^j^:  I  am  not  so  merrily  disposed. 


VA^MIMOUCHI.  EIS 

.  Come,  are  yon  ready  ? 
Footpad.  Yes,  I  have  been  preparing  for  you  these  many  yean. 
Isl  tVoman.  Mercy  on  him,  and  aave  his  better  part. 
2nd  H'oman.  You  see  what  vse  must  al!  come  to.  [Aorn  blou'i 
Officer,  A  reprieve  !  how  cajne  that  ?  areprievf. 

Post.  My  lailir  Haughty  procured  it.  [a  civil  jierson. 

Footpad.  I  will  always  say,  while  I  live,  that  her  loiiyship  is 
iat  Fetlme,  Pish,  what  must  he  not  be  hanged  now  ? 
2nd  FtUow.  What  did  we  come  all  this  way  Ibr  this? 
1st  Woman.  Take  all  this  pains  to  see  nothing?       [this  day. 
Footpad.  Very  pious  good  people,  1  shall  show  you  no  spoit 


^^^^  Foolish  lender. 

DAtor.  Aa  to  my  affairs,  you  know  I  stand  indebted  to  you. 
Creditor.  A  few  dribbling  auma,  sir. 
Dabt.  You  leot  them  me  very  frankly,  and  with  a  great  deal 

of  generosity,  and  much  like  a  gentleman. 
Cred.  You  are  pleased  to  say  so. 

Debt.  But  I  know  how  to  receive  kindnesses,  and  to  make 
returns  according  to  the  merits  of  the  person  that 
Cred.  No  man  better.  [ubiigcs  mc. 

Debt.  Therefore  pray  let 's  see  how  our  accounts  stand. 
Cred.  They  are  down  here  in  my  table-book. 
Debt.  I  am  a  man  that  love  to  acquit  myself  of  all  obligations 
Cred.  See  the  memorandum.  [as  soon — 

Debt.  You  have  set  it  all  down. 
Cred.  All. 
Debt.  Pray  read — 

Cred.  Lent,  the  second  time  I  saw  you,  one  hundred  gviincas. 
Debt.  Right. 
Cred.  Another  time  fifty. 
Debt.  Yes. 

Cred.  Lent  for  a  certtun  oi 

Debt.  Did  I  not?  that  I  should  conceal  any  thing  dot 
Cred.  No  matter.  [friend'! 

Debt.  It  looks  like  mistrust,  which  is  a  wrong  to  friendship — 
Cred.  O  Lord ! 

D^l.  I  am  so  ashamed  !^for  1  dare  trust  ray  soul  with  you. 
1  borrowed  it,  to  lend  a  person  of  quality,  whom  1 
employed  to  introduce  me  to  the  king,  and  recom- 
mend to  his  particular  frivour,  that  1  might  be  able 
to  do  you  service  in  your  a&aini.  [cross  it  out. 

Cred,  0.  ^  you  lo?  then  thai  debt  is  as  it  were  paid;  I  '^ 
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Dtbl.  By  no  meiiiis;  y<iu  shnll  have  it,  or  I  vow —   , 

Crtd.  Well,  lir,  rb  you  pleaie. 

Debt.  I  Yow  I  would  ne'er  have  borrowed  of  you  again,  as 

loug  as  you  lived — but  proceed — 
Cred.  Another  time  one  hiuidred— 
Debt.  O,  that  nas  to  send  into  France  to  my  wife  to  bring 

her  over,  but  the  queen  would  not  part  with  her 
Crtd.  Alas !  [then ;  and  aince,  abe  ia  faUea  siek. 

Debt.  But  pretty  well  recovered — 
Crtd.  These  four  sums  make  up  four  hundred  grunea*. 
Debt.  Just  ai  can  be  ;  a  very  good  account.     Put  down  two 

hundred  more,  which  1  will  borrow  of  you  now ;  and 

then  it  will  be  joet  six  hundred ;  that  is,  if  it  will  be 

Cred.  Euh,  not  in  the  least. 

Debt.  It  ii  to  make  up  a  sum  of  two  thousand  |)ounils,  which 
I  am  abnut  to  lay  up  in  houses  I  have  bought;  but 
if  it  incommode  you,  I  can  have  it  elsewhere. 

Cred.  O,  by  no  weana. 

Debt.  You  need  but  tell  me,  if  it  nill  be  any  trouble. 

Cred,  Lord,  sir,  that  you  will  think  so ! 

Debt.  1  know  some  will  be  glad  of  the  occasion  to  geire  me ; 
but  these  are  favours  only  to  be  asked  of  special 
friends.  I  thought  you,  being  my  most  esteemed 
friend,  would  take  it  ill,  if  you  should  ct 
of  it,  that  I  did  nut  oak  you  first. 

Cred.  It  is  a  great  honour. 


Love  half-dfitUd  "  love.  ha^-co»feaad. 
NiSA.     NiOBE,  her  maid. 

tiisa.  I  fear  Niobe  Is  in  love. 

Niobe.  Not  1,  madam;  yet  must  I  confess,  that  oftentimes  I'A 
have  had  sweet  thoughts,  sometimes  hard  ci 
betwixt  both,  a  kind  of  yielding ;  1  know  not  what ; 
but  certainly  I  think  it  is  not  love :  sigh  I  can,  ant 
find  case  in  metancholy  ;  smile  I  do,  and  take  pUa- 
»ure  in  imaginution :  I  feel  in  myself  a  pleasing  pmii. 
a  chill  heat,  a  delicate  binernesE ;  how  to  tern:  '  ' 
know  not ;  without  doubt  it  may  be  Love ;  s 
am  it  is  not  Hate. 


S&PHO  AVD  FHAO. 


Vbao,  a  poor  ferryman,  praiiei  iis  conditioii ;   he  fernti  orer 

TEMtTB.fcAo  iajlames  SafBO  and  himiBUh  a  mutual  patiiaii. 
Fkao.  Thou  art  a  ferryman,  Phao,  yet  B  freeman;  possessing 
for  riches  content,  and  for  bouours  quiet.  Thy 
thoughts  are  no  higher  than  thy  fortunes,  nor  thy 
desires  greater  than  thy  ealling.  Who  climbeth, 
Etandeth  on  ^Ibbs,  and  falleth  on  thorn.  Thy  bean's 
thirst  is  satisfied  with  thy  band's  thrift,  and  thy 
gentle  hibours  in  the  day  turn  tu  sweet  tlumbers  iii 
the  night.  As  much  doth  it  dehght  thee  to  rule  thy 
oar  in  a  calm  stream,  as  it  doth  Sapho  to  sway  the 
sceptre  in  ber  brave  court.  Envy  never  casteth  her 
eye  low,  ambition  pointeth  always  upward,  and  re- 
venge barketh  only  at  stars.  Thou  farest  delicately, 
if  tbnu  have  a  tare  to  buy  any  thing.  Thine  angle 
is  ready,  when  thy  oar  is  idle ;  and  aa  awect  is  the 
I  fish  which  thou  gettest  in  the  river,  as  the  fowl  whieh 

^^^^^  others  buy  in  the  market.  Thou  needest  not  fear 
^^^^L  poison  in  thy  glass,  nor  treason  in  thy  guard.  The 
^^^^^H  wind  is  tby  greatest  enemy,  whose  might  ii  witb- 
^^^^H  stood  by  policy.  O  sweet  ht'e  I  seldom  found  under 
^^^^H  a  golden  covert,  often  under  a  thatched  cottage, 
f  But  here  cometh  one ;  I  will  withdraw  myself  aside ; 

it  may  he  a  passenger. 

Vises,  Pnio !  iAe  as  a  morlat. 
Vea.  Pretty  youth,  do  you  keep  the  ferry,  that  eonducteth  to 

Syracusa? 
Phao.  The  fenry,  fair  lady,  that  condueteth  to  Syracuia. 
Vert.  I  fear,  if  the  water  should  begin  to  swell,  Ihou  wilt  want 

cunning  to  guide. 
Phao.  Theae  waters  are  commonly  as  the  passengers  are ;  and 
therefore,  carrying  one  so  fair  in  shorn,  there  is  no 
cause  to  fear  a  rough  sea.  [pastime  7 

I'm.  Tu  pass  the  time  in  thy  boat,  canst  thou  devise  any 
Phao.  If  the  wind  be  with  me,  I  can  angle,  or  tell  tales  i  if 
against  me,  it  will  be  pleasure  for  yuu  to  see  me 
take  pains. 
r™.  I  like  not  fishing ;  yet  was  I  born  of  the  sea.    [the  sea. 
Phao.  But  he  may  bless  fishmg,  that  caught  atich  an  one  in 
I        Ven.  It  was  not  with  an  angle,  my  boy,  but  with  a  net. 

Phao.  So,  was  it  said,  that  Vulean  eaught  Mais  with  Venus. 
Vm.  Didat  thou  hear  so?  it  was  some  tale.  [my  tale. 

U  Phao.  Yea,  madam ;  and  that  in  the  boat  did  1  mean  t»-av^«- 
L  2  l2 
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Vm.  It  is  not  far  a  ferrymikD  to  talk  of  the  gada'  love* :  but 
to  tell  how  thy  father  could  dig,  uid  thy  mother 
spin.     But  come,  let  us  BWtty. 
Phao.  I  am  ready  to  wait. 
SlFHO,  sleeplenfor  love  of  Fbao,  Kho  {uvea  her  a»  mud,  eoniullt 
K'iih  Aiin  aiitut  lonu  taedicinal  herb ;  the,  a  great  Ladg ,    ' 
the  poor  Farrymao,  but  bojd  pramoled  to  be  her  Gardener, 
Sapho.  What  herbs  have  you  brought,  Phao? 
Phao.  Such  as  will  make  you  sleep,  madam ;  though  they 
caunut  make  me  slumber.  [younelf  ? 

Sapho.  Why,  how  can  you  cure  me,  when  yon  cannot  remedy 
Phao.  Yes,  madam;  the  causes  are  contrary  :  for  it  is  only 
dryness  in  your  brains,  that  keepeth  jou  from  resi 
Sapha.  But  what  ?  [But- 

Phao.  Nothing :  but  mine  is  not  so.  [oDt 

Sapho,  Nay  then,  I  despair  of  help,  if  our  disease  be  not  all 
Phao.  I  would  our  diseases  were  all  one  1  [desperate. 

S/ipko,  It  goes  hard  with  the  patient,  when  the  physician  is 
Phao.  Yet  Medea  made  the  ever-wpking  dragon  to  snort, 
when  she  (poor  soul)  eould  not  wink,  [but  Jason. 
Sapliu.  Medea  was  in  love,  and  nothing  eould  cause  her  rest 
Pliao,  Indeed  I  know  no  herb  to  make  lovers  sleep  but  heart's 
ease ;  which,  because  it  groweth  so  high,  I  eannot 
Sapho.  For  whom !  [reaeh,  for^ 

Phao.  For  such  as  love — 

Sapho.  Itstoopethverylow,  and  lean  never  stoop  to  it,  that — 
Phao.  That  what? 

Sapho.  That  I  may  gather  it.  But  why  do  you  sigh  so,  Phao  ? 
Phao.  It  is  mine  use,  madam.  [sigh,  but  I  must  sigh  also. 
Sapho,  It  will  lio  you  harm,  and  me  too ;  for  I  never  hear  one 
Phao.  It  were  best  then  that  your  ladyship  give  me  leave  to 

be  gone;  for  I  can  but  sigh. 
Sapho.  Nay,  stay  i  for  now  I  begiu  to  sigh,  I  shall  not  leave, 
though  you  be  gone.     But  what  do  you  think  best 
Phao.  Yew,  madam.  [for  your  sighing,  to  take  it  away? 

Sapho.  Me  ! 

Phao.  No,  madam ;  yew  of  the  tree. 

Sapho.  Then  will  1  Iotc  yew  the  better.   And  indeed  I  think 
it  would  make  me  sleep  too;  therefore,  all  other 
et  aside,  I  will  simply  use  only  yew. 
Phao.  Do,  madam ;  for  I  think  nothing  in  the  world  so  gooil 
Sapha.  Farewell,  for  this  time.  [as  yew. 

SAPno  qaesiioitM  her  low-placad  aff'eetion. 
.  Into  the  nest  of  on  Alcyon  no  bird  can  enter  but  the 
Alcyon :  and  into  the  heart  of  so  great  a  lady  call 
ooy  creep  but  a  great  lord? 
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Cupid.  Sapho  cured  of  her  love  hy  thepityofY'ESV^, 
Cupid,  But  what  will  you  do  for  Phao  ? 
Sapho.  I  will  wish  him  fortunate.  This  will  I  do  for  Phao, 
because  I  once  loved  Phao :  for  never  shall  it  be 
said,  that  Sapho  loved  to  hate ;  or  that  out  of  love 
she  could  not  be  as  courteous,  as  she  was  in  love 
passionate. 

"P^AO^S  final  resolution. 

Phao,  O  Sapho,  thou  hast  Cupid  in  thy  arms,  I  in  my  heart ; 
thou  kissest  him  for  sport,  1  must  curse  him  for 
spite ;  yet  will  I  not  curse  him,  Sapho,  whom  thou 
kissest.  This  shall  be  my  resolution,  wherever  I 
wander,  to  be  as  I  were  ever  kneeling  before  Sapho ; 
my  loyalty  unspotted,  though  unrewarded.  With  as 
little  mahce  will  I  go  to  my  grave,  as  I  did  lie  withal 
in  my  cradle.  My  life  shall  be  spent  in  sighing  and 
wishing;  the  one  for  my  bad  fortune,  the  other  for 
Sapho's  good. 


THE  TRUE  TROJANS,  OR  FUIMUS  TROES :  AN  HISTO- 
RICAL PLAY.    AUTHOR  UNKNOWN,  1633. 

Invocation  of  the  Druids  to  the  gods  of  Britain,  on  the  invasion 

of  CcBsar. 

Draw  near,  ye  heavenly  Powers, 
Who  dwell  in  starry  bowers ; 
And  ye,  who  in  the  deep 
On  mossy  pillows  sleep ; 
And  ye  who  keep  the  centre. 
Where  light  did  never  enter; 
And  ye  whose  habitations 
Are  still  among  the  nations. 
To  see  and  hear  our  doings,  . 
Our  births,  our  wars,  our  wooings ; 
Behold  our  present  grief. 
Belief  doth  beg  relief. 

By  the  vervain  and  lunary. 
By  fern  seed  planetary. 
By  the  dreadful  misletoe 
which  doth  on  holy  oak  grow. 
Draw  near,  draw  near,  draw  near. 

Help  us  beset  with  danger. 
And  turn  away  your  anger ; 
Help  us  begirt  with  trouble. 
And  now  your  mercv  double ; 


Help  U9  oppress'd  with  corrow 

And  figbt  for  119  to-niom>i[. 

Let  fire  consume  the  foenan. 

Let  air  infest  the  Roman, 

Let  seas  eolomb  their  fury, 

Let  gaping  earth  them  bury. 

Let  fire,  und  air,  and  water, 

And  eurtb  conspire  their  gtaughter. 
By  the  vervmn,  Ac. 

We  'U  praiae  then  your  gre«t  power 

Each  month,  eaeh  day,  each  hour. 

And  blitze  in  lasting  story 

Your  honour  and  your  glory. 

High  altars  lost  in  vapour, 

Young  heifers  free  from  labour. 

White  lambs  for  suek  still  crying. 

Shall  make  your  music  dying. 

The  bojs  and  girls  around. 

With  honeyaucklea  crown'd; 

The  bards  H-ith  harp  and  rhyming, 

Qreen  bays  their  brows  entwining. 

Sweet  tune  and  sweeter  dittv. 

Shall  chant  your  gracious  pity. 
By  the  verrain.  &c. 

AiHilher,  to  Iht  mooH. 
Tbou  queen  of  heaven,  commandrewi  of  the  deep. 
Lady  of  lakes,  regent  of  woods  and  deer ; 
A  lamp,  dispelling  iiluome  night ;  the  source 
Of  gencnible  moisture ;  at  whose  feet 
Wait  twenty  thousand  Naidea ' — thy  crejcent 
Brute  elephants  adore,  and  man  doth  fe«l 
Thy  force  run  through  the  iodiac  of  his  limbs. 
O  tbou  first  guide  of  Brutus  to  this  isle. 
Drive  hack  these  proud  ueurpers  from  tills  isle. 
Whether  the  name  of  Cynthia's  silver  globe. 
Or  chaste  Diaua  with  a  gilded  quiver. 
Or  dread  Proserpina,  stem  Dis's  spouM, 
Or  soft  Lueinii,  call'd  in  child-bed  throes, 
nnth  thee  delight ;  rise  with  a  glorious  face, 

1  drops  of  Nereus  trickling  down  thy  cheeks, 

"itb  bright  homa  united  in  full  orb 
A  the  seas,  with  billows  heat  the  banks, 
iQ)  Neptune,  aod  the  jEolian  slaves, 
)Oth  night  and  winter  in  a  storm, 
Ulose  their  nay,  and  sooner  land. 
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At  sad  Avemus'  than  at  Albion's  strand. 
So  mayst  thou  shun  the  Dragon's  head  and  tail ! 
So  may  Endymion  snort  on  Latmian  bed ! 
So  may  the  fair  game  fall  before  thy  bow ! 
Shed  Ught.on  us,  but  lightning  on  our  foe. 


THE  TWINS :  A  COMEDY,  BY  W.  RIDER,  A.M.,  1665. 

Irre8oluti(m, 
I  ara  a  heavy  stone, 

Roll'd  up  a  hill  by  a  weak  child :  I  move 
A  little  up,  and  tumble  back  again. 

JtesoUiUonJbr  innocence. 

My  noble  mind  has  not  yet  lost  all  shame. 
1  will  desist.    My  love,  that  will  not  serve  me 
As  a  true  subject,  I  '11  conquer  as  an  enemy. 

0  Fame,  1  wUl  not  add  another  spot 

To  thy  pure  robe !     I  '11  keep  my  ermine  honour 
Pure  and  alive  in  death ;  and  with  my  end 

1  '11  end  my  sin  and  shame :  like  Charicles, 
Who  living  to  a  hundred  years  of  age 

Free  from  the  least  disease,  fearing  a  sickness. 
To  kill  it  kill'd  himself,  and  made  his  death 
The  period  of  his  health. 


SIR  GILES  aOOSECAP :   A  COMEDY. 
AUTHOR  UNKNOWN,  1606. 

Miendahip  in  a  lords  modetiy  in  a gentlenum. 

Clarence  \to  some  musicians'].  Thanks,  gentle  friends; 
Is  your  good  lord,  and  mine,  gone  up  to  bed  yet  ? 

Momford,  I  do  assure  you  not,  sir,  not  yet,  nor  yet,  my  deep 
and  studious  friend,  not  yet,  musical  Clarence. 

Clar.  My  lord — 

Mom,  Nor  yet,  thou  sqle  divider  of  my  lordship. 

Clar,  That  were  a  most  unfit  division. 

And  far  above  the  pitch  of  my  low  plumes. 
I  am  your  bold  and  constant  guest,  my  lord. 

Mom,  Far,  far  from  bold,  for  thou  hast  known  me  long, 
Almost  these  twenty  years,  and  half  those  years 
Hast  been  my  bedfellow,  long  time  before 
This  unseen  thing,  this  thing  of  naught,  indeed,  • 
Or  atom,  call'd  my  lordship,  shined  in  me ; 
And  yet  thou  makest  thyself  as  little  bold 
To  take  such  kindness,  as  becomes  the  age 
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And  truth  of  our  indisBoluble  love. 

As  our  aaquaiut&Dce  sprung  but  yesterday ; 
Such  IB  thy  geutle  and  too  tender  spirit. 
Clar.  My  lord,  my  want  of  courtship  makes  me  fear 
I  should  be  rude ;  and  this  my  meau  estate 
Meets  with  such  envy  aad  detraction, 
Surh  misconstnidaona  and  resolved  misdooms 
ur  my  poor  worth,  that  should  1  be  sdruiced 
Beyond  my  unseeo  lowness  but  one  hair, 
I  should  be  torn  in  pieces  by  tbe  spirits 
That  fly  in  tU-lung'd  tempests  through  the  world, 
TearioK  the  he»d  of  virtue  from  her  shoulders. 
If  she  but  look  out  of  the  ground  of  glory  ; 
Tvrixt  whom,  and  me,  and  every  worldly  fortune, 
Tliere  fights  such  sour  and  cursed  antipathy. 
So  waspish  and  so  petulant  a  star, 
That  all  things  tending  to  my  grace  and  good 
Are  ravish'd  from  their  object,  as  I  were 
A  tbiog  created  fur  a  Hililerntss, 
And  must  not  think  of  any  place  with  men. 


The  hmnotir  of  a  coHceited  TraTdlw,  wio  w  laken  with  every 
thing  that  it  fV«Bci. 
Eagliih  MonsieuT.  Gentlemen,  if  you  please,  let  us  dine  to- 
gether, [beef  in  town. 
Faine.  I  know  a  cook's  shop,  has  tbe  best  boiled  and  roast 
Eng.  Mons.  Sir,  since  you  are  a  stranger  to  tne,  1  only  ask 
you  what  you  mean ;  but,  were  you  acquainted  with 
me,  I  should  take  your  greasy  proposition  as  an 
affront  to  my  palate.                    [dme  well  together. 
Ffline.  Sir,  I  only  meant,  by  the  consent  of  this  eorapany,  to 
Eng.  Mons.  Do  you  call  dining  well,  to  eat  out  of  a  French 

house? 
Vaine.  Sir,  I  understand  you  us  little  as  you  do  beef. 
Eng.  Mons.  Why  then,  to  interpret  my  meaning  plainly,  if 
ever  you  make  me  such  offer  again,  expect  to  hear 
from  me  next  morning — 
Vaine.  What,  that  you  would  not  dine  with  me — 
Eng.  Mons.  No,  sir;  that  I  will  fight  with  \ou.     Iti  short, 
sir,  I  can  only  tell  you,  that  I  liatf  once  a  dispute 
with  a  certain  person  in  this  kind,  uho  defended  the 
" 'h  way  of  eating;    whereupon  1  a 
a^j  wan  that  has  been  in  " 
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have  dooe.  Wefouf^ht;  I  killed  him :  and  where- 
abouts do  you  think  I  hit  him  7 

Vaine.  I  warrant  you,  in  the  araall  guts — 

Etig.  Mons.  1  run  him  through  his  mistaken  palate;  which 
made  me  think  the  hand  of  justice  guided  my  sword. 

Eng.  Moas.  M adorn,  leading  your  ladyship,  puts  me  in  mind 

Lady.  Why,  ail  [of  France. 

£n;,  Mons.  Because  you  lead  so  like  French  ladies. 

Lady.  Sir,  nby  look  you  so  eamcatlv  on  the  ground  ? 

Eng.  Mons.  I  '11  lay  a  hundred  ])ounda,  liere  has  lieen  three 
English  ladies  walking  up  before  us. 

Crafty.  How  can  you  tell,  sir? 

Eng.  Mons.  By  being  in  France. 

Crafty.  WhatadeTilcanhemean? 

Eng.Mons.  I  have  often  in  France  observed  in  gardens,  when 
the  company  used  to  walk  after  a  small  shoner  of 
rain,  the  impression  of  the  French  ladies'  feet.  1 
have  seen  such  ban  mica  in  their  footsteps,  that  the 
king  of  France's  Moitre  de  Daunce  could  not  have 
found  fault  with  any  one  trend  amongst  them  all. 
In  this  walk  I  find  the  toes  of  the  English  ladies 
ready  to  tread  one  upon  another. 

Vaine,  Monsieur  Frenchlove,  well  met  I 

En^.  Mons.  I  cannot  say  the  like  to  you,  sir,  since  I  ara  toUl 

Vaine,  In  what?        [you  have  done  a  damn'd  English  trick. 

Eng,  Mojis.  In  finding  fault  with  apair  of  tops  I  ivore  yester- 
day; and,  upon  aiy  parole,  I  never  had  a  pair  sat 
better  in  my  life.  My  leg  looked  in  them  not  at  all 
like  an  English  leg. 

Vaiae.  Sir,  all  that  1  said  of  yom'  tops  was,  that  they  made 
lucharushing  nciiseasyou  walked,  that  my  mistress 
could  not  hear  one  word  of  the  love  I  made  to  her. 

Eng,  Mons.  Sir,  I  cannot  help  that ;  for  I  shall  justify  my  tops 
in  the  noise  they  were  guilty  of,  since  twas  h  la  mode 
of  France.     Can  yon  say  it  was  on  English  noise? 

Fatne.  I  can  say,  though  your  tops  were  made  in  France, 
they  made  a  noise  in  EDglaud. 

Eng,  Mons.  But  still,  sir,  'twas  a  French  noise— 

Fatne.  But  cannot  a  French  noise  hinder  a  man  trom  hearing  ? 

Eng.  Mons,  No,  certiunly,  that's  a  demonstration;  for,  look 
yon,  sir,  a  French  noise  is  agreeable  to  the  air.  and 
therefore  not  UBBjjreeabie,  and  therefore  not  preju- 
dicial, to  the  hearing ;  that  is  to  say,  to  a  person 
that  has  seen  the  world. 
[The  Monsieur  comforts  himael^  when  his  nuBtreaa  re3is;tB\!o», 

that  "  'tnas  a  deninl  with  a  French  tone  of  voice,  so  th 
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af^reeablo }"  uid,  Rt  her  final  departurf,  "  Do  roil  aea,  ait,  bow 
she  litavea  us?  Bile  Knllu  ann;  nith  a  French  step."] 

THE  HECTOKa :  A  COMEDY,  BY  E.  PRESTWICK,  1641. 

a  belirfthat  her 


A  Wsutiug  Uaid  vheedles 


>  old  Jiis 


w  with  tum, 


Maid.  I  think  there  never  was  a  woman  of  bo  strunge  n  hu- 
mour as  she  U  for  the  world ;  for  from  her  infancy 
tie  ever  doted  on  old  men,  I  have  heard  her  sav, 
thtit  ill  these  her  late  law  troubles,  it  hia  been  no 
small  comfort  to  ber,  that  »he  has  been  conversant 
with  pave  counsellors  and  Serjeants ;  and  what  a 
happiaesi  shelwl  Eometimes  to  look  sn  hour  toge- 
ther upon  the  jud^:e8.  She  will  go  and  walk  a  whole 
ajteraoon  in  Charterhouse  Garden,  on  purpose  to 
view  the  ancient  gentlemen  there.  Not  long  ago 
there  was  a  youn?  gentleman  here  about  the  town, 
who,  hearing  of  her  riches,  and  knowing  tbis  her 
humour,  bad  almost  got  ber,  by  connterfeiting  him- 
self to  be  an  old  man. 

Justice.  And  hon'  came  he  tu  mias  her  7 

Maid.  The  Btranpcliestthflt  ever  jou  heard;  foraU  things  were 
agreed,  the  very  writings  drawn ;  and  when  he  came 
to  seal  them,  because  he  set  bis  name  nithout  using 
a  pair  of  spectacles,  abe  would  never  se^him  more. 

Jwlice.  Nay,  if  she  could  love  en  old  man  ao — well — 
The  Waiting  Maid  plaeet  the  Justice,  v/here  he  con  oJKrhgar  a 
thorn  dKcotirse  of  the  Lady  teiii  a  pretended  Brother. 

Brother.  What  is  the  matter,  sister  i  you  do  not  use  to  be  so 
strange  to  me. 

Ladl).  I  do  not  indeed  ;  but  now  methinlls  I  cannot  conceal 
anything;  jet  I  could  wish  you  could  now  guess  my 
thoughts,  and  look  into  my  mind;  and  see  what 
strange  fMissions  have  ruled  there  of  late,  without 
forcing  me  to  strain  mv  modesty. 

Broth.  What,  are  yon  in  lore  with  anybody?  Come,  let  me 
know  the  party;  a  brother's  advice  may  do  you  no 

ancient  gentleman  with  me,  wh»Ti 
ir  kinsman  of  his  1 


Sw(.  Did  vou  not  see  an  i 
Broth.  Wliat,  is  it  any  son 
Sist.  No, no.  {ihemeeps.) 
Broth.  Who  then? 
Sist.  I  have  told  you — 
Broth.  Wliat,  that  feeble  ai 
Sist.  Nav,  brother— 

>^t  sad  effect  of  s 


d  decrepit  piece  of  i^ — 
years  and 


AKiique  of  the  last  century — 


r 
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Broth.  It  18  impossible. 

Sisl.  One  would  think  bo  indeed. 

Brolk,  I  grant,  jou  may  besr  a,  reverenee  and  regard,  as  to 
jour  fatliec's  ashes,  or  your  grandsire's  tomb, 

Sist.  Alaa,  brother,  you  know  I  never  did  affect  those  vain 
thougli  pleasing  braveries  of  youth,  hut  still  hnvc  set 
my  mind  on  the  more  noble  part  of  man,  which  age 
doili  more  refine  and  elaborate,  than  it  doth  depress 
and  sink  this  same  contemptible  clod. 

Justice.  1  see,  she  loves  me. 

HIT  FOE  HONESTY:  A  COMEDY, 
BT  T.  RANDOLPH.  1651. 
To  PlntM. 
Did  not  Will  Summers  break  his  wind  for  thee  ? 
Atid  Shakespesre  therefore  writ  his  eomedy? 
Alt  things  acknowledge  thy  vast  povrer  divine, 
Great  god  of  Money,  whose  most  powerful  shine 
Gives  motion,  life ;  day  rises  from  thy  sight. 
Thy  setting  though  at  noon  makes  pitcliy  night. 
Sole  cathoUe  cause  of  what  we  feel  and  see. 
All  in  this  all  are  but  the  effects  of  thee. 
Miches  icboGB  poverty  ;  a  syllogism- 
—  My  major.  That  which  is  moat  noble,  is  most  honourable. 
But  poverty  is  more  noble.  My  minor  I  prove  thus 
Whose  houses  are  most   anc^ient,  those  are  moat 
noble.    But  poverty's  houses  are  most  ancient ;  for 
some  of  them  are  bo  old,  like  vicarage  houses,  Ihey 
are  every  hour  in  danger  of  falling. 
Stationer')  PrefiKe  before  the  Phaj. 
Reader,  this  is  a  pleasant  comedy,  though  some  may  judge 
it  satirical,  'tis  the  more  hke  Aristophanes,  the  father ;  be- 
sides, if  it  be  biting,  'tis  a  biting  age  we  live  inj  then  biting 
for  biting.   Again,  Tom  Randal,  the  adopted  son  of  Ben  Jon- 
son,  being  the  translator  hereof,  followeil  his  father's  steps. 
They  both  of  them  loved  sack,  and  harmless  mirth,  and  here 
they  show  it ;  and  I,  that  know  myself,  am  not  averse  from  it 
neither.     This  I  thought  good  to  acquaint  thee  with.     Fare- 
well.   Thine,  P,  J.  

THEEXAMPLE:ATIUQI-COMEDy,BYJ.9HIRLEY,1038. 
The  hninovr  of  a  vtary  knight^  who  sleeps  all  day^  and  walces  all 

wighf,Jbr  fecuHtg.Se  ealU  up  his  household  at  midnight. 
Plot.  Dormant,  why  Dormant,  thou  eternal  sleeper ! 
Who  would  be  troubled  with  these  lethargies 
About  him  7  are  you  come,  dreamer? 
Dormant  (entering).  Would  1  were  so  happv!     TWit  "-»\'s«t. 
noiae  in  a  steeple  upon  a  coronation-day  ■      "S*  -fc™^. 
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sleep,  thuuRb  it  were  a  dead  one,  would  b 
fortable.    lour  worship  niiffbt  be  plwsed  to  let  my 
fellow  Old-rat  WHtch  aa  well  as  I. 

Phi.  Old-rat  I  that  fellow  it  a  drone. 

Dorm.  He  has  slept  this  half-hour  on  the  iron  chest.  WoiJd 
I  were  in  my  grave  to  take  a  nap ;  death  would  do 
me  a  courtesy;  1  should  be  at  rest,  and  hear  do  noise 
of"  Dormant." 

Fht.  Ahl  what's  the  matter  7  [waldng. 

Coral.  Nothing  hut  a  yawn,  sir,  I  do  all  I  ean  to  keep  myself 

Plot.  'TU  dooe  considerately.     This  heavy  dullness — 
1b  the  disease  of  souls.     Sleep  in  the  night ! 

Dorm.  Shall  I  wake  my  fellow  Old-rat?  be  is  refreshed. 

Plot.  Do;  hut  return  you  with  him;  I  have  buainesg  for  both. 

Dorm.  To  hear  us  join  in  opinion  of  what 's  a  clock ! 

They  talk  of  Endymion :  now  could  I  sleep  three  lives. 

Plol.  When  other  men  measure  the  hours  with  sleep,  IBxil. 
Careless  of  where  they  are  and  whom  they  trust, 
EKposiDg  their  condition  to  danger 
Of  plots,  I  wake  and  wisely  think  prevention- 
Night  was  not  made  to  suore  in ;  but  so  calm. 
For  our  imaginations  to  be  stirring 
About  the  world;  tbia  subtle  world,  this  world 
Of  plots  and  close  conspiracy.     There  ia 
No  faith  in  man  nor  woman.     Where 's  this  Dormant  ? 

Dorm.  (r<-m(enni)  oHlh  Oi.d-r*t),  Here  is  the  sleepy  ver- 

Old.  It  has  been  day  this  two  hours.  [min. 

Plol.  Then  'tis  time  for  me  to  go  to  bed. 

Dorm.  Would  my  hour  were  once  come  I 

Plol.  Keep  out  dayligbt,  and  set  up  a  freah  taper. 

Dorm.  Bv  that  time  we  have  dined,  he  will  have  slept  out  his 

Old.  And  after  supper  call  for  his  breakfast.  [first  sletp. 

Plol.  You  are  sure  'tis  morning  ? 

Dorm.  As  sure  as  I  am  sleepy. 


LOVE'S  DOMTTflON :   A  DRAMATIC  PASTORAL, 
BT  RICUABD  FLECKNOE,  1634. 
Im)ocatio»  to  SUence. 
Still-bom  Silence,  thou  that  art 
Floodgate  of  the  deeper  heart; 
Ofispring  of  a  heavenly  kind ; 
Froit  of  the  mouth  and  thaw  of  the  miml ; 
Secrecy's  confident,  and  he 
That  makes  religion  mysteiy; 
Admiration's  B[ieakinge8t  tungue, — 
Leave  thy  desert  sbniies,  amoni; 
d  hermits'  hallow'd  cells, 
BttdaV  lltvdauii  dwells : 
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With  th^  Enthusiasms  come ; 
Seize  this  maid,  and  strike  her  dumb. 

FahU. 

• 

Love  and  Death,  on  the  way  once  meeting. 
Having  passed  a  friendly  greeting. 
Sleep  their  weary  eyelids  closing, 
Lay  them  down,  themselves  reposing ; 
When  this  fortune  did  befall  them, 
Which  after  did  so  much  appal  them : 
Love,  whom  divers  cares  molested, 
Gould  not  sleep ;  but,  whilst  Death  rested. 
All  away  in  haste  he  posts  him : 
But  his  haste  full  dearly  cost  him ; 
For  it  chanced,  that  going  to  sleeping. 
Both  had  given  their  darts  in  keeping 
Unto  Night ;  who  (Error's  mother) 
Blindly  knowing  not  the  one  from  the  other. 
Grave  Love  Death's,  and  ne'er  perceived  it. 
Whilst  as  blindly  Love  received  it : 
Since  which  time,  the  darts  confounding. 
Love  now  kills,  instead  of  wounding ; 
Death,  our  hesu*ts  with  sweetness  filling,    . 
Gently  wounds  instead  of  kiUing. 


DON  QUIXOTE :  A  COMEDY,  IN  THREE  PARTS, 
BY  THOMAS  D'URFEY,  1694. 

Dvrgey  at  the  hearse  of  Chrysostom. 

Sleep,  poor  youth,  sleep  in  peace. 
Relieved  from  love  and  mortal  care; 

Whilst  we,  that  pine  in  life's  disease, 
Uncertain-bless'd,  less  happy  are. 

Gouch'd  in  the  dark  and  silent  grave. 
No  ills  of  fate  thou  now  canst  fear  ; 

In  vain  would  ^rant  Power  enslave. 
Or  scomfril  Beauty  be  severe. 

Wars,  that  do  fatal  storms  disperse. 
Far  from  thy  happy  mansion  keep  5 

Earthquakes,  that  shake  the  universe. 
Can  t  rock  thee  into  sounder  sleep. 

With  all  the  charms  of  peace  possess'd. 
Secure  from  life's  torment  or  pain. 

Sleep,  and  indulge  thyself  with  rest ; 
Nor  dream  thou  e'er  shalt  rise  again  ^ 

1  i,  e,  "  may  thy  sleep  be  so  profound,  as  not  even  by  dreams 
of  a  resurrectiGn  to  be  d'sturbed : "  the  language  of  p«s»ss^^  ^^n. 
of  sincere  pro&neness. 
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ANDKONICUS:  A  TRAGEDY, 
BY  PHILONAX  LOVEKIN,  166L 
Effect  o/religioui  ttnclvra  on  difflermt  mind*. 
Crate.  I  gtieve  the  chapel  nos  defaced ;  't  h-m  itatelya 
Cleobalus.  1  love  no  such  triumphant  cburchea; 
They  scatter  my  devotioo :  nhibt  my  tight 
Is  courted  to  observe  their  sumptuoua  coat, 
1  find  my  heart  last  in  my  eyes ; 
Whilst  that  a  huly  horror  seems  to  dwell 
Within  a  dark  obscute  and  humble  cell. 
Cralo.  But  I  love  churches,  mount  up  to  the  aides. 
For  my  devotion  rises  with  tbeii  roof: 
Therein  my  soul  doth  heaven  anticipate. 
Song  for  ileep. 
Come,  Somnus,  with  thy  ootent  cfaonna. 
And  seize  this  captive  in  tliy  anna ; 
And  sweetly  drop  on  every  sense 
Thy  doul-refreahmg  iufluenee. 
Bin  sight,  smell,  hearing,  touch,  and  taat^ 
Unto  Uie  peace  do  tbou  binil  faat. 
On  working  brains,  at  school  all  day. 
At  night  thou  dost  bestow  a  play. 
And  troubled  minds  thou  dost  set  free ; 
Thou  ntakest  both  irieuds  and  foea  agree : 
All  are  alike,  who  live  by  breath, 
In  thee,  and  in  thy  brother  Death. 

RAM  ALIET:   A  COMEDY.  BY  LODOWICK   BABBT. 
1611. 

In  the  Prologue  Iht  poet  proietU  tie  maoceaee  of  hie  play,  and 
ghee  apramise  of  belter  things. 
Home-bred  mirth  our  Muse  doth  sing; 
The  satyr's  tooth,  and  waspish  ating. 
Which  most  do  hurt  when  leant  suspected. 
By  this  play  are  not  affected. 
But  if  conceit,  with  quick-tum'd  scenes. 
Observing  all  those  andent  streams 
Winch  from  the  Horae-foot  fount  do  fiow — 
As  time,  place,  person — and  to  show 
Things  never  done,  witli  that  true  lite, 
That  tbougbti  and  wits  shall  stand  at  strife. 
Whether  the  things  now  shown  he  true ; 
Or  whether  we  ourselves  now  do 
Ti^t' tliiugs  we  but  present;  if  these, 
I'lif  frura  the  loathsome  stage-disease. 
So  iiviTwom,  so  tired  and  stale; 
'  ^liiitiriaiiig  but  to  rMl;— 


And  figured  them  in  plftuets ;  made  ev'n  hell 

Deliver  up  the  Furies,  by  no  spell 

Saving  the  Muses'  mptureB ;  further  we 

Have  traillc'd  hy  their  help ;  no  history 

We  hftve  left  unrigedj  our  pens  have  been  dipp'd 

As  well  in  openiag  each  hid  miinuBcript, 

As  tracts  more  vulgar,  whether  read  or  siing, 

Id  our  domestic  or  more  foreign  tongue. 

Of  f»iry  elves,  nymphs  of  the  sea  and  land. 

The  lawns  and  groves,  no  number  can  be  leann'd. 

Which  we  have  not  given  feet  to.     Nay,  'tis  known 

That  when  our  chronicles  have  barren  grown 

Of  story,  we  have  all  invention  stretch  d; 

Dived  low  as  to  the  centre,  and  then  reach'd 

Unto  the  Primum  Mobile  above 

(Nor  'scaped  things  intermediate),  for  yonr  love 

These  have  been  acted  often ;  all  have  pass'd 

Censure ;  of  which  some  live  and  some  are  cast. 

For  this'  in  Station,  stay  the  end ; 

Though  nothing  please,  yet  nothing  can  offend. 

'  His  own  play. 
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A  CHALLENGE  FOB  BEAUTT:  A  TRAOI-COMEDY, 

BY  T.  HEYWOOD,  1636. 
In   the  Frologne  to  tidt  plai/,  Siymood  canmendt  ike  Sofflult 
playi ;  nel  mithovt  a  cemmre  of  tome  viriters,  uAo  in  \a  litae 
had  beguii  to  degBKerate. 

Tbe  Roman  uod  Athenian  dramas  far 
Differ  from  ui :  and  tlioiie  tliat  A«queat  are 
Id  Italy  and  France,  ev'a  in  these  days, 
Cotnpared  with  ours  are  rather  jigs  thun  plays- 
Like  of  the  S|tamsh  may  be  said,  and  Dutch ; 
None  versed  in  language,  but  confess  them  such. 
They  do  not  build  their  projects  on  that  ground ; 
Nor  huve  their  phrases  half  the  weight  and  sound. 
Our  labour'd  scenes  have  bad  :  and  yet  our  Dation 
(Already  too  mud)  tax'd  for  imitation. 
In  seeking  to  ape  olhets)  cannot  quit 
Some  of  our  poets,  who  have  ainn  d  in  it. 
For  where,  before,  great  patriots,  dukes,  and  kings. 
Presented  for  some  high  faciuorous  things'. 


Form 


f  tbe  CI 


Of  puling  lovers,  crafty  bawds,  or  cheats. 
Nor  hlame  1  their  quick  fancies,  who  can  fit 
These  queasy  times  with  humours  fliiali'd  In  wit. 
Whose  art  1  bnlh  encouraee  and  commend; 
I  only  nisb  that  they  would  sometimee  bend 
To  memorize  the  valours  of  such  men. 
Whose  very  names  might  dignity  the  pen; 
And  that  our  once-applauded  Kuscian  strain 
In  acting  such  might  be  revived  again; 
Which  you  to  countenance  might  the  stage  make  proud, 
■  And  puecs  strive  to  key  their  strings  more  loud. 

THE  PAWH  :  A  COMEDY,  BY  JOHN  MAESTON,  1606. 
Itt  the  Frefaee  to  this  flag,  the  poet  glances  at  lome  of  the  plog- 

mrigita  of  hii  time,  urith  a  handiome  aeknowledgmeHl,    not' 

wilhttatidiag,  of  Iheir  exceltencea, 
"....for  my  own  interest  let  this  once  be  printed,  that,  of  men 
of  my  own  addition,  I  love  most,  pity  some,  bate  none;  for 

1  Tha  fDundsiiona  of  the  English  drama  were  laid  deep  in 
tragedg  by  Marlowe,  and  others — Marlowe  espeeially — while  our 
comedg  was  yet  in  ita  lipping  atato.  To  this  Wagio  preponderanoe 
(forgetting  lus  own  sweet  eoioedios  and  Shakspearo's),  Huywood 
seems  to  refer  with  regret ;  as  in  the  "  Boscian  Blrain  "  he  avi- 
deutly  alludes  to  AUeyn,  who  was  great  in  tlia  "  Jew  of  Malta," 
-  " ^  -' — ^  -e  testifies,  and  in  the  principal  tragio  part* 
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le  truly  say  it,  I  once  only  loved  myself  for  lorinf; 
:  aod  surely  I  shall  ever  rest  so  constant  to  my  lirst 
I  affection,  that,  let  their  ungentle  combinings,  discour- 
teous whispering,  never  so  treacherousiy  taSour  to  un- 
demune  my  unieneed  reputation,  I  shall  (aa  long  as  I 
have  heingl  lore  the  least  of  their  graces,  and  only  pity 
the  greatest  of  their  vices. 

Ad  lacra  valtan  caroifn  affira  neatrvm." 

COMMESDATOET  TERBES  BEFORE  THREE   PLAYS 
OF  SIR  WILLIAM  KILLIGREW,  BT  T.  I- 
I.  That  thy  wise  aui  modest  Muse 

I  Flies  the  stage's  looser  use ; 

Not  bawdry  Wit  docs  falsely  name, 
And  to  move  laughter  puts  off  shame : 
.n.  That  thy  theatre's  loud  noiae 

May  be  virgin's  chaste  applause ; 
And  the  stoled  matron,  gmve  divine, 
Their  lectures  dune,  may  tend  to  thme  : 
ni.  That  no  actor  'a  made  profane. 

To  debase  gods,  to  raise  thy  strain ; 
And  people  forced,  that  hear  thy  play. 
Their  money  and  their  aouU  to  pay  i 
Iv.  That  thou  leavest  afiected  phrase 

To  the  shops  to  use  and  praise  ; 
Amd  breathest  a  noble  courtly  vein, — 
Such  OS  may  C^sor  entertaiu, 
V.  When  he  wearied  would  lay  down 

The  burdens  that  attend  a  crown  j 
Disband  his  soul's  severer  powers; 
In  mirth  and  ease  dissolve  two  hours : 
VI.  These  are  thy  inferior  arts, 

I  These  I  call  tbf  second  parts. 

But  when  thou  earnest  on  the  ploti 
And  all  are  lost  in  the  subtle  knot : 
Til.  When  the  scene  sticks  to  eveiy  thought 

And  can  to  no  event  be  brought ; 
When  (thus  of  old  the  scene  betray'd) 
Poets  call'd  gods  unto  their  aid, 
VIII,        Wlio  by  power  might  do  the  thing. 
Art  could  to  no  issue  bring  ; 
As  the  Pellean  prince,  that  broke 
With  a  rude  and  downright  stroke 
nc.  The  perplex'd  and  taUl  noose, 

Wliicb  his  skill  could  not  unloOHt — 
Thou  dost  a  nobler  art  profess; 
And  the  eoil'd  serpent  canst  no  less 
L 
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Stretch  out  from  every  twi«ted  fold. 
In  which  he  lay  iniroTe  anil  niU'df 
Induce  h  night,  unit  then  b  dny, 
Wrap  all  in  clouds,  and  then  display. 
The  easy  and  the  eveii  design  i 
A  plot,  without  a  god,  divine  t — 
Let  othere'  bold  pretending  pens 
Write  acta  of  goda,  that  know  not  men's  j 
In  this  to  thee  all  muat  resign ; 
The  surprise  of  the  scene  is  wholly  thine. 


There  are  no  sureties,  good  friend,  will  be  taken 

For  works  that  vulgar  good-name  hath  forsaken. 

A  poem  and  a  play  too !   Why,  'tia  like 

A  scholar  that 's  apoet;  their  names  strike. 

And  kill  outright ;  one  cannot  both  fates  bear. 

But  03  a  poet,  that  'a  no  scholar,  makes 

Vulgarity  his  whiffler,  and  so  takes 

Passage  with  ease  and  state  through  both  sides'  preaae 

Of  pagcunt-scers :  or,  as  scholars  please. 

That  are  no  poets  more  than  poets  leatn'd. 

Since  Iheir  art  aoiely  ia  by  WDuls  diacem'd, 

(The  others'  folia  within  the  common  sense. 

And  sheds,  like  common  light,  her  influence) : 

So,  were  your  play  no  poem,  but  a  thing 

Whidi  every  cobblerto  his  patch  might  sing ; 

A  rout  of  nifles,  like  the  multitude. 

With  no  one  limb  of  any  art  endued. 

Like  would  to  like,  and  praise  you ;  but  becaus 

Your  poem  only  hath  by  as  applause; 

Renews  the  golden  vrorld,  and  holds  through  all 

The  holy  laws  of  homely  pastoral. 

Where  flowers,  and  founts,  and  nymphs,  and  semigods. 

And  all  the  Graces,  find  their  old  abodes; 

Where  poets  flourish  but  in  endless  verse, 

And  meadows  nothing-fit  for  purchasers  : 

This  iron  age,  that  eats  itself,  will  never 

Bite  at  your  gulden  world,  that  others  ever 

I^ved  as  itself.     Then,  like  your  book,  do  you 

Live  in  old  peace;  and  that  for  praise  allow. 

G.  Chapman. 

COlTMEIfDATOIlY   VERSES    BEFORE    THE    BEBEIx 
LION.  A  TRAGEDY,  BY  T.  EAWLEUS.  164a 
To  see  a  springot  of  thy  tender  age 

h  tucb  a  lofty  strain  to  word  ft  itagej 
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To  see  a  tragedy  from  thee  in  print. 

With  such  a  world  of  fine  meanders  in*t ; 

Puzzles  my  wondering  soul ;  for  there  appears 

Such  disproportion  'twixt  thy  lines  and  years. 

That  when  I  read  thy  lines,  methinks  I  see 

The  sweet-tongued  Ovid  fsJl  upon  his  knee 

With  Parce,  precor.    Every  Une  and  word 

Runs  in  sweet  numbers  of  its  own  accord. 

But  I  am  thunderstruck,  that  all  this  while 

Thy  unfeather'd  quill  should  write  a  tragic  style. 

This,  above  all,  my  admiration  draws. 

That  one  so  young  should  know  dramatic  laws : 

*Tis  rare,  and  therefore  is  not  for  the  span 

Or  greasy  thumbs  of  every  common  man. 

The  damask  rose  that  sprouts  before  the  spring. 

Is  fit  for  none  to  smell  at  but  a  king. 

Go  on,  sweet  friend ;  I  hope  in  time  to  see 

Thy  temples  rounded  with  the  Daphnean  tree; 

And  if  men  ask,  **  Who  nursed  thee  ?  "  I  '11  say  thus  : — 

"  It  was  the  ambrosian  spring  of  Pegasus." 

Robert  Chamberlain. 

THE  AMBITIOUS  STATESMAN :  A  TBAGEDY, 

BY  JOHN  CROWNE,  1679. 

Yendoms,  retttrmnff  from  the  tocMrSf  hears  news^  that  LomzE  is 

false  to  him. 
Ven,  (solus,)  Where'er  I  go,  I  meet  a  wandering  rumour^ 

Louize  is  the  Dauphm's  secret  mistress. 

I  heard  it  in  the  army,  but  the  sound 

Was  then  as  feeble  as  the  distant  murmurs 

Of  a  great  river  mingling  with  the  sea ; 

But  now  I  am  come  near  this  river's  fall> 

'Tis  louder  than  the  cataracts  of  Nile.. 

If  this  be  true. 

Doomsday  is  near,  and  all  the  heavens  are  fSedling. 

I  know  not  what  to  think  of  it,  for  everywhere 

I  meet  a  choking  dust,  such  as  is  made 

After  removing  all  a  palaee  furniture : 

If  she  be  gone,  the  world  in  my  esteem 

Is  all  bare  walls  ;^  nothing  remains  in  it 

But  dust  and  feathers,  like  a  Turkish  inn. 

And  the  foul  steps  where  plunderers  have  been. 

ValedtctUm, 
Ven.  (lo  his  faithless  mistress,)  Madam,  I  am  well  assured 
you  will  not  send 

One  poor  thought  after  me,  much  less  a  messenger 

To  know  the  truth ;  but  if  you  do,  he  '11  find. 

In  some  unfinish'd  part  of  the  creation. 
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Wliere  Night  and  Chaos  never  were  disturb'J, 
But  bed-nd  lie  in  «ome  dark  rocky  deaert. 
There  will  he  &ai  a  thing — whether  b  man. 
Or  the  collected  shadows  of  the  desert, 
Condeosed  into  a  shade,  he  '11  hardly  know ; 
This  Office  he  nill  find  walking  alone. 
Poring  one  while  on  some  sad  book  at  noon 
By  taper-lieht,  for  never  day  shone  there ; 
Sometimes  laid  groveUing  on  the  barren  earth. 
Moist  with  his  tears,  for  never  dew  fell  there : 
And  when  night  comes,  not  known  from  day  by  dork- 
Biit  by  some  faithful  messenger  of  time,  [nesE, 

He  'U  find  him  stretch'd  upon  a  bed  of  stone. 
Cut  from  the  bowels  of  some  rocky  caTe, 
Offering  himself  either  to  Sleep  or  Death; 
And  neither  will  accept  the  dismal  wretch : 
At  length  a  slumber,  in  its  infant  arms. 
Takes  up  his  heavy  soul,  but  wanting  strength 
To  bear  it,  ijuiekly  lets  it  fall  again; 
At  which  the  wretch  starts  up,  and  WEdks  about     - 
All  night,  and  all  the  time  it  should  be  day ; 
Till  quite  forgetting,  quite  fo^ot  of  every  thing 
But  Sorrow,  pines  away,  and  in  small  time. 
Of  the  onlv  man  that  durat  inhabit  there. 
Becomes  the  only  ghost  that  dares  walk  there. 
Incredulity  to  viiine. 

Vea.  Perhaps  there  never  were  such  things  as  Virtues, 
But  only  in  men's  fancies,  like  the  jmiEuix ; 
Or  if  they  once  have  been,  they  are  now  but  nnmes 
Of  natures  lost,  which  came  into  the  world. 
But  could  not  live,  nor  propagate  their  kind. 
Faithteat-beattly. 

Louise.  Dare  you  approach  ? 

Ven.  Yes,  but  with  fear,  for  «ure  you  are  not  woman. 
A  comet  glitter'd  in  the  air  of  late. 
And  kept  some  weeks  the  frighted  kingdom  waking. 
Long  hail  it  had,  like  you ;  a  shining  aspect ; 
Its  beauty  smiled,  at  the  same  time  it  fnghten'd ; 
And  every  horror  in  it  had  a  grace. 


BKIPHKOOE:   A  COMEDY,  BT  JOHN  WILSON,  l(Wo. 
Sofia  Palace  denmierf. 
That  thou  hadst  lieen  with  us  at  duke  Doria's  garden! 
The  pretty  contest  between  art  and  nature; 
To  see  the  wilderness,  grots,  arbours,  ponds ; 
And  in  the  midst,  over  a  stately  fountain. 


w. 


THE 


The  Neptune  of  the  Ligurian  sea — 
Andrew  Doim — the  man  who  first 
Taught  Geaoa  not  to  serve;  then  to  behold 
The  curious  waterworks  aod  muiton  atreama 
Wmd  here  ajid  there,  aa  if  they  had  foi^t 
Their  erranil  to  the  sea ! 

and  then  ogain,  within 
The  vast  prodigious  cage,  in  which  the  grovea 
Of  myrtle,  orange,  jeasaniine,  beguile 
The  winged  quire  with  a  native  warble. 
And  pride  of  their  reatrunt  1     Then,  up  and  down,   j 
An  antiquated  marble,  or  broken  statue. 
Majestic  even  in  ruin. 

and  such  a  glorioua  palace ; 
Such  pictures,  carving,  furniture  !  my  words 
Cannot  reach  half  the  splendour.     .4^nd,  after  all. 
To  see  the  sea,  fond  of  the  goodly  sight. 
One  while  gUde  amorous,  and  lick  her  walls, 
As  one  who  would  say,  Come,  follow ;  but,  repulsa 
Rally  its  whole  artillery  of  waves. 
And  crowd  into  a  storm  \ 


THE  M,OATINa  I9LAHD :  A  COMEDY,  BY  THE  REV. 
W.  8TE0DE.  ACTED  BY  THE  STUDENTS  OF 
CHE13TCHUECH,  OXEOBD,  1639. 

I  Once  Venus'  cheeks,  that  shamed  the  n: 

Their  hue  let  fall; 
Her  lips,  that  winter  had  outhom. 
In  June  look'd  pale  ; 
Her  heat  mw  cold,  her  nectar  dry;  ^ 

No  juice  she  had  but  in  her  eye. 
The  wonted  Are  and  flames  to  mortify 
When  was  this  so  dismal  sight  ?^ 
When  Adonis  bade  good  night. 
FATAL  JEALOUSY:   A  TRAGEDY. 
AUTHOR  UNKNOWN,  1673. 
No  truth  absohits  ;  after  teeing  a  moiqxie  of  gi^ties. 
\sl  Spectator.  By  this  we  see  that  all  the  world 's  a  cheat. 
Whose  truths  and  falsehoods  Ue  so  intermix'd, 
And  are  so  like  each  other,  that  'tis  hard 
To  find   the  difference.     Who  would  not  think  these 
A  real  pack  of  such  as  we  call  gipsies  ?  [people 

tl)id  Sped.  Tilings  perfectly  alike  are  but  the  same  ; 
And  these  were  gipsies,  if  we  did  not  know 
^^^^         How  to  consider  them  the  contrary ; 
^^^K         So  in  terrestrial  things  there  is  not  on 
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But  takes  itg  form  and  nature  from  our  fiuuy. 

Not  its  own  being,  and  is  but  what  we  think  it. 
l»t  Sped.  Uut  truth  \a  atiU  itself  7 
2nd  Speel.  No,  not  at  all,  as  truth  appears  to  ua; 

For  oftentimes 

That  is  a  truth  to  me,  that  'a  false  to  you; 

So  'twould  uoC  b'!,  if  it  was  truly  true. 

How  clouded  man 

DoubtB  first,  and  from  one  doubt  doth  soon  proceed 

A  thousand  more,  in  aolvine  of  the  first! 

Lite  'nighted  traTellers  we  lose  our  way. 

Then  every  i^uis  futuua  makes  us  stray. 

By  the  false  Ughta  of  reason  ted  about. 

Till  we  anive  where  we  at  first  set  out : 

Nor  shall  we  e'er  truth's  perfect  highwMy  we. 

Till  dawns  the  daybreak  of  eternity. 
AppreheamtH. 
O  Apprehension  I — 

So  terrible  the  consequenee  appears, 

It  makes  my  brain  turn  round,  biuI  night  seem  darker. 

The  moon  be^na  to  drown  herself  in  clouds, 

LeHfiuB  a  duskish  horror  everywhere. 

My  sickly  fimcy  makes  the  gmden  seem 

Like  those  benighted  groves  in  Pluto's  kingdonu. 
Injured  Amhand, 
H'ife  {dying).     O,  0,  I  fain  would  live  a  littli  longer. 

If  but  to  ask  for^veness  of  Gerardo  I 

My  suul  will  scarce  reach  heaven  without  his  pardon. 
Gerardo  {enlering).    Who 's  that  would  go  to  heaven. 

Take  it.  whate'er  thou  art ;  and  mayst  thou  be 

Happy  in  death,  whate'er  thou  didst  design. 
GbhaEDo  (  hit  v/ifi  ■  uirdfred. 
Ger.  It  is  in  vaJn  to  look  them',  if  mey  hide; 

The  garden 's  large ;  besides,  perhaps  they  arc  gone. 
:7e  'fi  to  the  body. 
Sere.    ia\i  are  by  it  now,  my  lord. 
Ger.  This  accident  amazes  me  so  much, 

I  go  I  know  not  where. 

Doubt. 

Doubt  is  the  effect  of  fear  or  jeal 

Two  passions  which  to  reason  gi' 

For  fear  torments,  and  never  dot 

And  jealousy  is  love  lost  in  a  taw 

Both  hoodwink  truth,  and  go  to  blindman's-boflV 

Cry  here,  then  there,  seem  to  direct  enough. 

But  all  the  while  shift  place ;  making  the  mind*.  _ 
1  The  murderer, 
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As  it  goes  out  of  breath,  despair  to  find ; 
And,  if  at  last  something  it  stumbles  on. 
Perhaps  it  calls  it  false,  and  then  'tis  gone. 
If  true,  what 's  gain'd  ?  only  just  time  to  see 
A  breachless*  play?  &  game  at  liberty ; 
That  has  no  other  end  than  this,  that  men 
Run  to  be  tired,  just  to  set  down  again. 

Owl. 
— — '  Hark  how  the  owl 
Summons  their  souls  to  take  a  flight  with  her. 
Where  they  shall  be  eternally  benighted. 

THE  TRAITOR :  A  TRAaEDY,  BY  J.  SHIRLEY,  1635. 
BY  SOME  SAID  TO  HAVE  BEEN  WRITTEN  BY  ONE 
RIVERS,  A  JESUIT. 

SoiASBAH,  whose  life  is  forfeited^  has  offer  qfpardonf  condition- 
alh/y  that  he  bring  his  sister  Amidea  to  consent  to  the  Prince's 
utUawful  suit.    He  Jestingly  tries  her  affection. 

Sci.  —  if  thou  couldst  redeem  me 

With  anything  but  death,  I  think  I  should 
Consent  to  live. 

Amid,  Nothing  can  be  too  precious 

To  save  a  brother,  such  a  loving  brother 
As  vou  have  been. 

Sd,  Death 's  a  devouring  gamester. 

And  sweeps  up  all ; — ^what  think'st  thou  of  an  eye  ? 

Couldst  thou  spare  one,  and  think  the  blemish  recom- 

To  see  me  safe  with  the  other?  or  a  hand —       [pensed 

This  white  hand,  that  has  so  often 

With  admiration  trembled  on  the  lute. 

Till  we  have  pray'd  thee  leave  the  strings  awhile. 

And  laid  our  ears  close  to  thy  ivory  fingers. 

Suspecting  all  the  harmony  proceeded 

From  their  own  motions  without  the  need 

Of  any  dull  or  passive  instrument? — 

No,  Amidea ;  thou  shalt  not  bear  one  scar. 

To  buy  my  life ;  the  sickle  shall  not  touch 

A  flower,  that  grows  so  fair  upon  his  stalk : 

I  would  live,  and  owe  my  Ufe  to  thee. 

So  'twere  not  bought  too  dear. 

Amid.  Do  you  believe,  I  should  not  find 

The  way  to  heaven,  were  both  mine  eyes  thy  ransom  ? 
I  shall  climb  up  those  high  and  rugged  cliffs 
Without  a  hand. 

pBify  transcript  breaks  off  here.  Perhaps  what  follows  was  of  less 
value ;  or  perhaps  I  broke  off,  as  I  own  I  have  sometimes  done,  to 

^  Breathless. 


ETTHTISODOS  DmtKTISKlIEBT, 


THE   HCNTINOnOIf  DIVERTISEMENT :   AN   INTEB- 
LUDE,  FOK  THE  QKNERAL  ENTERTAINMENT  AT 

THE  CODSTY  FEAST,  HELD  AT  MERCHANT  TAI- 
LORS" HALL,  JUNE  20th,  167B.    BY  W.  M. 
JSimiow  of  a  retired  knight. 

Sir  Jeoffry  Do-rioht.    Master  Genbkodb 
Goodman. 

Gen.  Sir  Jeoflry,  good  morrow. 

Sir  J.  The  same  to  you,  air. 

GfR.  Your  earlv  zeal  i-ondemns  the  rising  »m 
Of  too  much  sloth ;  as  if  you  did  intend 
To  catch  the  Muses  nappmg. 

Sir  J.  Did  you  know 

The  pleoaurea  of  qd  early  contemplation. 
You  d  never  let  Aurora  hlush  to  find 
You  drow»y  on  your  bed  ;  but  rouae,  and  spend 
Some  Khort  ejaculations, — how  the  uight 
Disbands  her  aparkling  troops  at  the  approach 
Of  the  ensuing  day,  when  the  grey-eyed  sky 
Ushera  tbc  golden  signals  of  the  mom; 
Whilst  the  magwuiimoui  coek  with  joy  prodftims 
The  sun'a  illustrioua  cavidcade.     Your  thought! 
Would  ruminate  on  all  the  worka  of  HeavcDj 
And  the  various  dispensations  of  its  power. 
Our  predeccssora  better  did  improie 
The  precious  minutes  of  the  mom  than  we 
Their  lazy  successors.    Their  practice  taught 
And  left  us  the  good  proverbial,  that  "  To  riw 
Early  mokes  a]l  men  healthy,  wealthy,  wise." 

Gen.  Your  piacticc,  sir.  merits  our  imitation ; 
Where  the  least  particle  of  night  and  days 
Improved  to  the  best  advantage,  whilst  yonr  aoul 
(Unclogg'd  from  the  droas  of  melancholic  cares) 
Makes  every  place  a  paradlise. 

Sir  J.  'Tistrue, 

1  blesa  my  lucky  atars,  whose  kind  aspects 

Have  fis'd  me  in  this  solitude.     My  youth 

Pasa'd  through  the  tropics  of  each  fortune,  I 

Was  made  her  perfect  tennis-liall ;  her  smiles 

Now  made  me  rich  and  lionour'd;  then  her  frowaa  J 

Das' '  'oys,  and  hlaated  all  my  hope 

Ti'  nich  interchange  of  weathe 

!■ I  at  lengt'         "      ' 
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The  equinoctial  of  my  fate ;  to  amend 
The  errors  of  my  life  by  a  good  end. 

THE  MARRIED  BEAU  :  A  COMEDY,  BY 
JOHN  CROWNE,  1694. 
Wife  tempted :  she  pleads  religion. 
Lover,  Our  happy  love  may  have  a  secret  church 
Under  the  church,  as  Faith's  was  under  Paul's, 
Where  we  may  carry  on  our  sweet  devotion; 
And  the  cathedral  marriage  keep  its  state. 
And  all  its  decency  and  ceremonies. 

DEDICATIONS  TO  FLETCHER'S  FAITHFUL  SHEP- 
HERDESS J  WITHOUT  DATE  j  PRESUMED  TO  BE 
THE  FIRST  EDITION. 

I.  To  that  noble  and  true  lover  of  learmng,  Sm  Walteb  Aston. 

Sir,  I  must  ask  your  patience,  and  be  true. 

This  play  was  never  hked,  except  by  few 

That  Drought  their  judgments  with  them;  for  of  late 

First  the  infection  ^  then  the  common  prate 

Of  common  people,  have  such  customs  got 

Either  to  silence  plays,  or  like  them  not ; 

Under  the  last  of  which  this  interlude 

Had  fallen,  for  ever  press'd  down  by  the  rude 

That,  like  a  torrent  which  the  moist  South  feeds. 

Drowns  both  before  him  the  ripe  com  and  weeds ; 

Had  not  the  saving  sense  of  better  men 

Redeem'd  it  from  corruption.    Dear  sir,  then 

Among  the  better  souls  be  you  the  best. 

In  whom  as  in  a  centre  I  take  rest. 

And  proper  being ;  from  whose  equal  eye 

And  judgment  nothing  grows  but  purity. 

Nor  do  I  flatter ;  for,  by  all  those  dead 

Great  in  the  Muses,  by  Apollo's  head. 

He  that  adds  anything  to  you,  'tis  done 

Like  his  that  lights  a  candle  to  the  sun. 

Then  be  as  you  were  ever,  yourself  still 

Moved  by  your  judgment,  not  by  love  or  will. 

And  when  I  sing  again  (as  who  can  tell 

My  next  devotion  to  that  holy  well?) 

Your  goodness  to  the  Muses  shall  be  all 

Able  to  make  a  work  heroical. 

II.  To  the  inheritor  ofaU  worthiness.  Sis  William  Seifwith. 

ODE. 
I.       If  from  servile  hope  or  love 
I  may  prove 

^  The  plague ;  in  which  times,  the  acting  of  plays  appoMCA  tA 
have  been  discountenanced. 


JOHN  FLEICHEB. 

But  10  happy  to  be  thought  fof 
Such  H  ouc,  whuw  greatest  eue 

Is  to  please. 
Worthy  sir,  I  have  all  I  sought  for. 
For  no  itch  of  greater  name 

Whicl]  some  claim 
By  their  verses,  do  I  show  it 
To  the  n-orld ;  nor  to  protest. 

Tig  the  best ; 
These  ure  lean  faults  in  a  poet : 


Nortt 
A 

Norte 
Nort( 


At  II 


re<ti 


Iq  their  joumejsj 

Nor  to  read  it  after  diet. 

IV.      Far  from  me  are  all  these  aims. 

Fittest  frames. 

To  build  weakness  on  and  pity ; 

Only  to  yourself,  and  such 

Whoac  true  touch 
Makes  all  good,  let  me  seem  witty. 
IIL   To  iit  perfect  gtnilemaii.  Sib  Koeebi  Towkbheks. 
If  the  greatest  faults  mny  crave 
Pardon,  where  contrition  is. 
Noble  sir,  I  needs  must  have 
A  long  one  for  a  long  amiss. 
If  you  ask  me  how  is  this, 

Upon  my  faith  I  '11  tell  you  frankly; 
You  love  above  my  means  to  thank  ye. 
Yet,  according  to  my  lident,  — 

As  sour  fortune  loves  to  use  me, 
A  poor  Shepherd  1  have  sent 
In  home-spun  gray,  for  to  excuse  me ; 
And  may  all  my  hopes  refuse  me 
But,  when  better  comes  asbore, 
You  shall  have  better,  newer,  more 
'Till  when,  like  our  desperate  debtors, 
Or  our  three-piled  aweet  "protesters," 
I  must  please  you  in  bare  letters! 
And  so  pay  my  debts,  hke  jeiters. 
yft  have  seen  good  feasters, 
V  for  to  please  the  pallet, 
',  great  meat,  and  choose  a  sallet. 
face,foUowinr/  Ihesr.      To  the  reader. 
uably  nssurefl  of  your  knowLedH  ii 
fi  the  book ;  or  read  this,  wbit£  I  v 
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wish  had  heen  the  Prologue.  It  is  a  Pastoral  Tragi-Comedy ; 
which  the  people  seeing  when  it  was  played,  having  ever  had 
a  singular  gift  in  defining,  concluded  to  be  a  play  of  country 
hired  Shepherds,  in  gray  cloaks,  with  cur-tailed  dogs  in  strings, 
sometimes  laughing  together,  and  sometimes  killing  one  an- 
other ;  and,  missing  Whitsun  ales,  cream,  wassail,  and  morris 
dances,  began  to  be  angry.  In  their  error  I  would  not  have 
you  fall,  lest  you  incur  their  censure*.  Understand,  there- 
fore, a  Pastoral  t ,  be — a  representation  of  shepherds  and 
shepherdesses,  with  their  actions  and  passions,  which  must 
be  such  as  may  agree  with  their  natures ;  at  least,  not  exceed- 
ing former  fictions  and  vulgar  traditions.  They  are  not  to  be 
adorned  with  any  art,  but  such  improper  ones  as  nature  is 
said  to  bestow,  as  singing  and  poetry ;  or  such  as  experience 
may  teach  them,  as  the  virtues  of  herbs  and  fountains ;  the 
or<£nary  course  of  the  sun,  moon,  and  stars ;  and  such  like. 
But  you  are  ever  to  remember  shepherds  to  be  such,  as  all 
the  ancient  poets  (and  modem  of  understanding)  have  received 
them;  that  is,  the  owners  of  flocks,  and  not  hirelings. — A 
Tragi-comedy  is  not  so  called  in  respect  of  mirth  and  killing, 
but  in  respect  it  wants  deaths  (which  is  enough  to  make  it  no 
tragedy) ;  yet  brings  some  near  to  it  (which  is  enough  to  make 
it  no  comedy) ;  which  must  be  a  representation  of  familiar 
people,  with  such  kind  of  trouble  as  no  life  be  questioned ;  so 
that  a  god  is  as  lawful  in  this  as  in  a  tragedy ;  and  mean 
people,  as  in  a  comedy. — Thus  much  I  hope  will  serve  to 
justify  my  poem,  and  make  you  understand  it ;  to  teach  you 
more  for  nothing,  I  do  not  know  that  I  am  in  conscience 
bound.  John  Fletcher. 

THE  WAES  OF  CYRUS :  A  TEAGEDY. 

AUTHOR  UNKNOWN,  1594. 

IhJimh  show  exploded. 

Chorus  {to  the  audience), Xenophon 

Warrants  what  we  record  of  Panthea. 

It  is  writ  in  sad  and  tragic  terms. 

May  move  you  tears ;  then  you  content  our  Muse, 

That  scorns  to  trouble  you  again  with  toys 

Or  needless  antics,  imitations. 

Or  shows,  or  new  devices  sprung  of  late ; 

We  have  exiled  them  from  our  tragic  sta^. 

As  trash  of  their  tradition,  that  can  bring 

Nor  instance  nor  excuse  :  for  what  they  do^, 

*  He  damns  the  town :  the  town  before  damn*d  him. — Ed. 

We  can  almost  be  not  sony  for  the  ill  dramatic  success  of  this 
play,  which  brought  out  such  spirited  apologies ;  in  particular,  the 
masterly  definitions  of  Pastoral  and  Tragi-Comedy  in  this  Vre&ce, 

^  So  I  point  it ;  instead  of  the  line,  as  it  stands  in  tlu&^'Qsii^.^s;^ 
copy —        Nor  instance  nor  excuse  for  what  they  do.  X^Naa 


Instead  of  mournful  ptiunts  our  Cborus  sings; 
Although  it  be  agajnatthe  upHt&rt  guiee, 
Yet,  wmTHnted  by  grave  antiquity, 
We  will  revive  the  which  hath  long  been  done. 


A  CHALLEHQE  FOR  BEAUTY :   A  TRAGI-OOMEDT, 

BY  T.  HEYWOOD,  1636. 

Apfealfor  vasoceHce  againtt  a/alie  OBevsation. 

Helena,  Both  have  Bvcom : 

And,  princes,  aa  you  hope  to  crown  your  heads 
With  that  perpeUud  nreath  which  shall  last  ever. 
Cast  on  a  poor  dejected  innocent  virgin 
Your  eyea  of  grace  aui!  pity.     What  sin  is  it. 
Or  who  can  he  the  patron  to  such  evil? — 
That  a  poor  innocent  maid,  spotleaa  in  deed. 
And  pure  in  thought,  both  without  spleen  and  gfdl. 
That  never  injured  creature,  never  had  heart 
To  think  of  wrong,  or  ponder  injury ; 
That  such  a  one  in  her  white  innocence. 
Striving  to  live  peculiar  ia  the  compasa 
Of  her  own  virtues ;  notwithstanding  these. 
Should  be  sought  out  by  strangers,  persecuted. 
Made  infamous  ev'n  there,  where  she  was  made 
For  imitation ;  hiss'd  at  in  her  country ; 
Abandon'd  of  her  mother,  Idndred,  frienda ; 
Depraved  in  foreign  ehmes,  acom'd  eveiTwhere, 
And  ev'n  in  princes'  courts  reputed  vile  T 

0  pity,  pity  this  I 

THYESTES :  A  TKAQEDY,  BY  JOHN  CROWNE.  16S1. 
Athectb,  Aamng  recovered  his  wife  and  kinffdom,  from  hii  brother 
Tbyebtes,  ipho  had  usurped  bothj  and  seat  him  iaio  bamshmeHi, 
descriiea  hia  offending  jaeen. 

Atreas  {solus).  ■ ■  still  she  lives : 

'Tis  true,  in  heavy  sorroiv  :  so  she  ought. 

If  she  offended,  as  I  fear  she  haa. 

Her  hardships,  though,  she  owes  to  her  own  choice. 

1  have  often  offer'd  her  my  useless  couch; 
For  what  is  it  to  me  1  I  never  sleep  ; 
But  for  her  bed  she  uses  the  hard  floor. 
My  table  is  spread  for  her;  I  never  ent  i 
And  she  '11  take  nothing  but  what  feeds  her  grief. 

Phiusteenes,  the  ton  of  Thyestes,  at  a  stolen  Htfenni 
ANTiaoNS,  the  daughter  a/*ATnE1is,  is  surjirised  bg  H 

The  sense  I  take  to  be,  what  the  t-ommon  playwrights  i 
by  action — the  "  Vtwn'pWtfiAo  4raife  s^wh  "  of  Shaks 
Chorus  relatei.    Tas  \.o'iiiiv'va%'aas)i\ji.if.^sR-aae^tt.. 
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spies;  upojtwMehmUfoHiHie  AsTiQOSEtwomdtig^U found  ig 
Pknius. 
Anhgoke.     'SsVE\li,a'naiiKientrelainer  toihe  court  of  Xgcerta. 
Penevs,  Ha  I  wh&t  is  she  that  sleeps  in  opeu  air  ? 

ludeed  the  place  is  far  from  any  patn. 

But  what  conducts  to  melancholy  thoughts ; 

But  those  are  beaten  roads  about  this  court. 

Her  habit  calls  her,  noble  Greciau  maid ; 

But  her  sleep  aays,  she  is  a  stronger  here. 

All  birds  of  night  build  in  this  court,  but  Sleep ; 

And  Sleep  is  here  made  wild  with  loud  complunts, 

And  files  away  irom  ali.     I  wonder  how 

This  maid  has  brought  it  to  her  lure  so  tame. 
Anligmie  {waking  from  her  swoim).     O  my  PhiUathenea! 
Fenetu.  She  wakes  to  moan ; 

Ay,  that  \  the  proper  language  of  this  place  1 
Antiffon,.  Hy  dear,  mv  pour  PhiUathenea ! 

I  know 'tis  so !  O  horror  t  death!  bell!  01 
Peneus.  I  know  her  now;  'tis  fair  Antigone, 

The  daughter  and  the  darlinK  of  the  king. 

This  is  the  lot  of  all  this  family'. 

Beauteous  AotigODe,  thou  knonst  me  well ; 

I  am  old  Peneus,  one  who  threescore  years 

Has  loved  and  served  thy  wretched  family. 

Impart  thy  sorrows  to  me ;  1  perhaps. 

In  my  wide  circle  of  experience. 

May  find  some  counsel  that  may  do  thee  good. 
Anligfme.  O  good  old  man  I  bow  long  have  yon  been  here ' 
Peaeut.  I  came  but  now. 
Antigone.  O,  did  yon  see  this  way 

Pooryoung  Philisthenes T  you  know  him  well. 
Peneaa.  Thy  uncle's  son,  Thyestes'  eldest  son — 
Antigone.  The  same,  the  same — 
Paieas.  No ;  all  the  gods  forbid 

I  should  meet  him  so  uear  thy  father's  court. 
Antigone.  O,  he  was  here  one  cursed  minute  past. 
Pennu.  What  brought  him  hither? 
Antigone.  Love  to  wretched  me. 

Our  warring  fathers  never  ventured  mire 

For  bitter  hate  than  we  for  innocent  love. 

Here  but  a  minute  past  the  dear  youth  lay. 

Here  in  this  bmmbly  cave  lay  in  my  alms ; 

And  now  he 's  seized !  0  miserable  me!  [tean  her  hair. 
Peneus.  Why  dost  thou  rend  that  beauteous  ornament? 

In  what  has  it  offended  ?  hold  thy  hands. 
Ant^one.  O  father,  go  and  plead  for  the  poor  youth  : 
dares  speak  to  the  fierce  king  but  you. 
'  The  deacendants  of  Tantalni.  m 
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Pmeus,  And  no  one  near  apeaks  more  in  vain  than  I ; 

He  spurns  me  from  his  preaeuee  like  a  dog. 
Artligone.  O,  then — 

Peneus,  She  f^ts,  she  avroona,  I  frighten'd  her; 
0,  I  spake  indiscreetly.     Daughter,  child, 
Antigone,  I II  go,  indeed  1  '11  go. 
Anligoite.  There  is  no  help  for  me  in  heaven  or  earth. 
Peneus.  There  ia,  there  is )  despair  not,  sorrowful  maid. 
All  irill  he  well.     I  am  gomg  to  the  king, 
And  will  with  powerful  reasons  hind  his  handB; 
And  something  in  me  says  I  shall  prevail. 
But  to  whose  care  shnll  I  leave  thee  the  while? — 
For,  O I  I  dare  not  trust  thee  to  thy  grief. 
Anttgone.  I  '11  be  disposed  of,  father,  as  vou  please. 

Till  I  receive  the  blesC  or  dreadful  doom. 
Pmens.  Then  come,  dear  daughter,  lean  upon  my  arm. 
Which  old  and  weak  is  stronger  yet  than  thme ; 
Thy  youth  hath  known  more  sorrow  than  my  age. 
I  never  hear  of  grief,  but  when  I  'to  here ; 
But  one  day's  diet  here  of  sighs  and  tears 
Ectnrns  rae  elder  home  by  many  years. 
Atbbdb,  to  entrap  Ms  brother  Thyesies,  ffio  i<u  lived  a  CKm- 
cealed  life,  lurtity  i»  wooih,   to  elude  his  vengeance,  aendt 
PmLiaiHBMBS  and  old  Peneus  to  him  vrith  offers  of  recou- 
dliatioa,  and  an  invitation  to  court,  to  be  present  at  the  nup- 
tials of  Abtiqokb  viith  Phii-isieinss. 

THYESTES.      PniljaTHKBBS.       pENEUa. 

Thy.  "Welcome  to  my  arms. 

My  hope,  my  comfort !  Time  has  roll'd  about 
Several  mouths  since  I  have  seen  thy  face. 
And  in  its  progress  has  done  wondrous  things. 

Phil.  Strange  things  indeed  to  chase  you  to  this  sad 
Dismal  abode  ;  nay,  aud  to  age,  I  think  : 
1  see  that  winter,  thrusting  itself  forth. 
Long,  long  before  its  time,  in  silver  hairs. 

Thy.  My  fault,  my  sou ;  I  would  be  great  and  high ; 
Snow  lies  in  summer  on  some  mountain  tops. 
Ah,  son  '.  I  am  sorry  for  thy  noble  youth. 
Thou  hast  so  bad  a  father;  I  am  afraid. 
Fortune  will  quarrel  with  thee  for  my  sake. 
Thou  wilt  derive  unbappiness  from  me. 
Like  an  hereditnry  ill  disease. 

Phil.  Sir,  I  was  born,  when  you  were  innocent; 
And  all  the  ill  you  hare  contracted  since. 
You  have  wrought  out  by  painful  penitence; 
For  healthy  joy  returns  to  us  again; 
L  Nay,  a  more  vigotows  jo"j  vWna'uc  we  hod. 

'  Like  one  recovet'ii!io'mii.svASi»K*s*:, 
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Nature  for  damage  pays  him  double  cost^ 
And  gives  him  fairer  flesh  than  e'er  he  had. 

Xhyestes  is  won  from  his  retirement  hy  the  Joint  representatiang 
o/'Philisthenes  and  PEiTErs,  of  the  a/ppa/rent  goodfcath^  a/nd 
returning  kindness  of  his  brother;  cmd  visits  Mycencs; — his 
confidence  ;  his  returning  misgivings. 

Thyestes.    Philisthenes.    Peneus. 
Thy,  O  wondrous  pleasure  to  a  banish'd  man, 
I  feel  my  loved  long-look'd-for  native  soil ! 
And,  O !  my  weary  eyes,  that  all  the  day 
.  Had  from  some  mountain  travell'd  toward  this  place. 
Now  rest  themselves  upon  the  royal  towers 
Of  that  great  palace  where  I  had  my  birth. 

0  sacred  towers,  sacred  in  your  height, 
MingUng  with  clouds,  the  villas  of  the  gods. 
Whither  for  sacred  pleasures  they  retire ; 
Sacred  because  you  are  the  work  of  gods ; 
Your  lofty  looks  boast  your  divine  descent 
And  the  proud  city,  which  lies  at  your  feet. 
And  would  give  place  to  nothing  but  to  you. 
Owns  her  original  is  short  of  yours. 

And  now  a  thousand  objects  more  ride  fast 

On  morning  beams,  and  meet  my  eyes  in  throngs ; 

And  see,  all  Argos  meets  me  with  loud  shouts ! 
Phil.  O  joyful  sound  I 
Thy,  But  with  them  Atreus  too — 
Phil.  What  ails  my  father,  that  he  stops,  and  shakes. 

And  now  retires  ? 
Thy.  Return  with  me,  my  son, 

And  old  friend  Peneus,  to  the  honest  beasts. 

And  faithful  desert,  and  well-seated  caves : 

Trees  shelter  man,  by  whom  they  often  die. 

And  never  seek  revenge :  no  villany 

Lies  in  the  prospect  of  a  humble  cave. 
Pen,  Talk  you  of  villany,  of  foes,  and  fraud  ? 
Thy,  I  talk  of  Atreus. 
Pen,  What  are  these  to  him  ? 
Thy,  Nearer  than  I  am,  for  they  are  himself. 
Pen.  Gods  drive  these  impious  thoughts  out  of  your  mind ! 
Thy.  The  gods  for  all  our  safety  put  them  there. 

Return,  return  with  me. 
Pen,  Against  our  oaths  ? 

1  cannot  stem  the  vengeance  of  the  gods. 

Thy,  Here  are  no  gods :  they  have  left  this  dire  abode. 

Pen,  True  race  of  Tantalus !  who  parent-like 
Are  doom'd  in  midst  of  plenty  to  be  starved. 
His  hell  and  yours  difibr  alone  in  this : 
When  he  would  catch  at  joys,  they  fly  from  \vCTa.\ 
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I  Wlien  glories  cntcb  at  you,  you  By  from  them. 

I    Thy,  A  tit  compariaon  :  our  joys  au<i  bit 
I  Are  lying  aliadowg,  whicli  to  trust  is  hell. 

I    Tha  day  of  tia  pretended  mipliali. — Atbeiie  fehjna  a  returmiti 
love  for  hia  QuEcn. 
JErope.  0,  this  ia  too  miicb  joy  for  me  to  bear  I 

You  huild  new  pnhices  on  broken  walla. 
AtTots.  Come,  let  our  new-born  pleasures  breathe  sweet  air; 
This  room 's  too  vile  a  cabinet  for  a;old. 
Theo  leave  for  ever,  love,  this  (loicful  pinee. 
And  leave  behind  thee  all  thy  sorrows  here ; 
And  dress  thyself  aa  this  great  day  requirei. 
Twill  be  thy  daughter's  nuptials ;  and  I  dream'd, 
I  The  Sun  himself  would  be  asbamed  to  come, 

U  And  he  a  guest  in  his  old  tanuBb'd  robe ; 

I  But  leave  my  court',  to  enlighten  all  the  globe. 

Pbnbps  (o  Ateecs,  dUmadiiv)  him  from  hia  horrid  purpoK. 
Pen.  Fear  you  not  men  or  gods? 
Atr.  The  fear  of  cods  ne'er  eame  in  Pelops'  house. 
PeJi.  Think  you  there  are  no  gods? 
Air.  I  find  all  thingi 

Su  false,  1  Dm  sure  of  nothing  but  of  wrongs. 
I  Atbeus,    Thvbbteb.    A  table  and  a  banquet, 

I  Atr.  Come,  brother,  sit. 
■  Thy.  May  not  Pbihsthenes 
Sit  with  us,  sir? 
Atr.  He  waits  upon  the  bride. 

A  deeper  bowl.     This  to  the  bridegroom's  health. 
Thy,  This  to  the  gods  for  this  most  joyful  day. — 

Now  to  the  bridegroom's  health. 
Atr.  This  day  shall  be 

To  ArgoB  an  eternal  festival. 
Thy,  Fortune  and  1  to-dny  both  try  our  strengths. 
I  have  quite  tired  ber  left-hand  misery  ; 
She  now  relieves  it  with  ber  right-band  joy. 
Which  she  lays  on  me  with  her  utmost  force ; 
But  both  sha^  be  too  weak  fur  my  strong  spirit. 
Atr.  loMe.)  So,  now  my  engines  of  delight  have  screw'd 
The  monster  to  the  top  of  arrogance ; 
And  now  he 's  ready  for  hia  deadly  fall. 
7^y.  O,  these  extremes  of  miaety  and  joy 
Measure  the  vast  extent  of  a  man's  soul ! 
it  reaches  Fortune's 


She  has  oft  si 


Out  of  the  vast  dominion  of 


n  here ;  yet  cannot  get 
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O !  my  proud  vaunting  has  a  sudden  check ; 

See,  from  my  head  my  crown  of  roses  falls ; 

My  hair,  though  almost  drown'd  beneath  sweet  oils, 

mth  strange  and  sudden  horrors  starts  upright ! 

Something  I  know  not  what  bids  me  not  eat ; 

And  what  I  have  devoured  ^  within  me  groans, 

I  fain  would  tear  my  breast  to  set  it  free : — 

And  I  have  catch'd  the  eager  thirst  of  tears. 

Which  all  weak  s}Hrits  have  in  misery. 

I,  who  in  banishment  ne'er  wept,  weep  now. 

Atr,  Brother,  regard  it  not ;  'tis  fancy  all. 

Misery,  like  night,  is  haunted  with  ill  spirits. 
And  S])irits  leave  not  easily  their  haunts. 
'Tis  said,  sometimes  they  11  impudently  stand 
A  flight  of  beams  from  the  forlorn  of  day. 
And  scorn  the  crowing  of  the  sprightly  cocks ; — 
Brother,  'tis  morning  with  our  pleasure  yet. 
Nor  has  the  sprightly  wine  crow'd  oft  enough. 
See  in  great  flagons  at  full  length  it  sleeps. 
And  lets  these  melancholy  thoughts  break  in 
Upon  our  weaker  pleasures.     Rouse  the  wine. 
And  bid  him  chase  these  fancies  hence  for  shame. 
Fill  up  that  reverend  unvanquish'd  bowl. 
Who  many  a  giant  in  his  time  has  fallen. 
And  many  a  monster ;  Hercules  not  more. 

Thy.  If  he  descends  into  my  groaning  breast. 
Like  Hercules,  he  will  descend  to  hell. 

Atr.  And  he  will  vanquish  all  the  monsters  there. 
Brother,  your  courage  with  this  hero  try ; 
He  o'er  our  house  has  reign'd  two  hundi'ed  years. 
And  he 's  the  only  king  shall  rule  you  here. 

Thy.  What  ails  me,  I  cannot  heave  it  to  my  lips  ? 

Atr.  What,  is  the  bowl  too  heavy  ? 

Thy.  No ;  my  heart. 

Atr.  The  wine  will  lighten  it. 

Thy.  The  wine  will  not 
Come  near  my  lips. 

Atr,  Why  should  they  be  so  strange  ? 
They  are  near  akin. 

Thy.  Akin? 

Atr,  As  possible ;  father  and  son  not  nearer. 

Thy.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Atr,  Does  not  good  wine  beget  good  blood? 

Thy.  'Tistrue. 

Atr.  Your  lips  then  and  the  wine  may  be  akin. 

*  The  mangled  limbs  of  his  son  Philisthenes,  which  Atreus  h»a 

set  before  him. 

2  :» 
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Off  witli  your  kindred  wine ;  leave  not  a  drop 

To  die  alone,  bcn'ililer'd  in  that  bowL 

Help  him  to  heave  it  to  hii  head ;  that's  well. 
(THYESTKa  drinkt.    A  dap  ijf  tiuader.     The  %*(*  go  out.) 
Thy.  What  ponderous  erimea  pull  heaven  upon  our  heads  ? 

Nature  is  choked  with  «ome  Tut  villany. 

And  all  her  face  is  black. 
Atr.  Some  lights  I  some  lights! 
Thy.  The  skv  is  atunn'd,  aud  reels  'ttrixt  night  and  davi 

Old  CliaoH  is  retuni'd, 

Atr.   It  is  to  see 

A  young  one  bum,  more  dreadfiil  than  bcreelf; 

That  pmniises  ercat  comfort  to  her  age. 

And  to  restore  her  empire. 
Tky.  What  do  vouraean? 
Air.  Confusion  "I  have  in  thy  bon'ela  made. 
Thy.  Dire  thoughts,  like  Furies,  break  into  iny  mind 

With  fiamiug  brands,  and  show  me  what  he  means. 

Where  is  Philiathenes? 
Atr.  Ask  thy  own  bowels  : 

Thou  heardst  them  groan ;  perhaps  they  now  will  speak. 
Tky.  Thou  hast  not,  tyraut^what  I  dare  not  ask? 
Atr.  I  kiU'd  thy  son,  and  thou  host  drunk  his  blood. 

BECTUS  or  ALBA:  A  TEAQEDY,  BY  N.  TATE,  1678, 

Baohsa,  andfbur  more  Witches,  aboai  to  roue  a  tlorm. 
Rag.  'Tis  time  we  were  preparing  for  the  storm. 
Heed  me,  ye  daughters  of  the  mystic  art; 
Look  that  it  be  no  common  humeane. 
But  such  as  rend  the  Caspian  cliff's,  and  from 
Tlie  Hvrconian  hills  sweep  cedars,  roots  and  all. 
if! 

1st  W.  The  cricket  leaves  our  cave,  and  chirps  no  more. 

2n'l  W.  I  stuck  a  ram,  but  could  not  stain  my  steel. 

3rd  W.  His  fat  consumed  in  the  fire,  and  never  smoked. 

\th  W.  I  found  this  mom  upon  our  furnace  wall 
Mysterious  words  wrought  by  a  slimy  snail, 
whose  night-walk  Fate  had  guided  in  that  form. 

inrf  ir.  Thou  art  queen  of  mysteries,  great  Ragusa. 

How  hast  thou  stcmm'd  the  abyss  of  our  blaek  science, 
Traced  dodging  Nature  through  her  blind  'scape-roads, 
And  brought  ber  naked  and  trembling  to  the  light! 
g.  Now  to  our  task — 
Stand  off;  and,  crouchii^,  mystic  postures  make, 
Gnttwmg  your  rivel'd  knuckles  till  they  bleed. 


BRUTUS  OF  ALBA.  647 

Whilst  I  fall  prostrate  to  consult  my  art, 

And  mutter  sounds  too  secret  for  your  ear.     [storm  rises. 

Rag.  The  storm 's  on  wing,  comes  powdering  from  the  Nore ; 
'Tis  past  the  Alps  already,  and  whirls  forward 
To  the  Apennine,  whose  rifted  snow  is  swept 
To  the  vales  beneath,  while  cots  and  folds  lie  buried. 
Thou,  Myrza,  takest  to-night  an  airy  march 
To  the  Pontic  shore  for  drugs ;  and  for  more  speed 
On  my  own  maple  crutch  thou  shalt  be  mounted^ 
Which  bridled  turns  to  a  steed  so  manag^eable. 
That  thou  mayst  rein  him  with  a  spider's  ihread. 

4th  W,  And  how  if  I  o'ertake  a  bark  in  the  way  ? 

B.ag,  Then,  if  aloft  thou  goest,  to  tinder  scorch 
The  fans ;  but  if  thou  takest  a  lower  cut. 
Then  snatch  the  whips  off  from  the  steersman's  hand, 
And  souse  him  in  the  foam. 

At%  W,  He  shall  be  drench'd.  \storm  thickens. 

Rag.  Ay,  this  is  music !  now  methinks  I  hear 
The  shrieks  of  sinking  sailors,  tackle  rent. 
Rudders  unhinged,  while  the  sea-raveners  swift 
Scour  through  the  dark  flood  for  the  diving  corpses. 
Ha!  art  thou  there,  my  melancholy  sister  ?  [the  owl  cries 
Thou  think' st  thy  nap  was  short,  and  art  surprised 
To  find  night  fallen  already. 
More  turf  to  the  fire,  till  the  black  mesh  ferment ; 
Bum  the  oil  of  basilisk  to  fret  the  storm. 
That  was  a  merry  clap  :  I  know  that  cloud 
Was  of  my  Fricker's  rending,  Fricker  rent  it ; 
O,  'tis  an  ardent  Spirit ;  but,  beshrew  him  ! 
'Twas  he  seduced  me  first  to  hellish  arts. 
He  found  me  pensive  in  a  desert  gleli. 
Near  a  lone  oak  forlorn  and  thunder-cleft. 
Where  discontented,  I  abjured  the  gods. 
And  bann'd  the  cruel  creditor  that  seized 
My  MuUees^,  sole  subsistence  of  my  life. 
He  promised  me  full  twelve  years'  absolute  reign 
To  banquet  all  my  senses,  but  he  lied. 
For  vipers'  flesh  is  now  my  only  food. 
My  drink  of  springs  that  stream  from  sulphurous  mines ; 
Beside  with  midnight  cramps  and  scalding  sweats 
I  am  almost  inured  for  hell  s  worst  tortures. — 
I  hear  the  wood-nymphs  cry ;  by  that  I  know 
My  charm  has  took — 

but  day  clears  up. 
And  heavenly  light  wounds  my  infectious  eyes. 

1st  W,  Now,  sullen  dame,  dost  thou  approve  our  works? 

*  Her  cows. 

2  ^E^"^ 
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Rai/.  'Tivas  n  brave  wreck !     O,  you  have  well  perfortn'd. 

'2ad  H',  Myrza  and  I  bestrid  a  cluud,  and  snar'd 

To  Ijiah  the  Btorm,  which  we  pursued  to  the  city. 
Where  in  my  flight  I  snat^^h'ii  the  golden  globe. 
That  high  on  Saturn's  pillar  blazed  in  the  dr. 

3rd  W.  I  fired  the  turret  of  Minerva'a  iane. 

ith  W.  I  atay'd  in  the  cell  to  set  the  spell  a-work. 

The  lumps  burnt  ghoatly  blue,  the  furnace  shook ; 
The  salamander  felt  the  heat  redoubled. 
And  frisk'd  about,  so  well  1  plied  the  fire. 

Rag,  Now,  as  1  hate  bright  day,  and  love  moonshine. 
You  Bhall  be  all  my  sisters  in  the  art : 
I  will  instruct  thee  in  each  mystery; 
Make  ye  all  Ragueas. 

All.  0!  01  01 

Rag.  Around  me,  and  I  'U  deal  to  each  her  dole. 
There's  an  elf-lock,  tooth  of  bermaphrodite, 
A  brace  of  mandrakes  digg'd  in  fairy  ground, 
A  lamprey's  chMi,  snake  s-eggs,  dead  sparks  of  thuuder 
Quench 'di  in  its  passage  through  the  cold  mid  air, 
A  mermaid's  fin,  a  cockatrice's  comb 
Wrapp'd  in  the  dried  caul  of  a  brat  still-hom. 
Burn  them. — 

In  whispers  take  the  rest,  which  named  aloud 
Would  fright  the  day,  and  raise  another  storm. 

All.  O!  O!  01  0! 

SoziMiH,  a  vdched  aiaiesman,  employs  RAaosi/or  a  charm. 
Rag.  —  my  drudges  I  'II  employ 

To  frame  with  their  best  arts  a  bracelet  for  thee. 
Which,  while  thou  wear'at  it  lock'd  on  tbv  left  arm. 
Treason  shall  ne'er  annoy  thee,  sword  and  poiaon 
In  vain  attempt;  Nature  alone  have  power 
Thy  substance  to  dissolve,  nor  she  herself 
Till  many  a  winter  shock  hath  broke  thy  temper. 
Soz.  Medea  for  her  Jason  leas  performed  1 

My  greatening  soul  aspires  to  range,  like  thee. 
In  unknown  worlds,  to  search  the  reign  of  Night. 
Admitted  to  thy  dreadful  mysferiea, 
I  should  be  more  than  mortal. 
Rag,  Near  my  cell, 

'Mongst  circling  rocks  (in  form  a  theatre] 
Lies  a  snug  vale. 
Soz.  With  horror  I  have  view'd  it; 

'Tis  blasted  all  and  bare  aa  the  ocean  beach. 
And  seems  a  round  for  elves  to  revel  in. 
Hog.  With  my  attendants  there  each  waning  moon 
f  My  drettdtu\  covirt,  \  Vd\4,  ra\i  sv^  m  state ; 

And  when  the  &re  tra.tiftasi:\o™  ran  4t*^^  i. 
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Our  zany  Spirits  ascend  to  make  us  mirth 
With  gambols,  dances,  masks  and  revelling  songs. 
Till  our  mad  din  strike  terror  through  the  waste. 
Spreads  far  and  wide  to  the  cliffs  that  bank  the  main, 
And  scarce  is  lost  in  the  wide  ocean's  roar. 
Here  seated  by  me  thou  shalt  view  the  sports, 
While  demons  kiss  thy  foot,  and  swear  thee  homage. 
RagTIBA,  with  the  other  Witches,  having  finished  the  bracelet. 
Rag.  Proceed  we  then  to  finish  our  black  projects. 
View  here,  till  from  your  green  distilhng  eyes 
The  poisonous  glances  centre  on  this  bracelet, 
A  fatal  gift  for  our  projecting  son ; — 
Seven  hours  odd  mmutes  has  it  steep'd  in  the  gall 
Of  a  vile  Moor  swine-rooted  from  his  grave. 
]Now  to  your  bloated  lips  apply  it  round. 
And  with  the  infectious  dew  of  your  black  breaths 
Complete  its  baleful  force. 

THE  FATAL  UNION :  A  TRAaEDY. 
AUTHOR  UNKNOWN. 

IH/rge, 

Noblest  bodies  are  but  gilded  clay. 

Put  away 

But  the  precious  shining  rind. 

The  inmost  rottenness  remains  behind. 

Kin^,  on  earth,  though  gods  they  be^ 

Yet  m  death  are  vile  as  we. 

He,  a  thousand  kings  before. 

Now  is  vassal  unto  more. 

Vermin  now  insulting  lie. 

And  dig  for  diamonds  in  each  eye ; 

Whilst  the  sceptre-bearing  hand 

Cannot  their  inroads  withstand. 

Here  doth  one  in  odours  wade. 

By  the  regal  unction  made ; 

While  another  dares  to  gnaw 

On  that  tongue,  his  people's  law. 

Fools,  ah !  fools  are  we,  that  so  contrive. 

And  do  strive. 

In  each  gaudy  ornament. 

Who  shsdl  his  corpse  in  the  best  dish  present. 


BLURT,  MASTER  CONSTABLE :  A  COMEDY, 
BY  T.  MIDDLETON,  1602. 

Lover  Jcept  moake  by  love. 
Ah !  bow  can  I  sleep?  he,  who  truly  loves, 
Bums  out  the  day  in  idle  fantasies ; 
And  when  the  lamb  bleating  doth  bid  goo^^^fiP^ 
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Unto  the  cloiing  day.  then  tears  be^n 
To  kee|)  quick  time  utiUi  the  awl,  whose  voice 
Shrieks  hke  the  bellman  in  the  lover's  ears : 
Love's  eye  the  jewel  of  alee]),  O !  seldom  weara. 
The  early  lark  la  waken'd  from  her  bed. 
Being  only  by  love's  plaints  ilisquieted ; 
And  sioi^ng  in  the  momJQg'a  ear  she  weep% 
Being  deup  in  love,  at  lovers'  broken  sleep*. 
But  say  a  golden  siunber  chanee  to  tie 
With  silken  strings  the  cover  of  love's  eye ; 
Then  dreams,  maaieian-hke,  mocking  present 
Pleasures,  whose  fading  leaves  More  discontent. 

[    V Josj:rr A  comet  io  leek  her 'B-asbaod  at  Ikakouf  of  a  Coxatezaa. 
TiOLETTA. — Impbbu,  the  Courtoa*. 

'   Vio.  By  your  leave,  sweet  beauty,  pardon  my  excuse,  wbicb 
sought  entrance  into  this  house  :  good  sweetness, 
have  you  not  a  property  here,  improjier  to  your 
houae;  my  husband  7 
Imp.  Ab  \  your  husband  here  1 

Vio.  Nay.  be  aa  you  seem  to  be,  white  dove,  without  gnll. 
Do  not  mock  me,  fairest  Venetian.  Come,  I  know 
be  is  here.  I  do  not  blame  him,  for  your  beauty 
gilds  over  bis  error.  'Troth,  1  am  right  glad  that 
you,  my  countrywoman,  have  received  the  pawn  of 
his  affections.  You  cannot  he  horilbearted,  loving 
him;  nor  hate  me,  for  I  love  him  too.  Since  we 
both  love  him,  let  us  not  leave  him,  til)  we  have 
called  home  the  ill  husbandry  of  a  sweet  straggler. 
Prithee,  good  wencb,  use  bun  well. 

Vio.  If  he  deserve  not  to  be  used  well  (as  I  'd  be  loatb  he 

should  deserve  it),  1  '11  engage  myself,  dear  beauty, 
to  thine  honest  heart :  give  uie  leave  to  love  him, 
and  I  'U  give  him  a  kind  of  leave  to  love  thee.     I 
know  he  hears  me.     I  prithee  try  my  eyes,  if  they 
know  him;  that  have  almost  drowned  themselves  in 
their  own  salt-water,  because  tliev  nmnot  see  him. 
In  truth,  1  'II   not  chide  him.     If  1  speak  words 
rougher  than  soft  kisses,  my  penance  ahiill  be  to  i 
him  kiss  thee,  yet  to  hold  my  peace. 
Good  partner,  lodge  me  in  thy  private  bed; 
Where,  in  supposed  foUy,  he  may  end 
n-fermiued  siu.     Thou  smilest.     I  know  thou  will. 
oseness  may  term  dotage, — truly  read, 
■j-gatber'd,  not  soon  withered. 
■-,  pretty  Wedlock,  tbou  makest  my  little  eyes 
~th  washing  tiicnisclvea  in  brine.     I  mar 
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such  a  sweet  face ! — and  wipe  off  that  dainty  red  ! 
and  make  Cupid  toll  the  bell  for  your  lovesick  heart ! 
— no,  no,  no — if  he  were  Jove's  own  ingle  Ganymede 
— ^fie,  fie,  fie — I  '11  none.  Your  chamher-feilow  is 
within.  Thou  shalt  enjoy  him. 
Vie.  Star  of  Venetian  beauty,  thanks ! 

HOFFMAN'S  TRAGEDY :  OR,  REVENGE  FOR  A 
FATHER,  1631.    AUTHOR  UNKNOWN. 

The  sons  of  the  Duke  of  Saxony  run  cmoay  with  Ltjcibel,  the 
Duke  of  Austria's  daughter. — The  two  dukes,  in  separate  pur- 
suit of  their  childreny  meet  at  the  cell  of  a  Hermit :  in  which 
Hermit,  Saxony  recognises  a  banished  brother;  at  which  sur- 
prised,  all  three  are  reconciled. 

Aust.  That  should  be  Saxon's  tongue. 
Sax.  Indeed  I  am  the  duke  of  Saxony. 
Aust.  Then  thou  art  father  to  lascivious  sons. 

That  have  made  Austria  childless. 
Sax.  O  subtle  duke. 

Thy  craft  appears  in  framing  the  excuse. 

Thou  dost  accuse  my  young  sous'  innocence. 

I  sent  them  to  get  knowledge,  learn  the  to  agues. 

Not  to  be  metamorphosed  with  the  view 

Of  flattering  beauty — peradventure  painted. 
Aust.  No,  I  defy  thee,  John  of  Saxony. 

My  Lucibel  for  beauty  needs  no  art ; 

Nor,  do  I  think,  the  beauties  of  her  mind 

Ever  inclined  to  this  ignoble  course, 

But  by  the  charms  and  forcings  of  thy  sons. 
Sax.  O,  would  thou  wouldst  maintain  thy  words,  proud  duke! 
Her.  1  hope,  great  princes,  neither  of  you  dare 

Commit  a  deed  so  sacrilegious. 

This  holy  cell 

Is  dedicated  to  the  Prince  of  Peace. 

The  foot  of  man  never  profaned  this  floor ; 

Nor  doth  Wrath  here  with  his  consuming  voice 

Aflright  these  buildings.     Charity  with  prayer, 

HumiUty  with  abstinence  combined. 

Are  here  the  guardians  of  a  grieved  mind. 
Aust.  Father,  we  obey  thy  holy  voice. 

Duke  John  of  Saxony,  receive  my  faith ; 

Till  our  ears  hear  the  true  course,  which  thy  sons 

Have  taken  with  my  fond  and  misled  child, 

I  proclaim  truce,     n  by  dost  thou  sullen  stand  ? 

If  thou  mean  peace,  give  me  thy  princely  hand. 
Sax.  Thus  do  I  phght  thee  truth,  and  promise  i^^'^^^:^. 
Aust.  Nay,  but  thy  eyes  agree  not  with  thy  heaxx. 
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In  vows  of  combination  there 's  a  grace. 

That  shows  the  intention  in  the  outward  face. 

Look  cheerfully,  or  I  expect  no  league. 
Sax,  First  give  me  leave  to  view  awhile  the  person 

Of  this  Hermit — Austria,  view  him  well. 

Is  he  not  like  my  brother  Roderic? 
Aust.  He 's  like  him.    But  I  heard,  he  lost  his  life 

Long  since  in  Persia  by  the  Sophy's  wars. 
Her.  I  heard  so  much,  my  lord.     But  that  report 

Was  purely  feign'd ;  spread  by  my  erring  tongue,. 

As  double  as  my  heart,  when  I  was  young. 

I  am  that  Roderic,  that  aspired  thy  throne ; 

That  vile  false  brother,  that  with  rebel  breath,     [death. 

Drawn  sword,  and  treacherous   heart,  threatened  your 
Sax,  My  brother ! — nay  then  i'  faith,  old  John,  lay  by 

Thy  sorrowing  thoughts ;  turn  to  thy  wonted  vein. 

And  be  mad  John  of  Saxony  again. 

Mad  Roderic,  art  alive  ? — my  mother's  son. 

Her  joy,  and  her  last  birth ! — O,  she  conjured  me 

To  use  thee  thus ;  [embracing  him]  and  yet  I  banish'd 

Body  o'  me !  I  was  unkind,  I  know;  [thee. — 

But  thou  deservedst  it  then :  but  let  it  po. 

Say  thou  wilt  leave  this  life,  thus  truly  idle, 

And  Uve  a  statesman ;  thou  shalt  share  in  reign. 

Commanding  all  but  me  thy  sovereign. 
Her,  I  thank  your  highness ;  I  will  think  on  it : 

But  for  my  sins  this  sufferance  is  more  fit. 
Sax.  Tut,  tittle  tattle,  tell  not  me  of  sin. — 

Now,  Austria,  once  again  thy  princely  hand : 

I  '11  look  thee  in  the  face,  and  smile ;  and  swear. 

If  any  of  my  sons  have  wrong'd  thy  child, 

I  '11  help  thee  in  revenging  it  myself. 

But  if,  as  I  believe,  they  mean  but  honour, 

(As  it  appeareth  by  these  jousts  proclaim'd,) 

Then  thou  shalt  be  content  to  name'  him  thine. 

And  thy  fair  daughter  I  '11  account  as  mine. 
Avst.  Agreed. 
Sax.  Ah,  Austria !  'twas  a  world,  when  you  and  I 

Ran  these  careers !  but  now  we  are  stiff  and  dry. 
Atist,  I  am  glad  you  are  so  pleasant,  good  my  lord. 
Sax.  'Twas  my  old  mood :  but  I  was  soon  turn'd  sad, 

"With  over-grieving  for  this  long-lost  lad, — 

And  now  the  boy  is  grown  as  old  as  I ; 

His  very  face  as  full  of  gravity. 

>  By  one  of  the  Duke's  sons  (her  lover)  in  honour  of  LucibeL 

THE  END. 
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